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TO THE EEADEE. 



With feminine obstinacy the Donzella sacrifices truth 
to pictorial effect, and justice to high-coloured con- 
trast, touching Rome.* The love that Bome begets 
is different to that which Florence inspires ; but it is 
never less strong and is even more reverent ; less 
familiar, and more close on awe ; as tender, but more 
solemn. In Rome, Art and Nature strain together it 
perpetual conflict for supremacy ; a struggle of a Titan 
with a God that holds mortal onlookers breathless ; in 
Florence, Art and Nature clasp hands and smile on men, 
and even the Mercury Agoreus, being in Florence, 
borrows the flowers of Dionysus to deck his scales of 
barter. But who, with any power of vision or soul of 
artist in them, can live a day blind to the vast and 
sublime beauties of the Capital of the World? — ^who can 
fail to grow at once the humbler and the greater by 

♦ P. 103. 
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'^l" PREFACE. 

dwelling on that sacred soil ? — ^who will not draw nearer 
to God himself as they see how mighty human genius 
can be ? — ^who will not yield to Borne a homage that is a 
passion as well as a religion ? If any such there be, let 
them see the sun £^11 once on the face of the Faun, let 
them see the moon shine once on the Palace of the 
Cttsars : — and surely they will repent. 

QUID A. 
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BOOK I. 

THE CITY OP CATULLUS, 

CHAPTER I. 

KIKG GABNIYAL. 

It was the first day of Camiyal. 

The populace was out aU. over the city in a many-coloured and 
e^er-changing swarm of human life. The gay masque reeled 
madly round the marhle iron-hound flanks of the Duomo, and 
flung its hail of toys and flowers against the frowning masses of 
the old palaces and prisons; and surged in its foam of mirth and 
mischief all along the length of the green Adige in the light of 
the winter noon. 

Por a month King Carnival would reign supreme in mockery 
and merriment over the lives of men; his path strewn with 
violets, his sovereignty shouted over wine, his dynasty pro- 
claimed far and wide — everywhere, hy high and low, from the 
cohhler who pranked himself in the guise of Stenterello to the 
great ]ady who laughed through her velvet mask of Yenice. 

And at the month's end, at nightfall, just as the moon should 
rise, with music and many a jest and sound of horn and drum, 
and rioting of Arlecchino and Pulcinello and all their immo' 
morial hrotherhood, at nightfall the flckle people would lead the 
old King out to his funeral pyre in the great square, and there 
would hurn him in all pomp and cruelty until the flames should 
r^den grim Boland standing at his vigil at the cathedral doors. 
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t PASCARbL. 

tmd be seen afar off, where the last outposts of the great Alpi 
kept watch and ward in the quiet of the silence and the chillnest 
of the snow. 

Bum him,— a monarch yesterday, to-day a scapegoat, in grim« 
mest ironic symbol of all human histories. 

Poor King Carnival I 

His rule has lasted longer than any other dynasty; for though 
his nations burn him one year, he rises from his ashes, and they 
cry All hail ! to him the next. 

But the axe is at the root of his throne. The old glad days 
of his mumming are numbered, and the pomp of his pageant is 
shorn. The world is old and very weary. 

Here "nel aer dolce, che del sol s'allegra," life is brighter 
and more buoyant than elsewhere. 

Here the people still laugh from dear throats, and the hours 
still reel away, marked with flowers ; here they sit in the sun, 
and still know the priceless pleasures and true uses of leisure ; 
and here the heart of a child still beats in the war-scarred breast 
of the nation. 

Yet even here the world is older, greyer, sadder than of yore ; 
and even here the day is close at hand when King Carnival will 
ride his last ride round the city walls, and be burned for the last 
time, in all the panoply of his historic robes, upon a pyre whence 
his (dbes shall never rise again. 

The world is too wise to be foolish — so they say. Or is it too 
foolish to be wise P 

King Carnival might tell us if he would. Perhaps he would 
answer: — 

" In the days when men were so great that they did not fear 
to stoop, and were so strong that their dignity lost nothing by 
their mirth, they rode in my train and followed me — Camivale, 
the old King — and laughed as children laugh — ^those men of 
those days of Dante, of those days of Leonardo, of those days ol 
Shakspeare. Are you wiser than they ? or weaker P or only 
more weary, perhaps ? No matter. I have held high feast with 
the giants, and they were not ashamed to bo glad. But you, 
who blush for your mirth because your mirth is vice, bury me 
quickly. I am a thing of the Past." 

And the old King would speak sadly aright; for his name is 
almost emptiness, and his earth-swaying orb is but now an empty 
gourd in which the shriveUed beans of the world's spent 
pleasures are shaken in fruitless sport and sound. 

For in the old days,— when he reigned supreme, oyer all mcn*» 
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lives, from sovereigii's to serf s, for a few weeks* span of foil 
feast and fair folly, — in the old days men lived greatly great lives 
to great ends. 

Their faith was ever present with them — a thing of daily 
use and hourly sweetness. Their households were wisely ruled 
and simply ordered. They denuded themselves of their sub- 
stance to give their gold to the raising of mighty works — vivea 
lapidilus — which to this day do live and speak. 

Great artists narrowed not themselves to one meagre phase of 
art, but filled with all its innumerable powers the splendid plen- 
itude of their majestic years. 

And that art was in the hearts of the people who followed it, 
and adored its power and were nourished by it, so that it was no 
empty name, but an evervivifjing presence — a divinity at once 
of hearth and temple that brooded over the cities with sheltering 
and stainless love. 

Therefore in those days men, giving themselves leave to be glad 
for a little space, were glad with the same sinewy force and inanr 
f ul singleness of purpose as made them in other timed laborious, 
self-denying, patient, ^d fruitful of high thoughts and deeds. ' 

Because they laboured for their fellows, therefore they could 
laugh with them, and because they served God, therefore they 
dared be glad. 

In those grave, dauntless, austere lives the Carnival's jocund 
revelry was as one golden bead in a pilgrim's rosary of thorn- 
berries. 

They had aimed highly and highly achieved ; therefore they 
could go forth amidst their children and rejoice. 

But wc<— in whom all art is the mere empty Shibboleth of a 
ruined religion whose priests are all dead; we — whose whole 
year-loDg course is ono l)ance of Death over the putridity of our 
pleasures ; we — whose solitary purpose it is to fly faster and faster 
from desire to satiety, from satiety to desire, in an endless eddy 
of fruitless effort ; we — whose greatest genius can only raise for 
as some inarticulate protest of despair against some unknown 
God; — ^we have strangled King Carnival and killed him, and 
buried him in the ashes of our own unutterable weariness 
and woe. 

For the old King is heartsick to hear the manful laugh t(>r that 
he heard in his youth; and we — we cannot laugh; all we can 
give is a sneer — and a sob. 
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CHAPTEH II. 

THE BIRD AKB THE rATSS. 

KtvEBTHELt ss in Verona this first day of Carniral men made 
jelleve to be glad. 

In the deep -wintry gloom of the old sad city the gold of the 
alien tyranny had been scattered broadcast that the people might 
wear at least the mask of contentment ; and on the whole they 
wore it, nothing loth, grinning gleefully from ear to ear. 

The old stone balconies were draped with amber and rose and 
silver; the beautiM trecento windows were filled with eager 
faces ; the dusky crypt-like streets were full of colour and tumiQt ; 
the great marble tombs, looming white in the darkness of their 
sepulchres, were flecked with the pretty pallor of violets from 
Rome. 

Verona under her taskmasters took holiday. 

Under a deep porch, sculptured with vine foliage and the 
heads of griffins, two children stood looking on the pageantry, 
and not thinking very much about it ; for one of them — the girl, 
— was full of trouble, and the boy tried his best to solace her. 

" Do look at Stenterello ! " the little lad murmured. '* How 
nimble he is — ^look, look ! the boys have caught him. Ko ! — he 
slips through like an eel. Ah, ah ! do look ! There is Arlecchino 
angling for a priest's hat with a gilded fishing-hook. Oh, carina 
mia ! to think you have no heart to laugh to-day ** 

The tears brimmed over in his companion's eyes. 

" How can I laugh ? "We have nothing — absolutely nothing. 
We must sell those poor little jewels of my mother's, or 
Mariuccia will starve. It must not be, you know; she ia 
so old, BO old ! And yet to sell the jewels ! See here, 'Ino. 
I have a voice, and I am fifteen years old, and I am good 
to look at, you all say. Why should I not sing in the 
choruses ? You know how often we have laughed at them — 
the fat ugly women with the crowns that would always tumble 
^ff. Now I am as thin as a cane, and am handsome, and could 
wear a crown as one should be worn. Why might I not sing in 
the chorus?" 

The pretty boy looked perplexed, and his little bare foot traced 
#vyoi|^ an arabesq^ue on ttie stone of the dusty stair. 
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THE BIRD AND TBE FATES. | 

'' That would never do, dear donzella ! Your father is too 
illustrious ^^ 

*' But one eannot live on being illustrious. One wants to eat 
— somehow. And there is nothing to eat. Nothing. Wo have 
not heard of my father for more than a year, and Florio even 
does not send now. Why should I not sing in the chorus ? It 
is quite easy, all that sort of music." 

He shook his pretty, curly, golden, Venetian head, in grave 
concern. 

'* Oh no, dear donzella; it would never do. Mariuccia would 
never allow it. It is so late at night, and the women are not fit 
for you : it would never do.*' 

'* Then the jewels must go ? And they are all that I have of 
my mother's— the only, only little thing ! " 

The words ended in a sob ; and the whirling, many-coloured 
procossion of the Carnival was hidden from the child's sight by a 
haze of sudden tears. 

At home there were an empty cupboard, a cold hearth, and an 
old woman of eighty years, who had not broken her fast. Such 
things seem hard to bear when one is very young ; and it is the 
first day of Carnival ; and beneath there, in the street, all the 
mad and merry masque is flaunting on its way. 

The boy listened wistfully, with a tender and anxious face. 

" See here, dear donzella," he murmured, after a pause. "I 
have a thought. Sing in the chorus you must not ; but why not 
sing in the streets ? The people are all happy and good-tem- 
pered to-day. I have got my lute here, and we will sing, and 
then ask them frankly to help us. Why not? We have mada 
music for them often out of pure love and goodwill. They will 
certainly give us a little money now, and no harm done." 

'*0h, 'Ino! You never sang for money yet, nor I. It is so 
different ^" 

"We have not sung for it, because we have not wanted it.. 
But if we do want it, where is the harm ^" 

"It is shameful!" 

" Shameful ! How shameful P When the great singer Lillo 
went through here last spring, do you not remember that the 
least atom of standing room in the theatre was worth gold, and 
the people took the horses from his carriage, and drew him through 
the streets, shouting and smothering him witb Easter lilies ? " 

" That is very different." 

" Not at all different. Except that they pay LiUo by million, 
and we only want a few florins." 
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S PASCARkL. 

" But why, then, will you never take money when you play 
yourself? xou never do." 

fie crossed himself, and glanced gratefully at an old battered, 
black-faced Madonna that hung behind an iron grating high up 
above in the doorway. 

'' Our Lady has been so good to me, and I have never wanted 
for anything. And the people who would have paid me have 
always been so poor — ^so poor. But I would play for money 
rather than sell a thing of my mother's. Perhaps your mothei 
up there says to Our Lady, — 'Look at my donzella; she is 
proud : take that sin o]cit of her heart.' And Our Lady says,— 
* We will prove her : she must love you a little, though she never 
looked on your face.' And so Our Lady sets this thing in your 
way. And your mother up there waits, watching and trembling, 
to see if indeed you do love her, or only care for your pride. 
For mothers never forget. That I am very sure. No, not 
though they sit on the right hand of God with His angek." 

The boy's voice was very sweet and solemn, and murmured 
with a strange softness and clearness through the riotous laughter 
and uproar that rose from the Carnival crowds in the street 
below. He looked no longer at the antics of Stenterello and the 
pranks of Arlecchino, but up at the breadth of blue serene sky 
which stretched above where the gabled roof parted. 

His companion listened, with the colour coming and going, 
fleeting and burning, in her downcast face ; then suddenly she 
caught his hand and sprang down the first stair. 

** Let us go, 'Lio — let us go I " 

And hand in hand they ran down, and were mingled with the 
hundreds who were streaming in frolicsome humour, through the 
narrow tortuous street towards the great Piazza. 

A few minutes later they also were standing in the Cathedral 
square. 

They were a picturesque littie pair— the girl taller than the 
boy by full a head. 

He was barelegged and barefooted — a child of the populace; 
he wore the loose shirt and the red waistband of the Venetian 
gondoliers ; and slung round him by another bit of scarlet was 
an old ebony mandoline. She was clad in quite another guise, 
so that she looked like some silky-leaved flower growing out of 
the grey stone pavements; she had a hood of dark velvet over 
her head, from which great, bright, trustfrd eyes looked out 
wonderingLy upon the world; her skirts were of heavy amber 
i»tini that seemed to have been fashioned out of some brocaded 
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trisiu, her hands were full of flowers that she had picked up 
from the ground as the people of tho balconies flung them 
downward. 

As they stood together, hand in hand, the contrast of colcmr 
and the grace of attitude made a picture against the dusky pile 
of the Duomo and in the crisp whiteness of the sunny firosty 
air. Many people passing paused to look at them ; the littfa 
lad whispered to her, and then unslung hid mandoline. 

There was a lull in the sports of the day. Some sporting of a 
band of mummers headed by a scarlet Meflstofelo and a gorgeous 
Dulcamara was oyer and done with : the commencement of the 
traditional 6al^ was delayed; the crowd was unoccupied and 
willing to be amused, but not impatient nor out of temper, 
because it was a crowd of Italy. 

The boy judged his time accurately, and touched the cords of 
hia lute. The girl wavered a moment with the colour hot in 
her face ; then with a sudden gesture threw the hood back off 
her curls, and lifted up her voice and saug. 

Her song was an old familiar street-song of the Lombard 
population. 

Par and wide on the clear wintry air, keen with the hard 
breath of the mountains, the strong pure notes of a voice in its 
earliest youth rang out like a bell over the muttering and shout- 
ing of the people. Those nearest to her listened, and hushed 
down the noise around them; the silence spread and spread 
softly like the circles in the water where a stone is thrown ; the 
boisterous gaiety dropped to a quieter key ; in a little while all 
tbe square was still. 

The hood fell back wholly upon her shoulders; the sun shone 
upon the little group ; the amber of her skirts, the violets in her 
hands, the scarlet wool of the boy's sash, all glowed in the light; 
above all hum and buzz from the other quarters of the city the 
Bong rose on the air clear as only the tones of childhood can be. 

" I/XIccello ! " the people shouted. " Go on, go on I *' 

A smile rippled over her face, as at some ^miliar word of 
greeting : she sang on at their bidding song after song of the 
sweet unwritten melodies of the nation. Now and then the boy 
struck a chord or two from his mandoline, but seldom ; her voice 
was rich enough and strong enough to All the square without 
aid, and it leaped aloft in the wintey air with the eager, straight, 
upward flight of a hawk that is loosed from its holdings. 

When at length it ceased, llie throng in the great squart 
Bcreamedi laughed, almost cried with delighted applause; tho 
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people in the balconies clapped fheir hands, the loungers at the 
vaffe dashed their hands on the marble tables till their glasses 
rangy the masquers and merry-makers shrieked a hundred times, 
—** Viva rXTccello ! Viva rXJccello I " 

The boy marked the propitious hour. He took the red berretta 
off his curly head, and advanced amongst the multitude, and 
with the infinite grace of his nation, the grace which is so per- 
fect because so utterly imconscious of itself, stretched out his 
hand to them for charity. 

'* Some little thing, signori, for the love of God. There is an 
old woman at home who wants bread." 

He was generous, and he sought to bear all the shame of the 
alms-seeking for his own portion. But his companion saw his 
purpose, and sprang to his side. Her cheeks were flushed, the 
tears were bright on her lashes, the winds blew tie heavy gold 
of her hair and the snow off her courtly skirts; her voice had 
lost its strength, and trembled a little. 

" It is not for him, signori I " she cried. " It is for me. For 
himself, when he plays and the people would give him coins or 
cakes or confetti, he will never take payment for his music. Ho 
says it is God's gift, not his. The money that he begs now is 
for me. I am illustrious; oh yes I but I am very poor. I have 
an old nurse at home who wants bread, and sits by a fireless 
hearth. She is so old, so old. And we have nothing to sell but 
a few little jewels, and they were my mother's, who is dead. 
Will you give me some little thing, if my songs pleased 
you?" 

The answer came from a hundred hands at once— from above 
and around, on every side. 

Paper money fluttered to her feet; loose silver rolled like 
sugar-plums ; here and there a piece of gold flashed like a star 
through the air; flowers and toys and gilded horns of sweet- 
meats, and ribboned playthings of the pageantry were all 
showered upon them from the balconies above and from the 
throngs around, until their arms ached with stretching for the 
gifts, he his red berretta, and she her amber skirts. 

Great ladies, leaning in the draped galleries of old palaces, 
cast down money with lavish hands; white-coated soldiers, 
laughing over their wines at the marble tables, tossed bright 
florins to sweU the store; a child-noble in his gala-costume ci 
white and gold and powder and jewels, ran down some palace 
steps and shyly thrust a roll of notes into the singer's hand, and 
hastily lifted hia soft smiling mouth to kiss her cheek; th9 
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poorest of the people sought in their leathern pouches for somo 
topper pieces to give. 

In vain the boy and girl, being honest, protested^ laugh? 
ing and crying both at once — ''Basta, bastal — enough, 
enough ! " 

In vain ; the golden shower did not cease, untU, in the dis- 
tance, as the first of the patrician pageantry appeared on the 
entrance of the square, there rose a glad shout, — " The Ghdsi ! 
theGali!" 

And the populace, kindly of heart, but fickle of temper, 
turned to the new pastime, and the little noble ran to his people, 
and the great ladies looked the other way, and the golden 
chariots rolled under the historic walJs, and the sea of the bright 
masque surged outward; and the children were forgotten where 
they stood. 

Then to them there came one who had listened and watched 
all the songs and aU the payments where he had leaned in the 
shadow of the cathedral wall. 

He uncovered his head as he approached, and the sun fell full 
on his face — ^the dark, poetic, historic face of Florence. 

"Ah, cara donzeUa," he murmured softly with a smile. 
** Money I have none to give you, until I make some more to- 
night. I too am an artist; and so— it goes without words — I 
too am poor. Nevertheless, let me thank you." 

He dropped a ring into her amber skirts, amongst the violets 
of Parma and the daffodils of Tuscany, and turned away and 
vanished in the throng. 

The girl sought for the ring amongst the flowers and toys and 
money and sweetmeats with which her skirts were fisU. 

It was a very old seal ring — an onyx, cut with the heads of 
the Fates. 

She looked at it long and curiously, with a dreaming look on 
her face; then thrust it into the bosom of her dress. Then she 
gathered closely up about her the heavy brocades of her gar- 
ments, and turned to the boy. 

"Let us run, 'Ino. The people are not looking now. "We 
shall lose the GalSi, but Mariuccia is so cold at home." 

So they turned away from the square, and went back into the 
old) irregular, gloomy streets where even at mid-day there war 
no gleam of brightness. . 

But now they could not run ; their fleet feet were powerless 
to bear them swiftly; they were too heavily laden with the 
^oils of their pros|)erQUS efforts; it wfts of no ftvjdl to try 4n4 
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moye quicUj; at eTcvy step they trod upon a knot of violets, or 
trampled a bright narcissus under foot. 

They were forced at last to go very tranquilly, with bent 
heads and with cramped limbs, along the cold and dreary 
passage ways. 

"Oh 'Ino! " the girl cried. "When we sang for love and 
goodwill, we were so light of heart and of foot. But now ^" 

She sank down upon a flight of steps, her skirts glided from 
her hands, her treasures rolled to the ground and were scattered. 
She sobbed as if her heart would break. 

" That is ungrateful to the people, cara mia," said the little 
lad, softly, " Is it that stone with the Fates that has chilled 
you?'' 

"Nay she is right," said a voice above them. "Count art 
by gold, and it fetters the feet it once winged." 

He who had given the ring spoke the words, passing swiftly 
in the shadow so as not to be delayed nor questioned. 

After him ran a gay and giddy throng of masks, thrashing 
each other with coloured bladders, and chasiog him with 
tumultuous shouts as of a band of mummers to their chief. 

The shouts in their hoarse vibration filled the tunnel of the 
narrow twilit street as the parti-coloured group of the masquers 
reeled down it like a score of anemone leaves blown heedlessly 
upon an autumn wind. 

They all cried one word : — PasoarAL 

I, — the child who sat on the stone stair, weei)ing over my 
fallen violets and my scattered wealth, — treasured the name in 
my heart on which the carven Fates were resting. 

The masquers reeled on out of sight, a cloud of misty and 
tangled hues; over the high grim roofs and the sculptured 
buttresses the name came back flying gaily in glad echo on the 
air — 

" Pascar Jllo I— PascarJl 1 " 
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CHAPTER in. 

BT THE BBOKEK BOKATBLLO. 

The first thing I remember is of how poor we all were; how 
horribly poor, how terribly poor ! 

When I went to take my first dancing lesson at four years old 
I had holes in my little lace frock, and a pair of faded blue shoes 
nearly out at the toes. I cried bitterly for very shame sake. 

' * Never mind, carina, * ' said old Mariuocia, my nurse. ' ' Never 
mind. If you dance away with a light heart, what does a tatter 
or two in the dress signify ? It is better to have holes in the 
shoes, little one, than a leaden weight on the feet, believe me," 

Oh ! and what a fool I thought her ! Though she was sixty 
and I was not six. 

But when my father's man Florio came in and lifted me up 
before the old battered silver mirror, and murmured in his soft 
tongue, ** Ah I what does a shabby frock matter when one has 
an angel's face like the signorina's ? The other little ladies may 
be all hung with rubies and pearls if they choose ; nobody will 
look at them if the signorina bo there" — then, indeed, there 
seemed some sense in the argument, and Elorio appeared to mo a 
person so discerning that I consented to be pacified and to be led 
away to the vast bare frescoed dancing-hall, where one little 
shrill fiddle was piping and shrieking to a score of Lombardio 
babies, all more or less noble, I believe, in descent. 

We were at that time in Verona. Poor old Verona ! World 
forgotten, though having given so much to the world. 

The city of Lesbia's lover is but a sorry desolation now, 
despite its hidden treasures, that no man remembers once in a 
«coT© of years. 

These narrow sun-baked streets, those grim dust-covered forti- 
fications, those little lines of stunted sickly trees, those simooms 
of lime dust, those bitter piercing mountain winds, those pale 
grasses, all alive with brown lizards, those lofty desolate houses, 
palace and prison in one, those straggling vines choking the 
strangled maples, the dreary weary **waveless plain,"— how 
miserable it aU is now, how miserable it all was then ! 

Verona never seemed like Italy to me. Perhaps because I 
saw it always under the dominion of those white-coated stranieri, 
who pampered its greedy priesthood and bribed its lazy prole- 
tariate! and who waltzed themselves into favour with md by 
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BAvinging me ronnd many and many a time to the gay measuie* 
of their regimental bands, and spending on me floods of sweet- 
meats and pretty phrases, although old Mariuccia, whenever sho 
saw me thus polluted, would snatch me away from the barbarian's 
arms with fiercest flashes of her still eloquent Tuscan eyes. 

Mariuccia told me many a tale of the old grandeurs of the 
city of Can Grande ; and I used to wander about it gazing at its 
amphitheatre and its acacia hedges, and its green Adigo and iti 
two Paladins at the door of the duomo, and dreaming of Marius 
and Theodorio, of CatuUus, and Carolus Magnus, of Eomeo, and 
Ezzelino, of Yitruvius, and Paolo Veronese, in the strangest con- 
fusion of fable and truth, in which my little brain floated as on a 
gorgeous, but misty, sea. 

I never loved Verona. 

The four first years of my small life had been spent with 
Mariuccia, on a farm on the distant Bomagna. 

There I had lived in the open air, rolled in the grass, gleaned 
the gold of the millet, got drunk in my innocent fashion off the 
grapes at vintage time, and filled my hands with wild wood 
flowers all the whole year round. There I had owned all a child's 
delicious riches of freedom and sunlight, of chains of daffodils^ of 
fans of chesnut leaves, of friendships with birds and beasts, of 
long, happy, heedless days in which the sky seemed always blue, 
and the angels of God always near. 

"When at four years old I was taken and cooped up in the 
dusty duskiness of Juliet's birthplace, I rebelled bitterly, and at 
first pined constantly, refusing to be comforted. I fretted for 
the free air and the glad lights as many a prisoner had done 
before me in the days when 

<< Death and sin played at dice with Eccolm.*' 

Of course after a while my sweet first memories paled a little 
and I grew a little reconciled. But I never forgot that bright 
beloved Italy of mine, away there southward in the blue ocean 
of the distauit Bomagna ; I never grew to care for these grim 
streets, these filthy courts, these parching heats, these frozen 
winters, these masses of frowning stone, these labyrinths of 
palaces and prisons, which seemed always to my fancy, as I grew 
older, to have upon them the mark of the scourge of Attila, the 
grip of the gauntlet of Scala, the scorch of the crimes of Bomano. 

At the time when the little shrill fiddle played to me in my 
Utile shabby shoes, wo were, I sa^, in Veronoi for no bett^, or 
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iesser reason, than that having got in there we had not the 
means to get out again. 

We had the second floor of an old palace ; such a palace as 
you used to rent for a song in Italy, hefore Italy changed her 
proiid '^ Para da S^/' from a boast and a dream to a heroism and 
a truth. 

A palace with superb staircases reeking in fllth ; courts which 
would haye held a troop of men, armed and mounted, given over 
to lizards and centipedes ; chambers with tapestries of Hosts, 
from tho cartoons of Bronzino, ankle deep in dust and dirt ; and 
walls that were due to the designs of Era Giocondo, hung with 
the padrona's ragged garments, drying in the sun after their 
wash in the Adige. 

"Peintures aux plafonds; ordures aux pieds." It is Georges 
Sand, if I remember aright, who wrote that bitter line, or some- 
thing like it, upon Italy. It is terribly bitter, for it is at times 
terribly true. 

Our palace was no exception to the rule. 

It was magnificent as a dream, even still above-head, where 
some wondrous-eyed woman, worthy almost of Leonardo himself, 
laughed down from her frescoes of roses, or where some apothe- 
osis or cenacolo by Gentile, or Pisanello, still kept its radiant 
colours, despite all ravages of time, and neglect, and Are, and 
dust. It was magniflcent too from tiiat beauty of proportion, in 
which, as by some almost unerring instinct of symmetry, so 
many Italian buildings have a beauty that cannot perish whilst 
one stone is left upon another, even as in so many Italian faces 
there is a perfection which, being bom not of hue but of outline, 
is unharmed by age, and endures even after death itself, as did 
that golden loveliness of Paustina that was found a centuiy after 
death unharmed in the dusky depths of Santa Croce. 

But it was also unutterably dreary, dirty, ghastly, dismal, 
)omfortless ; bats rustled through its passages, and downy owls 
daunted its roof timbers. The upper rooms were all tenanted by 
working people, or rather by people who affected to work, and 
in reality lived on the Austrian doles; and the lower halls were 
the abode of the padrona and her eight children. She was a 
stout-built, black-browed, comely soul; the most good-natured 
creature in existence ; and her children lay in the sun, or played 
boccetta, or fought for the chesnuts on the stove, or did what^ 
ever seemed best to them all day long in an endless strife and 
riot 

The padrona was poor enough j she beat her own linen is? flit 
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river, and baked, and swept, and cooked unaided, and added to 
her scanty means by stuffing mattresses with grass and wool, at 
which she was an adept. But it was owing to the padrona 
very often, and to nobody else, that Mariuccia had a meal to give 
her beloved little illustrissimi. 

There were four of us; the others were boys; beautiful boys, 
who might have come out of a Tiziano or Giorgione canvas; 
gay, kindly, saucy, daring creatures, popular with the people 
everywhere, and caring nothing how their linen blouses were 
ioniy quite content to sit and eat polenta for their only dinner 
with the woman below and her dirty children. 

My poor brothers ! they were so bright and so bold, so mirth- 
ful on nothing, so full of goodwill to all the world ; and they all 
died so young; mere children. One of fever in Verona itself ; 
another of a knife thrust in a street scuffle in Home ; the last in 
a white squall off Cagliari, that swamped the little felucca within 
sight of land. 

But at the time of which I now write, whilst they were all 
three around me, they were the pride and torment of Mariuccia's 
life, the delight of the padrona* s, and the wonder of all the town, 
for the skill with which they — ^bambini inglesi — poured quips 
and cranks upon the people in true Veronese tongue and fashion. 

The padrona would stand in hor great arched doorway, with her 
arms akimbo, rocking too and fro with laughter at their encounters, 
whilst her onions frizzled neglected in her frying-pan. ^ They 
were quite happy teazing the market-women, riding in the 
bullock waggons, driving the ball at pallone, fishing with the 
boatmen, dancing the tarantella in the wine shops, playing at 
dominoes with Pepo and Zoto and Gian, and all the rest of the 
padrona's brood. It was only into my soul that the iron of our 
degradation entered. 

With the male children in the market-place they were still the 
young signori, whose shabby clothes could not lessen their dis- 
tinction, so long as they threw the ruzzola unerringly, and had a 
lightning-like skill in morra: but for me it was otherwise; with 
the feminine aristocrats in embryo of the dancing-lessons I was 
only a little detestable forestiera, who had shabby shoes and a 
torn frock, and who had nevertheless the intolerable insolence 
not to be ugly in proportion to her poverty, and also to dance 
very much better than they did themselves. 

"Look at the signorina, little ladies, all of you," the old 
dancing-master would say a dozen times in an houi*, suspending 
the screams of his fiddle to point at me with its bow. *' Look 
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tt her ! only a month in this room, only half the age of most of 
you, and look at her ! What grace, what accuracy, what light* 
ness ; the sweep of the swallow, the poise of the sea-gull ! And 
such a baby ! It is wonderful. Are you not ashamed to carry 
yourselves as you do, with such an example as the little TIccello's 
before you P" 

Dear old Fortunato! He taught me, out of pure goodwill; 
having met me often in the street, and having at last succeeded 
in persuading Mariuccia that not to initiate a woman child into 
the ways and wiles of Terpsichore was to fly in the face of all 
the designs of Providence. He taught me fi'om sheer love of his 
art, and some touch of love I think for me ; but he did me an ill 
service with the little Lombard ladies by his praise. 

They dared say nothing; for Fortunato could rap both feet 
and hands sharply enough with his bow, when he was irritated 
by contumacy or clumsiness ; but they eyed me askance very 
evilly and munched their chocolate chicchi, grouped all together 
at the top of the room, muttering scornful things of me and mine 
in an offensive and defensive alliance. 

Unhappily, there were few scornful things which could have 
been said of us that would not have been sufficiently true to hit 
us hardly. "We were all of us handsome ; in all times, they say, 
the race we came from had had the gift of the *' fatal face; '* but 
we had very little else. 

It was the old, old story; I used to make Mariuccia tell it me 
as far as she knew it, over and over again, w^hcn she used to sit 
of an evening shelling beans on the great staircase, under a half- 
ruined statue that they said was by Donatello. I can see her now, 
— so plainly, — as she used to sit there, with a big round brass 
basin in her lap ; she had a dark red skirt and a yellow kerchief; 
her costume never varied ; she had a huge silver pin in her 
white hair; she had the noble frank face and the changeful kind 
eyes of her counh*y people; she was weather-beaten till she was 
as brown as a chesnut, though she had the broad flap hat of the 
country spreading its roof over her head to keep her from the 
blaze that streamed through the vines that hung over the grated 
casements. 

The sunbeams and shadows used to play on the old marble 
stairs and the old grey statue ; a passion flower had somehow 
trust itself through the stones horn without and blossomed there 
at her feet on that chill bed ; the brass bowl used to glitter lik€ 
^Id in the light ; above at a vast height there was a lunette 
^th frescoes of the labours of Hercules ; from below there ros« 
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a smell of garlic, of fried meats, of coriander seedsi of stabled 
cattle ; the crack, crack, crack of tbe beans used to sound on the 
silence regular as the ticking of a clock; the huge straw hat 
would shake itself slowly and sadly as she spoke : 

** Do I remember your mother?" she would say. " Ton ask 
me that so often, 'Kella. Surely I remember her. I was with 
her at the birth of every one of you. I was an old woman then. 
At least as you children count age. She was beautiful, yes;— 
else your father had never looked at her. You are more like 
him. Oh, you are handsome enough ; I do not deny that ; you 
have a face like a flower, and you know it, though you are such 
a little thing. The people spoil you; they will turn your head 
with praise. You wiU end just like that wicked Speronella of 
Padua whom they sing about to this day in all Komagna. It 
was a name of horrid savour, of ill omen, for you ; I always 
said so ; but your poor mother would have it ; it had been her 
mother's, she said. It is no use teasing me to tell you more ; I 
have told you all I know a hundred times, and none of it is any 
good. When I first went to your mother she had not been long 
wedded; she was happy then; they always are, — ^for a week! 
There were difficulties ; that I saw the first hour ; but they did 
not press much. He had met her in Florence ; she was an opera 
singer ; he was a great signore, in his own country, so they said; 
it is always a mistake. He was double her years ; but he waa 
so handsome, — Milordo Maurice. You only see the wreck of 
him. But you may see that still—-" 

''And I am like him !*' I cried where I sat at the feet of the 
mutilated Donatello, shedding my quota of beans into the brazen 
bowl. 

Mariuccia nodded. 

" Yes, you are like him," she said gravely. "In more ways 
than one, signorina. liVTien you get older, take care you do not 
throw your life away as he has thrown his. A noble in his own 
country ; and I have to beg a meal for his children from the 
woman below!" 

My father was not a nobleman, though Mariuccia, in the com- 
mon continental incapacity to understand insular titles of 
courtesy, always called him so. He was only the fourth son of 
a northern marquis :— God help him ! — but even so much as this 
I scarcely knew at that time. 

Now I adored my father with very little reason for it, for I 
saw him perhaps sis days in the year, and each time I saw him 
leceiyed al^ut six careless word9. But he was bq handsome* sc- 
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easy and good-humoured; so indifferent to every created thing or 
any possible fortune, that he seemed to me the yery perfisction of 
humanity. 

I adored him, at a distance indeed, for it was chiefly when I 
was eating iigs on the stairs or cracking wahiuts in the court 
yard, that I ever saw him at all ; but adore him I did, and with 
the inconsistent ingratitude of human nature, I cared more for a 
slight or a reproof from him whenever he deigned to notice me 
by one, than I did for all the untiring goodness of Mariuccia. 

She, dear soul, was very wroth against him always, and could 
not forbear letting out her wrath to me. 

Mariuccia did not think very much of filial duties ; her own 
parents had been a travelling cobbler and his paramour, who had 
rid themselves of her in her babyhood by the simple process of 
leaving her at the Innocenti ; and she considered that she broke 
no moral canon when she inveighed against the shortcomings of 
her master to me on the old grey stairs. Indeed, I think she 
honestly believed she only did her duty in trying to turn me 
from my unreasonable worship of a false god ; a god moreover 
who provided next to nothing, and left her to puzzle her brains 
as best she might how to find bread for three hungry, healthy 
boys, and how to turn my poor mother's costly faded wardrobe 
into decent attire for my use. 

'' He broke your mother's heart," she used to say with a sharp 
crack of a bean ; and I used to feel a certain pang, yet also a 
certain incredulity. My mother was a mere vague name to me ; 
I had not even a portrait of her. " What did he do ?*' I used 
to persist, and Mariuccia would respond in anger : 

•• "What did he not do, rather ? He did as he does now. He 
went and amused himself, and threw away the little he had in 
gambling, and left us for weeks and months to starve in some 
hole, whilst he feasted in gaming-towns and winter-cities, and 
spent such gold as he might win on creatures as bad and as use- 
less as himself. Oh, it is no good your curling your lips and 
getting on fire like that, signorina. It is the truth, as you will 
know to your cost one day. Why do you ask me of your mother 
if you do not bdieve what I say ? ^ You are always angry that 
you are so poor; pray whose fault is it if not your father's, and 
how should ho be worth anything, I would be glad to faiow, 
when not a soul of his own people ever takes notice that he lives^ 
but erery one of them leaves him alone as men pass by atrodden 
fig, or a dead dog on the causeway." 

That used to silenoe me, for I knew it was true; and I eould 
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only ni in mute rebellion dielling the beans with a swelling 
hearty while the bright golden lizards darted to and £ro on the 
stairs, and the radiant sunset lights poured diowc tsom the 
frescoed lunette. 

Then Mariuccia, whose temper was as close a mingling of 
soar and sweet as the core of a ripe pomegranate, would relent, 
and would suspend her bean-shelling to lay her hand on my 
head. 

** Carina," she would say tenderly, " why will you vex your- 
self about your father ? Little one, he cares as much for that 
lizard as for you. Do your duty by him ; that is proper, of 
course ; but do not m£ike a god of him. Fret yourself for some 
good love, not for a foolish one. It is all very well for tho 
maple to be choked for the vine's sake ; but it is rubbish for the 
maple to die for the night-shade." 

Which hard saying she left for me and the lizard to digest as 
best we might, whilst she went into the cavernous gloomy little 
crypt which served her for a kitchen to fry her beans in oil, or 
set them to stew with a cabbage. That, or something like it, 
was our daily meal ; dainty little birds and tempting little pots 
of chocolate went in for my father when he was there, procured 
and prepared by Florio, who was a sort of universal genius ; but 
we children never tasted of such fare. "We thought ourselves in 
wondrous luck if we got a big dish of eggs and macaroni in the 
Pasqua Week., or could have a handful of sweet ciambelle or a 
lump or two of pan giallo for the Bcfana night. 

As for envying my father his quails and thrushes and mullets, 
I should have thought it as blasphemous as Mariuccia would 
have thought it to envy the Madonnas in the churches their 
weight of jewelled garments and crowns of beaten gold. 

At such times as Florio was with us, which was but seldom, I 
had more success in my endeavours to hear good of my idoL 

Florio, in Itedian fashion, had attached himgelf to us, and 
baTing once done so was not to be separated from us by anything 
ihat adversity could do to him. Once on ^e staircase I heard 
Ihe padrona ask him how he could waste his years in service, so 
little lucrative, so often indeed, actually only repaying him by 
privation. 

Florio shrugged his shoulders with the most expressive panto* 
mime in the world. ... 

'*Eh! what would you P^' lie replied to her. ^'Ihavegotto 
love them, — it is all said." 

Florio would acquiesce in all my enthusiasm for lus mastefa 
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thongli he looked a little grave Hometimea* Bat wliea I wonld 

fam naTe learned from him how my father spent those innu* 
mefahle long absences of his, Flono would tell me nothing* He 
ifould pretend to laugh and ehow his white teeth. 

**l!ro, no, no," he would cry. "In good time the donzclla 
will Gee for herself how men live ; but she could not understand 
it yet; — no, no, no*" 

Once again also I overheard him say to iTariuccia, "It is 
almost always such had luck with him now ; Bometimea he has a 
good vein, and then we live like qnaala in the fattening coops ; 
but it is very seldom now. They are all scared of him. At 
Ni^za this very winter they warned him privately from the 
ifasB^na. And to ho too had for the Massena !" 

Florio threw up his hands in the air with a gesture that oeu- 
cluded hia sentence more eloquently than any speech. 

Flo no was about forty years old at that time ; a little plump 
man, as round as a hall, with merry eyesj and the ^nk, tender 
smile of his nation. 

He was a charming creature* There -was very little ho could 
not do. He could put on a white apron and cook to perfection j 
he could talk most languages, more or less correctly \ he could 
draw inimitable caricatures ; he did not disdain to wajc a floor, 
and skim on it wi^ brushes for skates; on occasion he has 
woven Machramme as well as any woman laeemakcr along the 
Biviera ; he could string a lute and sing on it in a very pretty 
tenor J and he would go to market with a big basket and bargain 
for butter and cheeso with a terrible aeuteness that was feared 
by the stoutest shrew that ever sat under ^ green or crimjon 
umbrella on a Bunny piazza, with her live hens screeching in her 
old mule^s panniers* 

As far as his principles i^ent, looking back to that time, I 
■heuld say he was absolutely innocent of even knowing the 
ejustence of such things. 

He would lie with the sweetest smiling serenity ib all tha 
world, and he would cheat — in our service at least — ^with the 
most exi^uisite dexterity. Tet in otlier ways he was as frank as 
a babe, and if moved to pity ho gave with both hands, with- 
holding nothing from any thought of self-interest. Yes, — - 
ITlorio was a charming creature; the most perfect mixture of 
intense shrewdness and entire simplicity that I havo ever met; 
and wholly and entirely devoted to a service in which hia mnlti- 
fcirious talents were utterly lost and almost utterly um^eq^uited* 
And yet even Plorlo blamed my father I 
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It was a terrible perplexity to me. What eyil could my 
father do P 

Night after night I used wearily to wonder over the problem, 
lying awake on my truckle bed, in a vast room painted with the 
loyes of Orpheus and Eurydice, while the bats beat against the 
lofty windows and the beautifol white moon sailed past them 
backed in clouds. 

To the condemnations upon him I attached no idea of gambling, 
despite Mariuccia's invectives. 

I saw everybody gamble; the children in the court below, the 
people in the streets and at the public lotteries, the mea in the 
coffee houses and taverns, the boys in the market-place, the old 
beggars on the church steps : they all gambled, with cards, or 
dice, or balls, with nuts, or little cheeses, with dominoes on the 
pavement, with the gay painted cards at taroc, or by means of 
their fingers alone, at morra, if they had no other method avail- 
able. That a pastime so universal in the broad daylight could 
be in any one criminal never occurred to me. 

And having a strong and entirely reasonless adoration of my 
father, who fascinated me into love for him by his mere look and 
gesture, as he fascinated Plorio into his service by a mere surface 
kindness and gracious trick of manner, I came to the conclusion 
as I watched the clouds and the moon, that my father was a 
man deeply wronged by his world and his relatives. It was 
very easy for me to solace myself thus, for I knew nothing of 
either one or the other. 

He was called Milordo, and our name was Tempesta — as the 
Italians had it — that was all I knew : and I had mingled my 
ideas of him vaguely and oddly enough with that great Tempesta, 
who has left his sign on bo many frescoes and canvases through- 
out Italy, and who fled to Isola Bella with his fatal lore and all 
its crime upon his soul, and dwelt there between sea and 
sky. . 

Such small obstacles as centuries and probabilities were 
nothing to me, lying awake under the smile of Eurydice, and 
watching the bats in the moonlight beat their wings against the 
painted casements. 

One winter in Verona he stayed longer than usuaL He 
was not well in health Elorio told us; and he had found soma 
Austrians who amused him. He used to go out every evening 
Mid return at dawn ; that I knew, for I cotJd tell his step and 
listened for it. I do not think he rose aU day ; for Horio was 
perpetua^y in and out of his master's rooms, with some frotWng 
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cup of chocolntej Boma sparkling cool drink^ or some dieli oJ 
dainty flavours, compounded by kia skiJl, 

One eTening I was upon tho stairs as he came down thom. 

Our stairs were very dark. One little poor oil lamp burning 
under a hapless Madoima -who had lost her nose and hands was 
all that illummed the immense depth of it from hall to dome. 
I had been to my lesson with Fortunate \ it vas cold ; I vaa 
muffled in a little parple*TelTet hooded cloak that Harinccia had 
made me out of one of my mother's dresses ; my cheeks wenj warm 
with the run home ; I had in my hands a silver laurel-wreath — 
Fortunato's yearly pri^o — with which he had just presented me, 
for the fourth time, in all solemnity and honour. 

In the deep shadows I saw my father descending the steps \ 
Involuntarily I paused; my heart gave a great bound; if ho 
ihould notice the laurel- wreath, I thought ? 

By a miracle ho stopped likewise , 

** Is ifc you, 'Kella V Let me look at you." 

He drew me up under the lantern which was hung a step or 
two above, and bent bis eyes in studious scrutiny upon my face ; 
[ trembled from head to foot ; I was a bold child enough, hut I 
waa afraid of him becauso X loved him, and because he was 
to me such a majestic mystery, unapproachable, and inscru- 
table. 

He looked at me long ; my hood had fallen back ; my hair 
was blown about m© by the wind ; I felt my cheeks changing in 
colour every second under his gaae, 

" Heavens I hoir Hke you look to your mother/' he murmured, 
" And yet you are like us too ; — how old are you ¥ " 

I told him that I was nearly ten years old— at least so 
Hariuccia said. 

"I daxesay, I daresay,"" he said, carelessly, "You have 
grown very much of late. You will be a heautifiil vroman, 
'-2^ella, Do ther tell you eo P" 

" Many people do," I murmured \ my limb a shook under 
me ; my faca was goarlet ; my heart beat like a wild bird's ; — ^he 
bad praised mo! 

He laughed a little, wearily, 

" Already P Very well 1 Good-night, little one." 

He slipped a littie gold piece into my velvet muMers, and, for 
the first time in my life, touched my lips lightly with bis, Ai 
he went out of eight into the gloom below, I &at down on the 
filthy marble stair under the iladonna and her poor dull lamp, 
and burst into tears, — tears of passioBate joy. 
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When Mariuccia found me, she found me sobbing bitteriy, tha 
laurel-wreath neglected on the stones. 



CHAPTER IV. 

WITH THE poroiANi. 

That small gold piece I ireasnred ever afterwards ; piercing 
it, and hanging it round my neck. I used to bo often hungry 
in those days, but no temptation of coriander cakes, or anchovy 
pastries, of Neapolitan confetti, or Florentine dolei, ever allured 
my little precious five-jfranc from its hiding-place. 

The next day Florio summoned Mariuccia into my father's 
room ; he gave her a sum of money, and bade her get me with 
it such education as she best could in Verona. She had taught 
me to read; Fortunate had taught me to dance; Florio had 
taught me to sing ritomelli to a mandolin ; but these were all my 
acquirements ; at ten years old I was barbarously ignorant, and 
knew nothing, except such quaint old stray pieces of knowledge 
as I had gleaned from some odd volumes of Vasari and Ammirato, 
of Villani and Muratori, and the like, which I had found left by 
some former tenant in our chambers, and which made me con- 
versant with some art-lore and with the heroical histories of 

** Le doime, i cavalieri, le armi, gli aimorif 
Le cortesie, le audad imprese " 

of the by-gone centuries. 

" It is tibe Tedeschi's money," grumbled Mariuccia, with her 
face dark, and full of reluctance and abhorrence. 

Florio showed his white teeth. 

" "What is that to you? " he responded. " All your business 
is to spend it. That is enough." 

Florio theoretically hated the Tedeschi as much as she did, 
but practically he thought the best use Tedeschi could be put to 
was that of spoliation. 

" They are foreigners ; they are hateful ; they are our tyrants 
and oppressors; and we will make them fly one day," he would 
say. " But while they are here, we may as well get what we 
can out of them. That is the true patriotism." 

It was the true philosophy, at all events ; and one that served 
its professor exceedingly well. 
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'* At for me, X coiiLd not understELiid how mj father's monr^ 
tould he said ta he the Auairiana' also* 

" It is not nrnch, anyhow/' I heard Moriuceia say, when she 
busied herself oTcr her iH)ts and pans while Florio plucked a 
Piedmonteso paTtridge as plump aa himself. ''As I had the 
chance to eco thD signore, I spoke up the truth a little* When 
he had given his commands for 'Kella, I said to him, * And the 
boys, excellenzaP What of them? They are growing tall^ 
strong, dauntless lads, and they live with Pope, and Zoto^ and 
Gi^H, and the children of the people ; and they are aa ignorant 
as so many young monntain hulls. Will Tossignoria deign to 
aay Trhat is to be done about them ? ' 

'* He only laughed a little* * They mnst do aa they cnn^ h<* 
answered me. * When they are old enough, your Tedeschi 
friends will give them rank in some regiment, I daresay f and 
there is very little learning Tvanted for that.* Did ever you 
hear such an answer, Florio? As if the blessed children would 
ever draw a aword against Italy ? But he ivonld not say any- 
thing better ; he bade me begone in that gentle way of his which, 
as yoo know, there is no gainsaying. But was it not horrible ? " 
she went on lifting the lid off her stewpan. " The noble lads! 
I am sure they would be cut in a thousand pieces before 
they would wear the white, and help to enslave Italy, who 
has been a foster-mother to them from the Tery days of their 
birth/' 

florio smiledj as having plucked, he proceeded to truss his 
partridge, 

" To bo sure j to be sure. Of course we none of ue would* 
Nevertheless, tho Vienna beer tastes very light and good in the 
caff^s, they say; especially when it costs nothing; and I have 
eeen a good many of our people with their noses buried in tho 
tankards." 

Mariuccia poured her stew into a dish with a charitable wish 
that an '* accidente " might strangle forever all Italians who m 
far forgot themselves as ever to drink the homble barley brew 
of the accursed stranieri ; it was to be as vile a traitor as Judas, 
the averred, when God himself bad given the Italians the juioe 
of the vine. 

So it came to pass that I had such teaching as Terona could 
afford, whilst my brothers ran wild like young colts. 

Mariuccia locked the sum my father had given her away in f 
etout bronze coffer ^ and eked it out, with religious fidelity, ai 
long and to as good purpose as she was able* Every atom of it 
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Ahe dpent loyally, aa ehe had been bidden; and ahiewdly as 
became her Florentine citizenship. 

She wanted many things direfully, for ho and Morio went 
away with the first months of spring, and left her but a miserable 
pittance for all honsehold purposes. But to take the smallest 
note from that money to procure rice, or wood, or onions, or 
ilour, or oil for her daily needd, would have been a falseness to 
the trust of her stewaniship which I am certain never even 
tempted in imagination that good, sturdy, honest soul of hers. 

She laid it out to the last in the culture of my worthless little 
brain ; if I did not profit by it as I might have done, it was no 
fault of hers. It was the fault of the saucy impatience of re- 
straint, and the indolent love of basking in tiie sun, doing 
nothing, which the country and its habits had fostered in me. 
I'or I was decidedly a naughty child ; I loved my own way and 
generally took it ; and my sins of omission and commission were 
80 many and various that with every Eve of Epiphany I listened 
in fear for the tinkling bell in the streets, and dreaded the bag 
of ashes and the long cane with which the black-faced Befana 
punishes the wilflQ. 

Mariuccia went very wisely to work ; she would have nothing 
to do with women teachers or schools ; there were many old pro- 
fessors, old scholars, in the town whom she knew were terribly 
poor, and yet full of erudition, and not too grand to take some- 
thing for imparting it. To these men she went, and so she 
secured me the means of getting a knowledge much more worth 
the having than the convent-c^ture which the children of my 
sex ordinarily obtain; that I profited too little by it was, as I 
say, no fault of my dear old nurse. 

Por the only teacher amongst them all to whom I really gave 
attention and obedience was my singing-master. 

I adored music ; it is impossible, I think, not to care for it, if 
you are reared in Italy. Everything seems to sing, from the 
eicale upwards. All that unwritten music of the populace whose 
scores no hands have ever penned, is exquisite ; and every now 
and then in the streets, or from some high casement in the roof, 
you hear the notes of a divine voice, and you seek it out through 
filthy courts, up cut-throat stairways, into dark, dismal, fo^- 
smelling chambers, and you filnd that it is only Pasqua the 
washerwoman singing at her tub, or Gillo the facchino amusing 
himself as he carries up the wood. 

I had my mother's voice — so Mariuccia said. It seems that 
•he had been of infinite promise as a singer when my father, 
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deaperat&Iy enamoured of tier for tba moment, Ijore lier ofT 
from the stage io ike second Ecason of hor public appearance, 
and the first of her performances at the Pergola. Wliat my 
voice waa to others, 1 do not know ; I only kaow that all my 
life long eong has been as natural to mo as to any thruah or 
bullfinclu 

The Veronese used to call me L'TIccello, the binl ; and whcr« 
Jiora were fio many nccelli, all more or less music ally-lhroated, 
the namo was in itself a distinction. Many and many a time, in 
i/'orona, when I have been out alone^ I have found myself the 
centre of an eager little crowd, which followed me because I was 
flinging aloud as I went ; and to pacify them, I haTC Taidted on 
a parapet or a ledge, or anything that was coavenieut, and re- 
peated the stornelli to on enthusiastic circle of blacksmiths, and 
Jiorsc-boys, and porterSj and fruit-flellers, and beggars; — JIa- 
riuccia knowing nothing. 

And then thoy would escort mo homeward, humming the 
choruses of the songs themselves, delighting in me with that 
tiLingling of charming familiarity, and yet perfect respect, of 
whick the Latin nations alone seem to know the secret; and 
flaying nothing to me, that a little princess might not have 
heard, but waving their c:ips to me, and tendering me, by the 
hands of some old butcher^ or some young ostler, a knot of china 
rosea, or a plumo of liliea and verbena, with the prettiest grace, 
and the sweetest smiles in all the world. 

Ah 1 dear people, dear people I when I think of yoE, I repent 
me that I have said that I hated your ugly town \ for of a truth 
1 loved yon, and you me. 

My music -master was an old man, by name Ambrogio Bnfi ; 
ho was most wretchedly poor ; ho lived in a little square den in 
the roof of a tumble-down house j he was very diity, vory 
shabby, very ugly ; tho world had never heard of him, and ho got 
a bare living as first violinist at the theatre. In hia youth Le had 
created things that the world would never listen to ; and ho had 
become instead the interpreter of other men's creations. 

He was inexorable as a master; but he was also admirable. 
His severity had an enthusiasm, and even a tenderness, under- 
lying it which made it endurable. One knew that he was only 
harsh, because he would alloiv of notbing slight, or mean, or 
slurred, to be put forward in the guise of his art. Himself, ho 
was a great master j — yes ; — though he had never made a namt^ 
and had barely wherewithal to get a daily meal> I have seen 
the snme of a princely fortune, and the homage of a fastidiouw 
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sodeiy, poured out upMi artists who were not fit to hold a eandls 
to my old master for him to read his score. 

Girciunstance is so odd and so cruel a thing. It is wholly 
apart from talent. 

Genius will do so little for a man if he do not know how to 
seize or seduce opportunity. No doubt, in his youth, Ambrogi6 had 
been shy, silent, out of his art timid, and in his person ungrace- 
ful, and unloTcly. So the world had passed by him turning a 
deaf ear to his melodies, and he had let it pass, because he had 
not that splendid audacity to grasp it perforce, and hold it until 
it blessed him, without which no gtnius will ever gain the bone- 
diction of the Angel of Fame. 

Which is a fdlen Angel, no doubt; but still, perhaps, the 
spirit most worth wrostHng with after all; since wrestle we 
must in this world, if we do not care to lie down and form a 
payement for other men's cars of triumph, as the Assyrians of old . 
stretched themselves on their faces before the coming of the 
chariots of their kings. 

Ambrogib had a few pupils — ^not many. Most of them were 
young choristers of promise, whom he had sought on hearing 
them at some office in the S. Zanone ; and whom he taught for 
pure devotion to his art, as Fortunato had taught me to dance. 
His method of instruction was wonderful, strict, and inexorable, 
as I have said, and giving infinite labour, infinite repetition to 
the scholar, but it was of an unapproachable excdience, and 
sifted^ the grain from the chaff amongst his aspirants with 
unerring accuracy. 

There was— there is — an academy of music in the old city of 
Catullus, but such was the blindness of its direction, or such the 
rabid envy of its professors, that no efibrt was ever made to 
secure it for the inestimable value of Ambrogi6*s lessons. Ma- 
riuccia's payments for myself were, I verily believe, almost all 
the remuneration that he ever received. All the rest were so 
poor; tho children of coppersmiths, and coopers, and vine- 
dressers, and pottery-painters; boys and girls who had fair 
voices, and who sang in the choirs of the churches. 

We used to stand in a semi-circle before him, a dozen children 
or so, and sing the 'scale simply hour by hour. You had to be far 
advanced before he would permit you to leave that first arduous 
exercise. 

It used to be bitterly cold in winter in that little den of his, 
with its cold stove and its brick floor; and stifling hot in summer 
th^fe amongst the red and grey roofs, the cupolas, and the 
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towcTB. Tliere Tras nothing picture sque or poetic in itj it was 
*lU hard work in a wrctclied little place before an tigly old man 
who flashed fury upon you tlirongh hia epectades if you dared 
to torture liis ear with a false note. And yet we aU went to 
him faithfully ; and seldom or never rebelled. 

There were in him the Rincerity and the excellence whioh 
impress themselTes upon children long before those children are 
old enough to reason on what they are awed by and admire. I 
tormented my other masters sadly enough ; but I am thankful 
to think that I never itdded to tbe many pains and the infinite 
disappointments of Ambrogib's life. 

I was a favoured pupil with him — I and Hsffacl Baptista* 

Baffaello wus the Eon of a coppersmith in the town, who lived 
hard by the cathedral, in a quaint old vaulted place filled with 
coppers of all sorts and sizes, which used to blaze quite red in 
the sunset. 

It was the workshop as well as the dwelling-house, and wai 
full all day of the clash of hammers on metal as well as the dis- 
cordant noises of the church bells and the people's cries. 

Tct amidst all that clangour and uproar^ the child had been 
born with the moat subtle and perfect instinct for melody. One 
would have thought that all that clanging and clashing of 
copper and iron all the livelong day, from the time he had cried 
in hia cradle, would have deadened hia ears to all perceptions of 
harmony ; but it seemed as though it had produced the contrary 
effect J for he detected an incorrect note, and shivered under it as 
quickly and painfully as the Maestro himself. 

Baifaelino as wo called him, when I met him first at our 
music lessons, was just eight years old when I was ten; hia 
mother came of a Venetian race, and he !iad the Venetian loo^ 
and accent I he was a small^ slender lad, with eyes full of 
dreams and a mouth fall of smiles; his fair hair clustered 
thickly round his head; he had dark, straight brows and a 
curious half shy vivacity of express ton that changed twenty 
times in an hour* He was the most picturesque figure in all 
our little group, with his brown legs bare, and his shirt loose 
about his throat, and a scarlet woollen sash girt in Venice 
fashion round hia loins. 

It was not in song that the little Baptbta excelled. His voice 
was pure and true, but of no great compass. It was for the 
violin that he showed the extraordinary talent which won old 
Ambrogio's heart to him, and one day when he had played on 
his own little viol a ehanning Httle eaprim'o full of life and 
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gmoe, and 1 asked bim wlience it came, he hung his head, and 
coloured, and confessed at last that it was of his own inven- 
tion. 

He implored me not to tell the Maestro ; he was quite sure 
that Ambrogib would look up with that frown through hia 
terrible spectacles which we all dreaded, and bid him in tones of 
thunder to go back to his scale practice, and not to tempt the 
wrath of dead Cimarosa and Falestrina, and all the immortal 
brotherhood with such impious audacities. I thought differently ; 
but Kaffael had a right to his own secret, so I did not betray 
him. Which was unfeminine I suppose; but the only two 
women I had ever had aught to do with had been the padrona 
and Mariuccia, both simple people as the world went. 

I liked Eaffaello the best of all the children in Verona; he 
had an infinite tenderness for his mother, who was blind and 
whom he tended with untiring patience ; and he had a profound 
homage for myself, — the donzeUa as he colled me, — and would 
never meet me without some spray of roses, some bough of 
lemon, some knot of violets, or some cluster of chesnuts, for 
which he had rifled the hedges or had begged some neighbour. 

In my way I was very proud; Mariuccia continually re- 
proached me for it ; but I was not the least beset by that sort of 
pride, which would have made me regret Ilaffael Baptista's 
companionship, because his father was a coppersmith, and he 
ran about the streets without shoes. I had lived too much 
amongst the people ; and I had too much of the Bohemian in 
me for that. 

Indeed I enjoyed vastly, when I left Ambrogib's attic, draw- 
ing my little velvet hood over my cui-ls and running home hand 
in hand with Eaffaelino, past the dancing hall, at the hour 
when Portunato's pupils, of whom I no longer needed to be one, 
were coming forth from his lessons. 

The little feminine respectabilities, — ^my bom foes, — glorious 
in starch and ribbons, and coral and silk stockings, would recog- 
nise me by a solemn stare and a general drawing together of 
themselves for mutual protection, and I would laugh in their 
faces and flash by them holding 'Ino's hand the tighter, and 
shaking the rose petals all over my little weather-stained 
purples, which like all purples fared ill when brought down into 
the streets. 

Mariuccia never objected to my complaisance for Baffiael. 
There was much of the old genuine, sturdy Plorentine democrat 
in her. His mother, too, was a gossip of her own. 
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" It 18 a rare good lad/' slie used to say ; and tliat lie ran tlie 
■Ireets with bare feet iraa do social Bin in her ej'CS. 

At aiich rare times as Marinccia allowed herself a spare liotir 
from her incessant baking and irashing^, Fpinningf and sewing, 
she nsed. to cross tbe piazza to the coppersmith's workshop, under 
tbo sign of tho Spiked Mace, and drink a cnp of black coffee 
with the blind woman, not losing her time, but whilst she gos- 
eipped going on with her weaving of rough linen garments for 
us from the litUe distaff which in true old Tuscan fashion was 
seldom absent from her, being hung round the waist with its 
hank of flai in readiness for an 3^ unfilled moment of her rar^ 
leisure, 

I used to go with her, and Italfaelino and I used to sit on iho 
threshold and play dominoes on the bottom of some big copper 
turned downwards to s^rre us as a table ; or at other times ho 
would bring out from its corner his little old quattrocentiate tIoI, 
which he had found amongat some lumber, and wo would play 
and Bing stornelli whiht the white moonlight was fioodlag tho 
p^Tcment, and the marbles of the buildings turned to eilver in 
its lustre; Mariuceia beating time with her spindle, and Ida 
blind mother nodding her head to the measures. 

One of the young painters then in Verona made a little 
picture of Eaffael and of me, pla3''ing and singing thus in the 
moonlight^ with the background of the huge arched doors and 
the innumerable coppers with just the glimmer of a brass oil' 
lamp behind us where Mariuccia sat and span. 

It was a pretty little bit of genr$i he was delighted to sell it 
for twelTe gulden notes to a German Jew dealer, I have seen it 
since in a great collector's galleries j and the holder of it told me 
he bad giren for it some fitleen thousand francs. 

One of the saddest things perhaps in all tho sadness of this 
world is the frightful loss at which so much of the best and 
strongest work of a man's life has to be thrown away at the onset. 
If you desire a name amongst men, you must buy the crown of 
it at such a costly price I 

True, the price will in the end be paid back to yon no doubt 
when, you are worn out, and what you do is as worthless aa the 
rustling canes that blow together in autumn by duH river sides ; 
then you scrawl your signature across your soulless work, and it 
fetishes thiice its weight in gold. 

But though you thoB have your turn, and can langh at your 
will at the world that yon fool, what can that compensate yon 
for all thoee dear dead darlings^ those bright ^rst fimtd| those 
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preoious earliest nesflings of your genius, which had to be soM 
into bondage for a broken crust, which have drifted awaj from 
vou never to be found again, which you know well were a mil- 
lion fold better, fresher, stronger, higher, better than anythirg 
you hava begotten since then; and yet in which none could be 
found to believe, only because you had not won that magio spell, 
which lies in — being known ? 

I was great friends with all those youthful artists who lived 
in nooks and comers all over the town, and who got their living 
by copying or by countei;feiting the old masters. . ^ 

From the time that I %sA been old enough to climb up their 
steep stairs unaided, they had made a pet of me always, and 
often a model. I lik^ nothing better than to be perched on a 
table in any one of their big barns, arrayed in peacock's plumes, 
or old laces, or ancient brocades, or any other of the picturesque 
useless dusty lumber : and I think the dealers and buyers in the 
old town must have got very tired of my dark-eyed, golden 
fringed little face, which these students were wont to use for 
every allegory or childish subject that was ordered of them. 

But painters, if one chance to please them at all, always see so 
many types in one's face, all more or less contradictory of each 
other, that one comes to the irresistible conclusion that it must 
after all only be typical of the poor human nature which makes 
us all akin, — \vheu it does not set us all at strife. 

They were very good to me all these poor lads ; though they 
quarrelled often enough amongst themselves, and not seldom got 
into trouble for fierce wrangle with the invader. They all of 
them lived high up in the air, amongst the open rafters of the 
unceHed roofs ; with wondrous lights streaming in through the 
vast bare garrets and magnificent views of limitless horizons, 
southward to the plains and northward to the mountains. 

They used to be very good to me. They would dance with 
me unweariedly at the open air balls ; they would take me to 
laugh my heart out^over the dear delicious rheumatic burattini; 
they would play me all sorts of sweet little mad mnzoni, rippling 
all over with a yery phrenzy of mirth; and when I sat to them 
they would run out at noonday down six pairs of stairs into the 
street to fetch me a noonday meal of po&e. simmering in its 
brass pipkin, and little patties crisp in their white papera. I 
fear they must often have spent on me the only coins they hatd 
for their own dinners, for they lived on about three soldi, a day 
two of which would go fcr flie theatre and the nightly smoke ^ 
their dubs. 
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To my coming and going with them, Mariaccia haying once 
satisfied herself that they were honest lads, oflfered seldom anj 
opposition. The Italians are not a people who think evil ot 
every trifle, and Mariuccia had a good deal in her of the stanch, 
uncompromising republicanism of old Florence. 

"We amused ourselves ; that seemed to Mariuccia the right and 
proper thing for childhood and youth; and moreover, as she 
used to say, with a laugh and a frown together, the " signorina 
is proud enough for six ; how she queens it over them, the little 
imperious thing." 

No doubt a nurse duly reared to a sense of her duties would 
have thought the judgment of heaven would have fallen on her 
had she allowed a Httle '^illustrissima'* of ten years old to 
clamber up into the roof of houses to sing stornelli amongst 
paints and pots, and cans and lumber, with a circle of bearded 
bohemians, or clamber down again in company with some stout- 
limbed peasant in gold ear-rings and scarlet kirtle, with a grand 
head like the Donatello JudiUi's, and a profession which was 
frankly and imdesignedly that of a model. 

But the songs had never a line in them for which I could have 
been the worse, and the model was a good gentle soul who had 
babies at home that she loved, and whose only care was to get 
broth and polenta enough for them. And dear old Mariuccia 
was too straight and simple a soul to be on the watch for evil ; 
besides, as she sometimes mumbled to herself as she unlaced her 
bodice at night before coming to her small straw bed in my cham- 
ber, she thought it might be well if I should take to the people 
altogether, and be happy and marry amidst them in due time, 
for of a surety money there would be none for me, and my 
father's people made no sign. 

But when I heard her breathe these wishes for me, she stand- 
ing over me perhaps with her dull oil lamp and fancying me 
asleep, I used to laugh her to scorn in silence under the rough 
hempen 9heet 

"Never, never, nev^ ! " I used to say in my heart. 

Mariuccia used to close her soliloquies by kneeling down to a 
picture of the Mother of Many Sorrows, and praying to her for 
my future ; but I, silent beneath the sheets, used impiously to 
think, '' what use is it to be handsome if one cannot do for one- 
self without the Madonna? " 

The Madonna was all very well, no doubt, for these poor lean 
old folks who had not a friend in the world, or those pale foolish 
lovesick girls who could not keep their lovers^ but could only 
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kneel down and praj for tliem in tlie chapels; it was vcrj well 
to have a Madonna, no doubt, when one was ngly or old, and 
when with one's life all was finished : but for me ! — there was a 
little triangular mirror hung in the comer of my room to which 
I am afraid I said many more orisons than I over offered 
to Mary. 

I loved the people: who would not in Italy? — the dear, 
graceful, sunny-natured people, whose very selfishness is more 
engaging than other nations* virtues. 

Where else but in Italy, when you give a franc for an armful 
of roses will the seller cast to you in free gift of pure good will 
his choicest nmgnolia flower? 

Where else -mUl the old porter to whom you offer two sous for 
his trouble in hobbling up and down the stairs for you, limp off 
to his snuggery and bring you thence a bough from his lemon 
tree with a courtesy and a smile that courtiers might envy P 

Where else will the facchino who has toiled after you on a 
summer's day with a heavy load, put his hands behind his back, 
and shake his curly head, and steadily refuse reward, crying: — 

" Wo, no, no ! it is pleasure enough just to see the signora I " 

Where else, if you pause at a little music shop in a bye 
street, will the master of the shop come out and hum you the 
songs that you seek harmoniously in a mezza-voce, whilst your 
coachman turns round to correct a change to the minor, and the 
baker-boy pauses to join in the refrain, and a girl, mending her 
shoe at a window, chaunts her share in the measure, and every 
mortal leaves off his or her occupation to loiter out and join the 
chorus with sweet singing rhythm, till the whole narrow street 
is filled with the melody P 

Where else, indeed P 

l^e, if you fail to buy roses next day, the seller may 
petulantly wish you an accidente. True, the porter next week 
may keep you languishing for your letters while he gossips over 
your affairs in the street, and allots you more lovers than there 
are days in the year. True, the facchino may expect you to nod 
and femile and be luan amico with him all the rest of your life. 
True, the music-seller may feel not the smallest scruple in giving 
you imperfect copies at six times their due value. 

But all the same how genuine were the grace and the courtesy 
and the vivacity and the kindliness I how genuine they will be 
again a million times over ! how they smooth and illumine the 
rough and dark pathwajrs of life ! how easy they render the 
cordial intercoui*%e between far-sundered classes ! how pleasantly 
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{hey mako mdodj amidst our rade human nature^ like fhe 
Bingiog flower-sown brooks amidst the hill-side stones ! 

''Itelians cheat one as much as other nations do/' said a 
shrewd Frenchman to me, the other day. '' Oh, yes, no doubt; 
some say they cheat one a little more. But then they alone 
know how to do it amiably; they alone save one's self-respect" 

Such was his verdict (a very superficial one, for, except 
Stendahl, where is the Frenchman who ever could understand 
the Italian ?) ; but myself I would go farther than he did. 

I would much sooner say, and surely more justly, that the 
Italian, to the fine subtleties of civilisation and the keen astute- 
ness of his natural intelligence, unites a rare simplicity and a 
joyous frankness which he alone of all people has retained 
amidst the artifice of modem life. 

Ko, I loved the people; I had enough soul in me for that; 
but all the same, even in my happiest hours, I never dreamed 
for an instant, as Mariuccia dreamed for me, of being content to 
dwell amidst them for ever. 

And happy hours I had ; though my brothers and I sat at 
night reading Yasari, or old Pulci, or the Chronicles of Oom- 
pagni, or Ferreto, or the wonderful stories of Croce, that 
Bolognese "Homer of Children/' by the light of one poor litde 
miserable lamp; and though in the vdnter sometimes we had 
barely charcoal enough to heat the small brown jars, and though 
even on most summer days we had little else to eat than a roll 
of bread and a broth of herbs, a few ripe figs from the old tree 
in the court, or % slice of the padrona's polenta. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE PZi.COGx'8 PLIOOIS. 

We were happiest when we were alojie with Mariuccia. 

We were cMldren, and strong and well, and there was the 
bright, broad, living sunlight about us, and all things were 
possible for us in the future. But when my father came and 
xlono it was different. We did not reason on it, but we were 
vaguely affected by their presence, vaguely depressed by iU 
Some l^re^th ^oiq a worl4 we know nothing of blew iu ou us. 
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and diilled us in our bare old home in the mellow Lombardio 
heats. 

"Oh, Diomio! but it is terrible I " Horio would say, lifting 
his hands as he peered into the feiggotless cupboard, the empty 
stewpans, the ill-fumiehed bread pot, and then we beciane 
sensible of the privations which we had scarcely perceived before, 
and alive to that vital truth of the old Condottieri, that '' 8mM 
ioldi nan possano fare." 

"It is terrible," Florio would say, cooking a couple of little 
larks and some toadstools out of the woods in such magical 
fashion that they would have deceived any epicure in the country 
into belief in them as ortolans and mushrooms. " It gets worse, 
you see, every year; of course it gets worse. He wins less 
often; and he takes more brandy when he loses. It is always 
the way. It is a puzzle to live at all, and half the cities are 
shut to us. Debt—debt— debt. It slaps the gates in our faces. 
There is hardly anywhere that they will trust him now. It will 
end in that, — some day, — and soon." 

With " that " he gave a gesture as though he drew a knife 
across his bare throat. Mariuccia shook her head. 

"End in thatP End?" she echoed. "And, say you, 
Florio, what pray will then begin for them P For the dear little 
ones ? It is very well to say * end,* as if he were the only one 
concerned in the matter. Four of them : and not a farthing 
except the few notes he leaves with me when he comes and goes, 
which the Holy Mother knows would be hardly enough to feed 
up a goose for San Giovanni's day, let alone feeding four big 
hungry children from one Lent on to another." 

Such discourse as this we used to hear between them in stray 
fragments; and they left on us a subtle, indistinct sense of some 
impending evil ; and even I, despite the innumerable illusions 
and indestructible faiths in which the name of my father was 
involved for me, grew by degrees dimly sensible that he only 
returned to us at such times and seasons as it had become im- 
possible for him to live elsewhere. 

The old barren dusky palace was the cheapest roof that wo 
could have found all the world over to cover our heads, and when 
he' came thither for a temporary refuge, the fidelity of his tvro 
servants still contrived to sustain around him some show of cere- 
mcmial and some sense of comfort. How they did it I cannot 
tell, nor even at this day can I imagine; but do it they did; 
with surpassing patience and with unwavering self-sacrifice. 

An Italian can subsist on almost as little as an Arab; and if 
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lie obIj offtT you but a couple of dates bd caa lerra them oa a 
majolica plat© with a few lentiecus leaves and a little myrtle ia 
Buch fashion that they will lack nothing in grace of eerrae that 
anv king could desire at his banquet. 

Such a man as my father was could not ho anywhere ivhoUy 
Tsithout companions. 

The native nobility and geatry nerer came nigh him ; but tho 
Anstriatis used to flash their white iiniforras on our dark Htaii^ 
case many and many a night. They used to pass within the 
doors of his room and remain till daylight ,■ and all night long 
Florio used to be gliding to and fro with glass jai*s of chartreuse, 
or fresh ilaska of brandy. 

They were my old Tedosco acquaintances who had waltzed ms 
round a hundred times to the swell of their military bands ; but 
as I grew older my father Btemly bade ilariuceia take heed that 
I was never about upon the atuirs at evening, and she kept me 
imprisoned by her side under the lamp, weaving the !ao?, which 
I hated, or studying the scores of Ambrogio Ituiij which I loved. 

Other of my pleasures came to an end too about this time. 

It was a lovely spring ia Lombardy, mild eveii 03 though 
amidst tbo Sorrentine orange woods. 

Everywhere the meadows were white and hyacin thine -hited 
with a million crocuses. The violets followed them in countlesa 
hordes amongst the grass tufts underneath the vines, Tbo 
maple and mulberry trees were pushing forth theii' tender leuf- 
lets, and in the dark old city there were soft blushes of colour 
where the yellow daffodils and the home-reared earjiationa 
blossomed iu the casemeats and the balconies. 

And away to the northward was the silvery cloud of the Alps, 
end the students would go outwai'd thither and come back with 
Ibe fresh winds blowing in their hair^ and with their hands full 
of blue gentian Howera, 

Iu the Bpringj even, our level plain of the Adige, which had 
not the beauty either of the mountain or the valley, had a certain 
charm of its own under the budding viue boughs and amongst 
Uie delicate acacias ; I used to be in the idelds all the day long, 
Tvith my brothers and EaffaeHno, playing till we were tired, and 
then, lying down to rest, watchiog the blue sea, of those immeasur* 
able distances beyoud w*bich lay the'world. 

One day, when I had filled my arms with masses of wood 
violeta, I clambered up the stairs to the bottega of one of the 
students* He was very fond of flowers, and introduced them in 
all his sketches, and 1 was aeoustomed to take him a share oi 
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my field-sports. He was a swarihj, large-limbed, tender-hearted 
creature ; a son of peasants of an Aquillian village^ whom he 
always called Cecco. 

One day, when I was about twelve years old, I went my 
round as usual amongst my friends the painters. It was a fine 
bright day in February ; I had been out in the woods by day • 
break with my brothers and the padrona's boys gathering yiolets ; 
the great odorous purple violets that, like so many other fiowers, 
smcU surely sweeter in Italy than ever they do elsewhere. 

We came home by noon laden with them ; the padrona's lads 
went out to stand with their share of the forest plunder at the 
comers of the streets, and see if they could get a penny to play 
with at boccette; I filled Mariuccia's pots and jugs with some of 
mine, and took the rest to my friend Cecco, who loved flowers, 
as I say, and so often introduced them in his pictures that the 
students nicknamed him II Squarcionino, or the Little Squarcione, 
from that old Padovan who was the first of the Early Masters to 
paint flowers and fruits in arabesque. 

He lived at the top of a lofty old house in a gloomy bye-street. 

I climbed the hundred and odd stairs with labour, for they 
were rotten, twisting, and slippery from over-much dirt ; and, 
with my arms full of violets, purple and white, darted into his 
painting -room, that was as bare as a barn, and not half as 
cleanly. 

"With Cecco there were three or four other lads, smoking and 
laughing, and talking as they worked. He had an admirable 
light in his great, ugly workroom ; and those comrades of his 
who were not so fortunate in that respect were wont to set up 
their easels beside his, and labour together all in their various 
manners. 

They welcomed me with enthusiasm, went on their knees to 
me and my violets, and abandoned their work that they migh^ 
sketch me. 

''Just as you are, signorina!" they called to me. "I^o! do 
not touch a thing; it is perfect. Look at her now, with the 
light on all that ruffled hair, and the little gay skirt full of the 
violets, and the colour all hot in her ^e from the wind: ah, 
bellina^ beliina 1 " 

So they cried around me in twenty diflerent forms of admira^ 
tion — the artists* admiration, which is so curiously compounded 
of fancy and of fact, and which they were accustomed to pour 
out on me as unthinkingly as though I had been a porcelain 
figure. 
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X vTas m cceiifitomed to it^ that it hardly hart mc more than it 
would have done the china ; I knew Nature bad made me good 
to look upon and picturesque. Altro I I iiaed to shmg my 
fehoulderfl and think no more about it except to givo a passing 
pity to the unfortunate ones who were not eimilarly gifted. 

So that day they hoisted me up upon the wooden dais where 
their models wero accustomed to ebind^ and, with their four 
eaaela in the four corners of the room, set to work to paint me as 
1 was^ with my load of violets, and my hair all blown from the 
roTigU mountain breezes, 

la a couple of hours they had all contented themselves mora 
or less thoroughly with a first sketch j and simultaneoualy laid 
down their brushes* 

*'I have made her tho Genius of Spring," said Bernardino 
Bcalchi, surveying his workmanship with his head on one side, 
like a robin' e* 

'*And I have made her ' La Prim aver a doUa Vita, La Gio- 
ventik dell' Anno,' " said Beppo Lavo, who wrote very pretty 
verses, and could dng them, too, not iH. 

** And I have made her the Ilenaissance of Italy; tho typo of 
the Dawn of Freedom, the Symbol of the Future," said I^"eri 
Castagno, who was a patriot and a red republican. 

Old, swart, clomsy Cecco laughed a little as he turned round 
to them ; 

'* I am very prosaic after you. I have only made her what 
ihe is — a child." 

And 3T.t, when all tho sketches stood side by aide, in the 
dying light of the la to afternoon, it was Cecco' s, they frankly 
admitted J which had the true poetiy in it, after all, 

A child with a skirt full of violets, with a rough wintry sky 
behind her, with a fresh wind tossing her hair, and with her 
feet gaily flying over the wet earth already green with the 
coming of spring: that was all that Cecco bad made of it; hut 
beside his picture the others looked falae ia sentiment, strained 
in fancy, and garish in grandiloquence. 

Their work over, they made me J amp firom my throne; they 
thrust the violets m a bowl of water ; they insisted that I should 
atay and have a little feast with them, Cecco had been in luck 
that day; a small panel of his, a girl's face in a garland of roses, 
had sold for the enormous sum of twenty £orins ; he was a mil- 
lionaire, at least, for a day, in his own estimation. 

He ran down Btsirs into the street, and in a few minutes came 
b«ek in gay triumph with a couple of flasks of chiante^ with « 
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pan of 0teaming clieenuts, with a round sweet-almond cak^, and 
a big bmidle of cigars. 

Then ho thrust me in an old oak chair draped with dusky 
tapestries ; he cast over me a magnificent old brocaded robe that 
the Jews would have bought of him to cast in the fire for its gold 
to melt out of the threads, but which he would never part with, 
because it had belouged to his father, who had been an artist 
before him; he gave me a sceptre of peacock's plumes, and a 
diadem of mlver^ paper with which models were crowned when 
they had to sit for Madonnas; and then our feast began. 

How we enjoyed ourselves 1 how we chattered! how we 
laughed ! how rich the wine tasted ! how crisp were the chea- 
nuts! how we shouted the ^'Fuori il stranieri!'' how we sang 
every song that occurred to us, from motives of Bossini's and 
Bellini's to the last chorus of the newest street song I 

We were merry at heart, and full of zest, in tiie deepening 
twihght and the clouds of smoke, while a ruddy light from the 
setting sun glanced on the swarthy face and kindling eyes of 
Cecco, and lit up the peacock's plumes of my thyrsus and the 
gold stitches in the brocade : so merry, indeed, and so fall of 
zest, that we never heard the door undose or perceived that any- 
one besides ourselves had entered the painting-room. 

Only at the sound of a strange voice did Cecco tumble 
hurriedly up from the floor where he was stretched, and, with 
eager apologies and bewildered haste, strike light to a lamp and 
welcome three strangers, who, going the round of the ateliers, 
had come in its turn to his. 

I, seated on my brocaded throne, with my Madonna's crown 
on my tumbled hair, and my pewter plate of chesnuts on my lap, 
paused in my singing, and looked up; two of the strangers were 
Austrians, the third was my father. 

Trembling, I slid down and stood like a little culprit, with 
the folds of the brocade curled like many-coloured serpents round 
my feet : it was not that I had any sense of doing what was 
wrong, it was only that he was to me a mystery so full of awe, 
and wonder, and attraction, that to see him suddenly there 
appalled me. 

It was the first time in my life that I had ever met him in 
Verona out of our own old home. 

His eyes glanced across me and he knew me in a moment; 
that I saw ; but he gave me no recognition. 

As chance would, however, have it, one of the Austriaci looked 
at me by the flickering lights of the lamp and the simset. 
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*' A charming little figure I" he cried. '* Fniitastic but very 
charming. A model, of courae, in all that tinsel and brocade/' 

Dumb and perplexed, and glancing at my father in a Tagut 
terror, I etood still j "with the silver crown upon my curls, and 
wished to sink into the depths of the old brocadoB ; but he, hear* 
ing hia friend epeak, came forward and looked at me coldly, 

" A pret^ little beggar/* he eaid, witb a cold, swift glance of 
his eyes. I know his meaning in a moment : ha chose to affect 
to ayold all recognition of me. 

My face burned, my heart rose, my fear of him was forgotten. 
I threw off my silver diadem and the old robes, and stood up 
straight before him, the poor neglected peacock sceptre trailing 
on the bricks* 

*'If I be a beggar> it is not my fault, nor yet Ifariuccia's," 1 
said, boldly, with a scorn for him that thrilled mo with a horribla 
sen&e of guilt and of humiliation. ' ' We are very hungry and very 
cold — all of ns — very often. They do not dare to tell you. But 
it is true. And if I can forget it a little while laughing here, 
where is the harm P I am not ashamed." 

My father^ a face, haggard and cold thougli It was, fiuaked 
deeply, whether with anger or any more tender sense of shame, I 
cannot tell, He thrust me from the room. 

** Whatever else you be, you are too young to rant so glibly,'* 
he said, as he closed the door upon me, 

I ran down the street to fling my woes at Mariuccia's feet, and 
sobbed as I ran, the poor bedraggled peacock's plumes still trail* 
ing from my hand, and gathering ia their course the dust and 
oidure of the uneven and uncleanly stones. 

I fied along nnder the darkling shadows of the grim fortresses 
which overbimg the pavement, burning all over witb a sense of 
outrage and of indignant scorn. 

My father was not ashamed to starve me, but he was ashamed 
to acknowledge me because I sat and laughed and sang, and was 
glad in a garret, in a paper diadem, over a Horn of cbeap wine, 
and a handful of chesnuts, and a bowl of wood- violets, 

I hod a passion of scorn for such shame : and yet the weigbt 
of it was heavy on my child's heart, for I had a vague, shapeless, 
anreasoned*on sense of foreboding that, as my father had judged, 
BO would the world judge likewise. 

Mariuccia comforted me in her tender, homely fashion, and 
washed clean the peacock's plumes, and set them up over the 
stove with a palm- sheaf blessed for good Inck in Holy Week* 

But at evening-time she told me sadly that my father had 
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forbidden her to allow me ever again to virit any of tlic 
students. 

The loss of that cheery, good-natored^ chivalrous^ riotous 
companionship of theirs cost me many and many an hour of re* 
hellious tearS; and from that moment I ceased to be loyal to my 
father. 

I would look at the peacock sceptre again and again, and 
think to myself— 

" If you had been of gold and ivory, he would have praised 
you." 

And I loved my feather-thyrsus all the more tenderly for 
other's neglect of it; and for my father a settled scorn fired 
itself in me, and killed love. 



CHAPTER VI. 

ILLTBR DOLOROSA. 

So things went on, until I reached my fifteenth year. I was 
tall, but I was still,— for I had the open-air life which develops 
the limb and strengthens the body,— I was still in my ways and 
my tastes quite a child. 

BafiaeUno grew apace, too, and his people talked of his enter- 
ing the priesti^ood ; they did not know what to do with him ; he 
hs^ no taste for any^ hand trade; he was for ever haunting the 
churches ; and to his mother, who was a religious soul, there 
seemed no life more beautiful or blessed than life amidst the 
silent marble cloisters, and the perpetual calm of Certosa or 
Camaldoli. 

One of my brothers long before had died of fever in one of 
the hot, nauseous, pestilential summers of the uncleanly town ; 
another had gone of his own will off with a Genoese sea-captain, 
whom he had met by chance, and who had dazzled him with 
stories of the sea, and he had been drowned on his first voyage; 
a third had kissed us, and dung roimd Mariuccia's neck, and con- 
fessed, shamefacedly that his heart was breaking with monotony 
and inaction, and so had also gone his way to see the outer world 
with some other yoimg students, as poor and hopeful as himself, 
who talked of immortality and starved upon a dream ; and of 
him, also, we had heard that autumn that a knife thrust in a 
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studcnb* ri^uffle had ended liia short life just as it had opened 
into manhood. 

She and I irerc left alone ia the old home* 

"We closed the great rooms ^ and lived throngh a dreary Trinter 
in one little chamber abntting on her kitchen, and lookjDg down 
into the stono court where the fountain that year was frozen, 
and the cold killed even the hardy bitber-orange-trec^. 

"Wo had not heard of my father since the previous Easter-term, 

Twice or thrice, Mariuccia had gone to the little dark den on 
the piazza, irhere the lettcr-^Titcr of the poor people sat, ready 
to indite an amorous clFusion or a summons for rentt a proposal 
of marriage or a hutch er^s hill^ according to liis clients' req^ntre- 
ments \ and thcnco sho sent a letter each time to Florio or to her 
master, 

I suppose she did not core for me to know of it, since she did not 
avail herself of my aid to pen them. Twice or thrice, in anawer, 
Florio sent a little inoncy, ns from my father ; but I have had 
many doubts since that Plorio had contrived to gain it by some 
one of his innumerable talents, and robbed him sell for out sake?. 
!From my father, directly, we received no word. 

The winter was terribly dull. 

Mariuccia iivas getting Tery old, and wept sadly and often for 
the logs of her hoya. 

They had been as the very apple of hw eye ; she had toiled for 
them from the very days of their births ; she had spent many a 
sleepless night and weary day hcside their sick beds in their 
wayward infancy; she had gone without her morsol of meat 
many a time to feed better with it the young lion cubs she 
loved ; — and now, one was dead, and the other two had thrown 
their arms about her neck, and laughed and talked of the future^ 
and gone gaUy away, thinking only of the worlds they had never 
seen, and of the dreams they were sure would come true. 

That was all her reward : it was hard. 

I saw those firm-shut lips of hers quiver often E^ she sat a ad 
spun by the dull lamplight; and I heard her many a night mur- 
mur on her knees to the Mater Boloroaa, "Do not forget them, 
thou Blessed One, They will forget thee — children will — but 
mothers are not angered for that/* 

""What has made you stay with us, Mariuccia?" I asked her 
once, smitten suddenly with some remorseful eonsciousnesB of 
the enormous debt wu owed to her* * * Why haye you stayed with 
us ? It has been a hard life always ; and >re haye been only a 
trouble to you and no reward ? *' 



i 
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She looked at mo with a steady look that had a oertabi 
^thetic sadness in it. 

" One must love something," she said, simply. I pondered 
darkly on the saying. 



CHAPTER VIL 

A TWILIGHT TALE. 

The winter was yery dnll. My father's forbiddance had 
taken from mo many of my old pleasures ; and the failure of 
fimds had arrested aU continuance of my education. There was 
only Ambrogib Kufi to whom I still went, and in whose attic I 
was solaced by the strains of Cherubini and the melodies of 
Gluck. 

It was bitterly cold there. 

The snow was thick on the roof, and the wind from the 
mountains poured through and through the unprotected place. 
The old man could afford no such luxury as a stove ; and the 
bare brick floor was like ice to the feet I used to shiver as I 
sang. 

And yet when I think of the sweet sigh of the violin me- 
lodies through the white winter silence ; of Eaffaelino's eager, 
dreamy eyes, misty with the student's unutterable sadness and 
delight ; of old Ambrogib, with his semicircle of children round 
him, lifting their fresh voices at his word; of the little robin 
that came every day upon the waterpipe, and listened, and 
thrilled in harmony, and ate joyfully the crumbs which the old 
maestro daily spared to it from his scanty meal — when I think 
of those hours, it seems to me that they must have been happi- 
ness too. 

"Could we but know when we are happy!" sighs some 
poet. As well might he write, " Could we but set the dewdrop 
with our diamonds I could we but stay the rainbow in our 
skies I" 

During this sad time of privation, I saw a little way into the 
dosed past of my old music-master. 

Verona perceived nothing in him but a meagre old man, who 
took his toilsome way noon and night to the theatre; who 
chaffered in the market for a pinch of charcoal and a bit of 
goat's-mUk cheese; who wore his clothes so long that they 
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fairly dropped aaiinder ; and who made tlieir boys and girls try 
bitterly at many b. sharp word aad blow of bia fiddle-bow wbea 
they sutig not to bis liking* 

But I bad always felt or faneied — fancy is so much feeling 
witb every obi Id — that tbere was fiome tiling sadder, wiser, 
nobler in AmbrogLE) than the townsfolk credited. 

Perhaps he liked me better than he did the others, or he liked 
my Toice better \ all human creatures were only counted as so 
many voices by him j at any rate he now and then let fall, in 
my bearing only, brief sentences irhich seemed to me bom of a 
mind higher than most of those with which I camo in daily 
contact. 

Mariuccia would not listen to any idea of the kind. She was 
a little jealons of my regard for him. 

'* Those music-mad people/' she would say, "are just like 
that big sea-shell the dear lads brought me from Genoa, The 
sea- shell sings all day long if you put it to your ear. Why does 
it sing ? Just because it is empty* Just because the heart that 
used to beat in it is dead and gone. It is just so with them* 
They are all melody becatise everything else horn in them is 
withered up — ohe-eo I " 

One night, as it grew dark, I ventured, contrary to usage, to 
go and £ce my old maestro, 

I was dissatisfied with niy tiresome fate ; I was ill at ease and 
impatient ; I wanted I knew not very well what, 

I climbed up his dark staircase, and found him in his chamber. 

It was a night when there was no performance at the theatre 
of which he was one of the orchestra. He eat alone in the 
cheerlesSj fircless attic scanning some old scores by the Hght of a 
miserable little oil lamp. 

He looked up as I entered ; I think that ho was always glad 
to see me, though he said nothing in welcome at any time, 

" It is late for you to be out," was all his greeting. 

I told him the Ave Maria bad only just then rung ; and asked 
him to explain again some obscure instruction in counterpoint 
which bad been hard for me at his last losson.* 

He went through and through the passage lucidly with me ; 
he was always willing to smooth difficulties to a patient stndentj 
^nd in music I bad patience, though in nothing else. 

When the point was so clear to me that I had no longer 
excuse to linger over it, I BtiU loitered by him, sitting there at 
the old bare table, leaning my elbows on it, and my face on my 
liimds, and gazing at the red; dull wick of the ill-fed lamp. 
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** Talk to me a litdei maestro ! '' I said, suddenly. 

Ambrogi6 took off his spectacles slowly, and gazed at me in 
stupefaction. 

''Talk!" he echoed: it neyer happened to him to be asked 
for words ; such tilings as he had it in him to say ho said 
through the strings of his violin. 

''Yes I Talk," I repeated, with the insistance of a spoilt 
child, — ^for poor Mariuccia had spoiled me sadly, despite all her 
warnings. "You must hare seen the world sometime. Tell 
me a little about it." 

''The world!" 

lie said the words with a startled, heavy breath. He looked 
like one who hears the long-unuttered name of some dead 
thing. 

" Yes. The world," I said again. " What is it like ? " 

" Go in a convent, and never know," he answered, with a 
bitter brevity. 

"Is it so bad, then?" 

Ho looked at me across the deal table in the dull yellow lamp- 
light; a dreary, grey shrunken figure, very old, very poor, very 
hopeless, with his great hollow eyes burning bright with the 
fires of awakening memories. 

" Bad ? Good ? Pshaw I Those are phrases. No one uses 
them but fools. You have seen the monkeys* cage in the beast- 
garden here. That is the world. It is not strength, or merit, 
or talent, or reason that is of any use there ; it is just which 
monkey has the skill to squeeze to the front and jabber through 
the bars, and make his teeth meet in his neighbours' tails till 
they shriek and leave him free passage — it is that monkey which 
gets all the cakes and the nuts of the folk on a feast-day. The 
monkey is not bad ; it is only a little quicker and more cunning 
than the rest; that is all." 

I sat silent; it seemed to me but a dreary prospect, this 
monkeys' cage which I should be doomed to enter when once I 
should be across the mountains. 

" Tell me a little more," I urged to him. "You must have 
seen so much when you were young." 

"No," he answered me. "I never saw very much. The 
man who is poor can only look out of a garret window. He sees 
the skies, and the sun, and the moon, and the changes of the 
clouds, better than anyone else ; but it is all he does see." 

"But he can walk abroad f " 

"Can hef Shoe leather costs money; and though bare feet 
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iniglit safely tread the sanda of deserts in the day a of Baints^ 
they go hfxi ill "upon the flints of the king^a highways — now," 

This I felt was true ; indeed I knew it hy many a painful 
DTiOment when my Httle worn-out shoea had clicked- clacked 
sorrowfully over the scorching etonea of Yerona in midsummer, 

I grew cold with a sort of sickly fear of this new world into 
which a second earlier I had been all eargerneea to plimge- 

'*But you must have eeen eo much to what I hare Been," I 
^rgcd, after a pause, agaia with a child's persistency, ** Do tell 
mo something — some story I mean — of your old life ? " 

Hia eyes were full of pain beneath hie shaggy brows as Ihcy 
met mine serosa the dim light. 

" Child, you should never open dead men's graves," ho said, 
drearily, with a sort of ehudden '' I tell you I was always 
poor. It is a kind of blindness^^ — poverty, We can only grope 
through life when we are poor^ hitting and maiming our&olves 
ttgainet every angle," 

*' But you had genius? " 

He shrugged his shouldeTs in a pathetic, hoxveloea gesture of 
reajgnation that went to my heart through all my thoughtlesa 
aelflshnesE. 

"I have beon most unhappy," he answeredj simply, "Yes; 
you are right." 

I felt that I knew his meaning, vaguely though hia words 
thadowed it 

"And how then," I said under my breath, ** how then— not 
great?" 

He smiled a Httle, very wearily- 

"How? Well, I loved Art, and not the world, and, in my 
way I was honeBt. Time wae, when I was young, that I dreamed 
a little of being, as you caU it, great* At twenty*five, 1 was^- 
yes, even. I — was happy. 

*' I was poor indeed; in winter I had to keep my bed lest I 
should die of cold, and in summer I waa glad to diapute the 
iicoms with the swine. Bat I was happy. I had my Art, and 
I had a friend closer than a brother. 

'*He was a German, Karl Eolhwald ; together we Btuf^ied 
music at Milano. He had no strong talent, only a graceful 
taste, I— well, I had genius, God help me, and of the moat 
arduous atady I waa neyer tired. 

" At twenty^five I trusted myself to commence my £rot great 
work — an opera upon the theme of AJkestis, I was two yeari 
engaged upon it. They were the two happy yeara of my ILfo. 
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<* Bothwald and I dwelt in the Bame ohamben together; w# 
walked abroad in the daybreak and the eyening timesi and we 
lat np late into the nights, I all the while dreaming of Alkestis, 
^d giving shape to tiie creations that haunted me, and calliDg 
on his sympathy and joy each time when my oomposition was 
good on my own ear and satisfied my own desire. He never 
was fatigued, nor ever failed to rejoice with me. 

<' Often and often as we went through the millet-fields at sunrise, 
or sat in our garret through the long moonless nights, and the 
power of song that was in me broke forth and arose triumphant, 
and filled mo with its own exultant strength, he— my friend — 
would laugh and weep in his boyish fashion and fling his arms 
about my shoulders and cry out how beautiful and strong my 
music was, and prophesy I should rank with Bach and Gluck 
and Palesbina. 

" Those two years I was quite happy, — quite, — though I was 
but a starving scholar, and had often to go without bread to be 
able to buy paper for my scores. 

" All the world was full of hope and of beauty to me ; every- 
where I hesurd delicious melodies in leaves, and waters, and 
bells, and winds, and all the things that moved, and my friend 
was with me, — close as a brother,----dear almost as a mistress. I 
wanted nothing more, and was sure of fame. 

" My opera was barely finished when Rothwald was sum- 
moned from my side ; some illness in ])is northern home, he 
said. 

" I begged him to return swiftly ; I pledged !ay word io him 
not to submit my opera to the direction of La Scala until he 
should return. ' My triumph would be robbed of half its joy if 
thou wert not with me to rejoice in it ; ' so I spoke to him as 
we bade each other our farewell. It was then autumn. 

" The delay was sad for me, for I had hoped to have seen the 
Alkestis produced that winter ; but I never thought of putting 
it forward in his absence. I loved him only second to my 
work; and I had pledged him my word that he should be 
present whenever it should be given to the public. 

" The first months of winter are bitter in Milano ; they were 
very cheerless and desolate to me ; but I had many tender letters 
from him to keep warm my heart, and I occupied myself fondly 
in touching and refining the creation on which all my fixture 
bung. 

'* No one had ever heard a chord of it, except himself, but I 
had not much fear that it would not be accepted At the great 
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Bcala, ttey Knew me ; and the conductor of orcliestra, wlio was 
powerM with the direotion, had a hking for lue^ becauso of my 
fitxeciitioa upon tho violia. 

"Kothwald had been gone four months j there were Hnow and 
ice in Milan ; one day I sat shiver ing in my garret, yet with 
my heart warm etill, because ao much hope abode iu it. Tbe 
chief of orchestra paid me a visit ; ho was^ as I say, good to 
me ; I could not have maintained my Hid at all without the 
place he gave me amongst his musiciaxis. 

** He spoke to me of myself this day. * Ambrogio/ he said, 
' it eeems to me that you hare too mtich genius to sit behind my 
baton all your life. I hear that you have attempted original 
eompositioD. Is it true? Thou let me see your Bcore. It 
flhoiild he Bomething great. You are a master of counterpoint.* 
Ho urgued with me so kindly and so long, that in the end hd 
prevailed, and I drew out my Alkestis, and hade him judge 
of it. 

"'AlkestisP AlkestisP' he murmured^ as he heard tho 
name* 'Is that your theme ? It is unfortunate^ There is a 
now opera this very week produced iu Yienna on that same old 
Btoiy.* 

'* I was pained to hear that I had been forestalled ; I asked 
him hj whom it was composed, 

'"i^'ay, that I forget, and am not sure if I have heard/ he 
answered me, 'But, any way j you had best go thither and 
judge of it for yourEelf, If it be poor and fail, you can etill pro- 
duce yours ; but if a triumph, as I am told, we must needs fit 
your music to some other narrative. Ah ! I know how you love 
your first thought — ^youi" first poem, — but fittU \\'o might manage 
to alter the libretto without much injury, Well, go you ta 
Yienna — nay, nay, do not bo so proud, Tabj my gold for the 
journey, and we will leave the matter as a debt to be paid m© 
when La Scala first brings out your opera- Ifay, do not argue. 
Go, You must, of neceseityj judge your rival for your self/ 

" So I took his gold and wont through tho bleak whito^inter 
over the mountains at peril of my life, 

" It was night when I ixjaehed Yienna. 

*' The gay city was all ablate with light. I had travelled far 
and fast ; I was e:s;hausted. ITeverthelesa, before I changed my 
clothes, or broke my fast, I made my way to the opera-house. 
There they played Alkest is. 

'*! paid mj entrance-money, and went into the heat and 
glare and stood and listened. The house was shaking with 
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thunders of applaoie. When the clamour ceased, the music rose 
again — it was my own. 

** Phrase after phrase, chorus on chorus, solo and septuor, and 
recitative, I heard them all like one made stupid hy a hlow. 
They were all mine. 

**The curtain fell; the rapture of the people cried aloud, 
'Rothwald!' 'Rothwald!' 'Eothwald!' 

*' Then I understood : 

" I fell like a stone ; so they say ; they took me up as dead. 

" He had stolen it all— all — all : stored up in his notes and 
his copied score. 

** It made him a great name. You may hear of him now in 
the world. He has done nothing great since ; the world won* 
ders ; hut it is possihle to stretch one triumph over a lifetime so 
that it covers every after-failure. To make a name is hard ; but 
once made, to live on it is easy. 

"As for me— I say — I was dead. My heart, my brain, my 
genius were all killed. It is only my body that has dragged on 
life ever since. 

'• I never denounced him — no. For I had loved him. And 
if I had denounced him, where had been my proof? None 
would have been found to believe." 

As the last words died on his lips, his head sunk on his chest ; 
a film overspread the weariness of his hollow eyes ; the silence 
of the innumerable years that he had passed, mute and alone, 
amidst his kind, stole afresh over him. 

In vain I knelt before him ; in vain I caressed his withered 
hands ; in vain I spoke to him, begging his forgiveness for my 
thoughtless cruelty which had thus torn open rudely this deadly 
wound so long concealed from every human glance. 

In vain : he answered nothing ; he heard nothing; his duUcd 
eyes only gazed at the gleam of the lamp ; his hunds only moved 
vaguely as though straying over the chords of some half-remem- 
bered music; his lips only muttered tiow and then under theii^ 
breath: 

"He betrayed me; yes; he stole all, — all, — all. But could 
I denounce him ? He had been my friend." 

And this he said again, and again, and again, many times ; 
not knowing rightly what he said; and mumuring between 
whiles softly to himself sweet broken snatches of sad melodies-— 
the melodies, doubtless, of his lost Alkestis. 

I stole away, awed and afraid, for I was but a child, and went 
out into the flood of moonlight, into the bath of c Did and 
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luminoufi air, and there in the Btreets I Bat down and wept 
bitterly for a woe not my own — for a life that was ended. 

On the morrow he did not seem to remember the confession he 
had poured ont to me^ nor erer ngain did any alluaion to it pass 
his lips or mine. But he had become sacred to me j every time 
that I stood before him I could haye kiAsed his hands for ycry 
loTe, and reverence, and pity. 

From that hour I byed and honoured, and nerer dared be 
wayward with him. 

Ho was only an old withered man^ very beat and brolcen and 
poor, ill clad, and taking snu^ with trembling hands in tbtf 
bitter cold of hie fii^elees atticj but to me from that nigli 
onward he was a hero and a martyr, and whilst he lived I nevti 
told to auyone what he had told to me, not evan to Eoffaelino. 

"When a man's eyes meet yours, and his faith trusts you and 
his heart upon a vague impulse is laid bare to you, it always haa 
scorned to me the basest treachery the world can hold to pass the 
gold of confidence which he pouri out to you from hand to hand 
as common coin for common cixculatiou. 

It waa Maiiuccia who had reared me in Hiat manner of 
fhiDkiug, 

" Child/' she used to say, " if they gave a diamond in trust 
io your safe keeping, would you run with it to the goldsmiths' 
ahopB in the public streets ? Well, is not human faith of more 
eanetity than diamonds ? " 

She thought so ; being an old stanch republican of Florence, 
and a woman very poor always, who knew little of the world or 
of its ways. 



CHAPTEK Vm. 

THE UTXLjC EEB box* 

At this time the winter set in with an almost unexampled 
aeverity* 

All over Italy it was ccbl ; so they said j and poor Yerona 
lying in her open pldn recciyiug full upon her defencelessness 
^e strokes of the alpine storm winds, seemed to crouch and 
perish under the driving of the hurricanes ; her huge old houies 
wei^ riven through and through with cold, and her high leaning 
walls, whose shadow was so precious iit "Qie summer uoouS| 
■eemed now like barriers of ice. 
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That winter was a very terrible one to Marisocia and to me. 

Poor we had always been^ but that winter we had absolutely 
nothing. Of my father we had not heard fi>r nearly twdve 
months, and the last of riorio's letters was already half a 
year old. 

Mariucci^ earned a little, a very little, by spinning and by 
selling the work, but this was all. We lived on the very barest 
food^t eould keep life in any human creatures. 

Of clothing there was no absolute need, for my poor mother's 
wardrobe had been iiostlyand almost indestructible. But even 
in this we had come te^ the v^ry last, and I was foroed either to 
wear rustling silks and lustrpus vdvets, which made me look 
like a figure out of a masked baU>or elsego without covcriogin 
the bitter alpine blasts. , ; s. i ^ - . 

Hi^pily it did not matter sotmvch inlkily aS'k would have 
mattered any where eke; yet I usedtto fed .^urdlywd enielly 
out of keeping with 'my fatea^S wove lae&.tQ g^lra^en^yworth 
of bread to stand between mo4md starvation, whilsttriiithe time 
my brocaded skirts swept the" brick^floor^' and. ^iS'lMidte sown 
with gold thread and seed peaiis; Imprisoned my aching 'and 
hungry heart. 

I was fifteen J and dd enoughto know that it was very terrible 
to be without friends or money in the world ; and very bitter to 
sit endlessly crossing and kuotting the threads of my lace all the 
while wholly powerless to untwist one of the threads of fate. - 

If I could only escape from Verona, I used to think — it 
seemed to me it would all bo quite simple then, once beyond the 
gates;— just once. 

The Christmas week came, and kept the bells of all the 
churches ringing all day and night. 

The dark, black-faced Befana had her feast-day, and tho 
people rejoiced and ate and drank and sang at tho midnight mass, 
and exchanged compliments and confetti, good will and generous 
wines. 

And all this time Hariuccia and I had not so much as a log 
of wood for the hearth, or a slice of meat for the soup pot j we 
were eold, poor, alone. 

"We went to mass all the same ; and no one looking at her in 
her ruddy serge kirtle and her great Tuscan hat, and at me in 
my satin skirts and my velvet hood, would ever have dreamed 
we were in want of anything. For Mariuccia in lier way was 
very proud \ and so was I in mine. Neverthdess, so utterly did 
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iTB want th^t we besought tho Hadonna humbly ta Bcnd 09 a 
crust of bread, 

Eut no do Qbt tho Madonna hoara thiB eiy of "broad, brcad^ 
^nly a little bread,/' bo very often tliat sbe baa got deaf to it, 

lio tbat bow it may ebe sent us nothing ; and in a little while 
it came to pass that for ono whole day i^^e did not even break 
our fast, and must have gone ^tipperleas to our chill beds, had 
not the padrona, from whom we could never quite eonceal our 
dire needs, toiled up the staii^ in the dark with a smoh ing pan 
of maecaroui lentil ilavoured, and besought us to partake ox it 
for the love of God» 

Mariuccia accepted it with tears in her fearless old eyes, which 
for more than eighty years had never failed to open at dawn to 
the day's labour. Mariuccia would take a gift as fi^aukly as she 
would give one ; yet to eat the meal of charity was very bitter 
to her \ Bhe had done her best so long to live without dms ; it 
seemed to herj I thiuk, hard not to have died a little earlier, so 
as to have escaped this degradation » 

That night she prayed very long to her Mother of Many 
Sorrows; I sobbed myself to sleep shivering and without a 
prayer. 

In the morning, when we rose, there was not a thing in the 
Jiouse for our hunger ; not a drop of milk for our thirst- Mari- 
uccia set out the cups and plates by sheer habitj but they 
remained empty j there was not so much as a dust of eharcoal 
with which to heat any water- 
It was a Tery cold day, but very bright. The sun wai 
Hhining. The bells wore ringing. Already in the streets below 
there was a crowd of quickly moving feet and of laughing voices. 
The Carnival bad come. It was the first day of the oorso 
di gala, 

Mariuccia and I looked at one another with the dry eyes of an 
absolute despair* 

After a little space she went to a drawer in an old walnut- 
wood press J and took out a little red box. She brought it to me 
where I sat with the piUow of my work lying idle in my lap* 
She took out of it a few trinkets ; corals and mosaics. 

"These were your mother's," she said tenderly. ^' She had i< 
great mass of jewels when I went to her first* After her deatk 
your father took them away, and sold them all no doubt. I have 
never seen them again. Ho kept these few Uttle things ; they 
ere not of much value, though they are good of their kind. I 
have kept them for you* I could not think it right to sell them, 

■ 3 
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But now it id a question whether they go or you starve. You 
are old enough to choose ; — eay." 

I held them in my hand whilst she spoke ; there were ear- 
rings and lockets and a bracelet, all — in mosaic. 

My poor young mother I I had never felt such pity for her, 
such nearness to her as I felt then. 

My eyes grew wet with a rush of tears. I threw my arms 
about Mariuccia's throat. 

*' Keep them to-day," I munnured. " Dear, dear Mariuccia ! 
— just to-day. I hare thought of something. I am going to 
Ambrogib." 

I had flung my velvet hood over my head, and was out of the 
chamber and down the stairs into the street before she had time 
to question me ; moreover she had no fear ; I went every other 
day to Ambrogib. 

The sun was shining radiantly upon the frosty pavements as I 
went out upon them. It was the fourteenth day of the new 
year and the first of the carnival. 

In the teeth of the cold people were all astir; hugging close 
their charcoal braziers, and vrrapping their faces to the eyes in 
their cloaks j and although it was scarcelv noon, in many a dark 
doorway there flashed some gay mummer s disguise. 

The chimes of all the churches were ringing madly ; there 
were bursts of music here and there ; a set of the Tedeschi flashed 
by me, driving in the Tirol fashion ; muffled with scarlet rngs 
and brown sables, their horses in belled harness stretched like 
greyhounds ; from a balcony above, there fell on them as they 
galloped by a shower of house-reared violets and roses, a woman 
laughed gaily as she cast the flowers ; their Tirolean postilions 
roused the echoes of the old gateways with a tarantarratara 
upon their tasselled bugles — how pretty and bright it all was I 

It was the first gala of Carnival, and although the procession 
had scarcely commenced all the city was out in holiday attire, 
and in holiday humour. 

There was a wonderful glow everywhere of many various 
colours. 

In the great multitudes that thronged every square and street 
and passage-way, and shelved upward like banks of flowers 
against the huge stones of the palaces and prisons, there were 
beautiful half tones of crimsons and greys and ambers, with here 
and there a broad flash of white from a woman's coif, or a glisten 
of golden spangles from a mummer's gear. 

Here and th^re abont in the throngs ran gtenterello qr Arleqf 
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eljiijo, or some other of their qiiamtj gay, bespangled and 
beribboned brothevhood. 

1^0 w and ag;a^a tbc raoks of ibe people parted with ebouta to 
let tb rough Bume group of masks la all tho colours of tbe rain^ 
bo\r| or eome conjuror dl aglow in scarlet, Btriking &t them with 
his magic rod. 

Through the swarming masses there began to sweep the 
gorgeous equipages of the patriciate, ushered forth ia all the old* 
world pomp of Canuval; with the child -nobles clad iu the 
costumes of their ancestors, powdered and jewelled with their 
rapiers at tbeir sido. 

The draped balconies and the deep embrasures of the casemjenta 
wore fiUcd with brigbt-eyed chilJron, daik-browed women, and 
old men witb grey and noble heads, liko a paintci^fi studies for 
Prospero or Beilincion Berti. 

Sometimes there was a burst of music, sometimes s^me glit- 
tering troop of cavalry danged and clattered through the press, 
sometimes there rose the blare of trumpets, the tinkling of man- 
dolines, the cries of tbo vendors of confetti, the shouts of little 
lads baitiug the pantomime j and above it all, the laughter of 
the populace was always murmuring like an unresting sea. 

I ran eagerly through the twisting passages to Ambrogii's. 
I had an idea that be might get me some employment iu the 
chorus of the opera house. I found his attic empty ; the people 
of the place told me he was gone to a rehearsal at the theatre of 
Don Pacheco* 

I ran then not less quickly to the coppersmith's under the 
Spiked JIace ; I thought I would ask Raffaelo's mother to take a 
little coffee and bread for pity's sake to her poor old gossip and 
friend- But there was not a living creature in the workshop \ 
even the blind woman had gone forth with her children to hear 
the echoes of the festivities she could not see. 

I thought of poor Cccco, who would I know share his last 
soldi with me, but he and all his heedless tribe would be I knew 
as surely out in the town, bugily helping or hindering the pre- 
parations of the mumming and the harlequinade, and all the gay 
atrect shows with which the Carmival would be welcomed in its 
royal pomp- 

Broken- hearted and hungry, and with my cheeks wet with 
tears, I wandered carelessly about the streets, unwilling to 
return: the time stole on, the people began to pour out in 
throngs tliot grew merrier and larger with every moment; even 
tie very cripples and bcg^gars looked glad and triumphant^ and 
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had garlanded their orutobes or adorned their rags with wreathi 
of leaves or knots of ribbons. 

I only was all alone and most unhappy. 

All at once a flute-like voice called out to me : 

^'Ohy dear donzella, come up here, come up here. I havo 
looked for you everywhere. My mother is gone with my big 
brothers, and I have been to the house to look for you, and you 
had been out quite an hour and more, so the padrona said. Como 
up here ; it is such a good place. One sees everything, and the 
crowd is getting large." 

It was little Baffaelino who called to me, standing on the top- 
most edge of a flight of marble steps in one of the arched door- 
ways of an old palace. 

I joined him where he stood ; and so it came to pass, that day, 
that I sang to the people in the great Piazza in my violet hood 
and my amber skirts, and that I heard the band of the maskers 
and scaramouches running down the street, with their coloured 
bladders, crying, in eager chase : 

'' PdscarWo !— Pascaril ! " 
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CHAPTER L 

XHE Girxa or gala, 

"What ia FascarSU" I asked of Eaffaelino as they passej 
ft way, and I gathered my Mleu trcasares and rose to go home* 
ward to poor ilariuecia. 

The little lad did not know j lie eald that he would ask bii 
brothers. He thought that it must be the name of some new- 
fashioned game of the CarnivaL 

At the entrance of my dwelling, 'Ino poured all his own spoUa 
into my arms, and before I conld re fuse them or arrest hini, he 
had fled off down the street again as fast as his fleet, brown, bar© 
limbs eould cany him. 

He Tvanted to avoid being pressed to take a sliaro j aadj more- 
over, altogether to lose seeing the gala lyonld have been a trial 
too bitter for his pleasui'e-loving Italian temper to endure to con- 
template. He loved mc, and had sacniieed himself to serve me ; 
but now that ho eould no longer beneiit me, the gala resumed 
fllL its supremacy. 

The tears v^ero still wot upon my cheeks, but my heart 
bounded joyously against the grim, graven stone of the Fates as 
I crossed the courtyard and flew up the staircase. 

The house was quite empty; everyone was gone to »co the 
Gorso ; there wax no sound but the drip, drip, diip of thg water 
in the stone fountain, and the wailing of little Zoto and Tito, 
the padrona^B youngest children, ivho being too email to go out 
liy diemselves without being trampled on, and too tronblesomi 
for their mother to spoil her festa by looking after them, had 
been locked in, in the lower part of the house, and left to console 
themselves as they could witii a few obesnuts and some curls of 
wood shavings for plaything 
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I ran like a greyhound up the stairs and across the bars 
chambers to the Uttio inner den where Mariucoia always sat and 
span under the high turret window that was stained in many 
colours with the life and miracles of S. Bruno. 

I was coTcred with yiolets and confetti; they had lodged 
eyer3rwhere, in my hood and my curls, in my skirts, in my 
gathered-up dress which held, like a great yellow pannier, the 
heaps of rosettes and bouquets, and crisp bank* notes, and florins, 
gold and silver, and sweetmeat-papers, and knots of carna- 
tions. 

My old nurse glanced up, startled, as I appeared before her 
like the very genius of the Carnival incarnated and filled with 
gifts, for, as I threw open the door, a flood of high noonday sun- 
Hght streamed in with me, and danced upon the yellow daffodils 
and the rosy knots of the other flowers, and the bright bands of 
the ribbons that streamed away from me in all directions. 

Breathless and wordless, I poured my gleaniDgs into her lap 
before she had fully seen that I stood before her. 

" Here is enough for weeks and weeks and weeks !" I cried to 
her. '' You need never be cold any more, and the stew-pots 
shall always be full. Just a few minutes in the square, and it 
is done ! "We shall never want to sell the mosaics ! *' 

Mariucoia looked, stupefled, down upon the confused heap of 
gold and of silver, of bank-notes and of cakes, of fruits and of 
sugared dainties. I dropped down on my knees before her and 
laughed in her face with delight ; a delight to which tears lay 
dose. 

"Are you so astonished, Mariucoia? You never thought the 
people would care so much? It was 'Ino's thought, not mine. 
He would not take a thing for himself, not so much as a candied 
chesnut. But are you not glad, Mariucoia ? Only think how- 
we can live now ! Just a song or two in the streets and we are 
rich!" 

Mariuccia's strong old frame shook with a sudden emotion 
that vaguely awed me: a glance that was stem and yet piteous 
flashed on me from her dark eyes; a quick sad-stricken cry 
escaped her : — 

"In the streets r* she echoed; "in the streets? for money? 
And for me P child, carina I "What shame I — — " 

^' Shame?" 

I rose to my feet chilled, silenced, mortified. I had used the 
0^6 little gift witl^ which {Mature had dowered me, and the 
people had oply given me T\rhi^t thoy woujd in return for the 
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Bong ihat I gave them. Where was the harm f It was simple 
and fair, and honest; how could it, then, bring any shame P 

So I pondered, being bat a child. 

Meanwhile Marinccia coTered her face with the hem of her 
garment, and, rocking herself to and fro, wept bitterly. 

*'In the streets? for money?" she murmured again and 
again. ''Oh, carina! the shame of it, the shame!" 

I said nothing ; I felt the tears swell to my eyes, but I would 
not let them falL 

I took up my poor treasures from the floor, on to which they 
had fallen in a disordered heap, and carried them to the head of 
the stairs and sorted them. 

The notes and money I put away in the little old oak colFer 
that always held our riches when we earned any : then I leaned 
over the deep well of the staircase and called the names of Zoto 
and Tito. 

The poor little lonely babies came tumbling and tottering to 
me at the summons from their old playground in the snow-filled 
court; I filled their little dirty eager hands with all the ribbons 
and roses, and sweetmeats, and pretty painted toys, which no 
longer had any beauty in my sight, or flavour to my mouth. 

** Take them — all, all, all ! " I cried to the astonished children 
who stood before me open-eyed at my sudden wealth and their 
good fortunes ; they wanted no second permission to seize on all 
they saw; in another moment I had nothing left, and they» 
rapturous and shouting loudly in over glee, toddled down again 
in the court below, keeping high carnival amidst the snow. 

As for me, I sat cold and still and sorrowful exceedingly 
beside the broken Donatello. Against my heart I still held the 
Fates, 

I was wrong when I was proud, so they said ; and now, when 
1 had conquered pride for honesty's sake, I was wrong too;— 
the perplexity was a knot I could not unravel. 

Mariuccia, the dear tender soul, soon found me sitting there, 
and came to me, and laid her hand upon my shoulder and kissed 
me between the eyes. 

** 'Nella mia, I was wrong to be so quick with you," she saidj 
whilst her voice still shook. *' You did for the best, dear, and 
it was good of you to think of me at all. But, all the same, it 
must not be; you must never go out in the streets again — ^never, 
never." 

I sat silent upon the marble stairs ; I was pained, angered, 
^orti^ed; perple^e4« Bhe spok^ to me I tbougbt, as if I had 
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robbed in the streets instead of simply using the gifts with which 
Mature had dowered me, and taking nothing but what l^o goodf 
wHl of the people had joyously cast to me. 

Mariuccia kept her hand on my shoulders where she stood 
before me, trying to see down into my dropped reiled 
eyes. 

'* Promise mc you will never do such a thing again, 'Nella ! " 
she said, anxioufily ; **I lore you for it, carina j dearly, dearly. 
But it is so shameful ! '* 

I shook her hands off me, and rose. I felt my face bum with 
anger ; anger that was not perhaps so very unjust after all, for I 
had tried honestly to do right. 

*' Shameful I" I echoed. **I see nothing shameful in it. 
You speak to me as though I were a thief. I think it is much 
more shameful to sit still and see you starve of cold and hunger, 
and live mvself on the padrona's charities. Sell the mosaics, if 
you like, if you think tiiat better. But they will not last long, 
and what shall we do then? Altro! I am not a baby now. 
I know we have no money at all, and that you cannot tell where 
to write to my father. Are we to die of famine like caged rats, 
then, because you will not let the people pay me of their own good- 
will for pleasing them? I am fifteen now, Mariuccia; and 
something or other I will do with my life ; I will not mopo and 
moulder for ever in this old prison-house. I will go away, as 
my brothers have gone." 

My heart smote me as soon as the words had passed my 
lips. I saw her sturdy old frame shrink as if I had strack her 
a blow. 

No doubt it was hard— harder than in my thoughtless youth I 
realized — to have given so many years, so much patience, such 
long unchanging care to the rearing of us motherless things, 
only to have us all as we reached our strength and stature 
impatient to escape her hold and pass from out her sight. 

She was silent ; and so was I ; down in the coiui;-yard the 
children played with their spoils in riotous glee ; a sound of 
trumpets and of laughter came, deadened, through the closed 
casements ftx>m the distant streets. 

*'Do you hear them?" I cried to her at last in impotent 
impetuous pain, "Everywhere there are mirth and riches, and 
ease and pleasure; why am I not to have my share? lam 
handsome, so you all say; I have a voice; I am not a fool; I 
could do something in the world, I think. Anyway, can one do 
worse than die of cold and of want of food h^e ? Let me go, as 
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my brothers have gone* Whatever the worst may be, it oaimot 
be worse than this." 

!Mariucci^ grew very pale, with that strange terrible pallor of 
age when the emotions come and go so elowly and with so much 
pain, 

Bhc looked down into my eyca which now met hers, epoaking, 
no doubt, the longing that possessed me with more elotiuene© 
than my words could Iiold* 

Her strong withered hands shook where they still rested, on 
my shonlders* 

" Wait a little," she said, at length, '* wait, and let me think. 
The boys, at the worsts can only dic^ but yon " 

She left the phrase unended and went from me, and passed 
away into the gloom of the passages. 

Where I sat, under the broke a Donatello^ a shlvor, that did 
not come fi-em the ohillness of the marble solitudes, or from the 
winda that blew from over the mono tains and the snow, ran 
through and froze the bright current of my warm young blood. 

What was this calamity, worse thau death, which could not 
come to my brothers, hut to me alone? 

The rest of that day Mariuccia and I spoke not at all to one 
another j we sat silently as two strangers in the little square 
dark room with its smell of dried rose leaves and of the ouioxis 
that keep oiF the evil eye. 

She sat and span en at the distaff at her girdle, for ehe camo 
of the close that cannot lay aside its daily work however much 
it may endnre or may lament | but I sat aimlesaly doing nothing-, 
leaning my forehead against the grated window, and watching 
the Carnival throngs far down beneath me in the white piazza. 

Once as the twilight closed in, Mariuecia called me to her ; 
her voice eonnded a little feeble. I could not see her Tery 
plainly, the shadows were so dark, 

I bent to her to hear what she would say; her hand went np 
to my forehead, and passed over my hair in her old familiar 
gesture, 

^'Bambina mia/' she said, eagerly, quite in a whisper, as she 
held me there; *' promise mo you will not sing in the streets 
again. Promise me ! What should I say to your mother ia 
heaven ? " 

'^ I will promise/' I answered her, for there was an accent in 
the words that vaguely awed me, and almost vanquished the 
angry rebellion that was astir in my heart- 

*' Our Lady be with you ever/* she muttered, softly aai 
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wearily, like one who is half asleep from fatiguD, iuj^ speaks but 
on nnconscions instinct. I went back to mj place by the grated 
casement and fretted my soul in mute repining. 

Now and then people flung up at me crowns of evergreens or 
showers of sweetmeats, but these all struck against the barred 
panes and fell back again into the street below. 

I did not care to reach my hand and open the lattice so that 
they might enter. 

The day went dully on its course ; the duller in that little 
room of ours because of the mirth and mischief in the town 
below. It was the first day of the first Carnival in which 
Moriuccia and I had not clothed ourselves in the best and 
brightest apparel that we could and gone down to wander 
through the crowded ways laughing at every step, giving gay 
greetings, and lingering until with the grey of night the lamps 
had glittered by their tens of thousands all over the lines and 
domes of the green old city. 

It was the first day in which we sat within and let the re- 
joicing throng flash by without us. 

The hours were very slow, very cold, very dreary ; there was 
no charcoal in the stove; there was no bread in the pot; the 
padrona and all her flock had gone forth to the popular mirth- 
making ; in the old house all was dark, and still, and melancholy. 

The twilight came early ; there was no oil for our lamp ; no 
food for our hunger ; it was night very soon ; we sat quiet in 
the darkness, which was only broken when some torch«lit pro- 
cession or some blaze of fireworks flashed a fitful reflection into 
the chamber from the streets and squares of Verona. 

We should go, cold to the bone and supperless, to our chill 
beds; yet neither she nor I stirred to take the money I had 
gained in the morning from its place in the oak coffer. 

I looked at Mariuccia. She was still asleep. 

At length, the rebellion and the weariness in me vanquished 
every other feeling. Why should I not go and enjoy with the 
rest ? Why should I sit and mope here like an owl in the market- 
place, because a foolish old woman had quibbles and foibles about 
the good blood in my veins and the dangers of girlhood ? 

So I reasoned in the wickedness of my heart until the revolt 
in me ripened. 

I stole again a glance at Mariuccia. She did not stir nor seem 
to hear. I stole noiselessly across the room, trimmed the lamp 
afresh, reached down my hood, and went out on to the stairs. 
' Th^r^ was no one to say me nay. Every soul in the bouse 
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wai out tlitit niglit, except the two bambini, Tvlio were ftif*t usltrep 
cwricd together on q heap of pine ahaTingB, the emptied BUgaT* 
plum-horns and the broken toj-s strewn all around them. 

I was soon in the streets and squares, iiiat were all alive with 
thronga of people, bent hither and thither, laughing and talking, 
some singing, others dancing down the gloom of the soiemn 
passage ways. 

It was quite late. 

Time bad glided away rnipercoived as I had sat in that mono- 
tijnou& vexation and quicEnrlc. They were setting fireworks in 
the cathedral square, and the great belLi were rirs^iiig the tenth 
liour of the night. - - . - . _ 



CHAPTER 11. 

liOsra familiarity witli the Veronese ways had made mo quiU 
able to take care of myself in a erowd ; (ind the Italian crowda, 
Uiough often riotously rairthfulj are never rough or nide< 

I got in a coign of vantage just nader the grim old stone 
Roland, and seated mjself comfortably and carcles.^ly to eco the 
girandola. 

The firoworka were very fine, and shot upward in streams and 
clouds of glory on the iVesty night air^ shedding their many 
culours on the eea of upturned fiiees, and flashing over the dark- 
ness of the Duomo i^ilo. I yielded myself eagerly and T\4th 
utter zest to the cnjoj^ment of them, 

I -was very huegrj^, to bo Bure, and cold still ; but it wa^ 
nmeh better to bo hungiy and cold but well amused than to 
Builer the same thing in loneliness and gloom. I had not been 
born in Italy without being born to as lunch philosophy aa luy 
in this simple reasoning. 

So I gave myself np to the girandola sitting aloft; under the 
paladins, laughing, and shouting "BelUsHima!" and " LravaT' 
with th3 throng around tae, and for the time utterly oblivious 
that I hai T\Tpt such bitter tears under the Donatello^ and, alasj 
equally forgetful, I shame to say, that Marine cia eat at heme 
alone in her Badness and her patience, 

Tho bands of the Austrian regiments were playing in the 
^iaz^a, to iieep the Veronefie in good humour j an^ tho wisie, tho 
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fireworks, tho picturesque chiaro scuro of the thronged square, as 
the various fires illumined it, all combined to make me forget my 
woes, and to rouse me into an exhilaration which was all the 
more excited and unreal because I had fiasted for so many hours. 

I was in no mood to go home and creep to bed in tho cold 
Bupperless. It was now midnight, I knew, but I was indifferent 
Mariuccia would scold; but then — ^had she not done so when I 
had tried to please and help her in the forenoon? 

So I hardened my heart ; and when the last sheath of coloured 
flames had died out, and the streams of people began to pour 
outward, this way and that, I strolled on dso, looking to see 
if by any chance there might be other amusements still forth- 
coming. 

The Stranieri spent their gold lavishly in diversions for the 
populace ; and the Veronese Carnival at tiie time of that foreign 
dominance, if its mirth were hollow, was, at least, as brilliant 
in festivity as any in Italy. 

Mariuccia would scold, of course, when I went home, but 
what of that P Words break no bones. 

So I said to myself, in my wilfulness and revolt. Alas ! that 
hour has been a remorse to me ever since. 

As I have said before, I was never very good and often very 
bad in those days, so far as waywardness and daring went. As 
a child — and I was still no more than a child — ^I was affectionate 
always ; and courageous, when my imagination was not affected 
by fear; I told the truth, and I would give anything I possessed, 
however much I might want it myself. 

But there my virtues ended. I was disobedient to a headlong 
rashness ; and I was in a mood to be so to-night. 

As I went out of the piazza, there was a little laughing group 
of sightseers, cloaked and hooded in an odd fashion. They 
looked like monks, but they were waltzing down the pavement, 
and singing a tavern song very popular then in Yerona. 

**Pascar^llol Pascar^l!" they screamed at the top of their 
voices, as a flash of red went by under an old archway ; and 
they set off running swiftly, their monkish robes showing 
beneath them women's little feet with resetted ribbons flying. 

This mystical name fascinated me; the desire to know ii» 
meaning grew stronger and stronger. 

I flew in their woke, and ran tco. The gleam of scarlet had 
vanished into the gloom of the arch. 

Soon I came upon a throng of people standing before some 
eolumned steps and some wide entrance doors. Above, many 
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lamps gli tiered r and again et the Trail there Mattered en a stiroli, 
la great white letters on a Bcarlet ground, the word of Ycj^- 
lione. 

From the "belfries of the city midnight was Bounding. Tlie 
stresm of people was passing within the huilding ; they looked 
Tery strange to me ; they made me think of an old painting that 
hung in our old palace-entrance hall, and that was <?al!ed the. 
"Gates of Hell.^' 

But I pressed on to enter with them ; I was not afraid ; it 
was the Veglione by the writing on the walK 

I had heard strange and wonderful things of that Eatnraalin, 
and I imagined many more; moreover, here had entered those 
v<:ikd figiires who had been seeking Pascar^h 

I ran eagerly up the steps, and was carried hy the press of the 
pleasure -seekers iato the hody of the l]dl. There was a hairier 
at which they stopped me for payment, 

I stood belplese, with the rushing sound of the many footsteps 
on my ears ; a man*s hand, &ti^etehed over my shoulder, east 
down the money for mo, and a mau^s voice laughed in my ear, 
'* So handsome, and not masked? Pass in, pass in, carina.^' 

The pressure of the onward moving throngs swept rae throngh 
the harrier, and away from my deliverer. I was home into the 
^cry midst of the sti*ange torrent of colour and tumult, of 
laughter and of mu?ie* 

1 stood stiU and looked, the blaze of the light half blinding 
Hie ; my face was uncovered ; my hood fell back ; my feet were 
bare \ my yellow skirts were stained with many a crushed fruit 
and bruised flower^ in the old glad days of my wanderings ; my 
little hot hands held between them tiie onyx ring against my 
breast. 

There was a broad piece of mirror before me in the entrance- 
hall; I saw my reflection in it, and was charmed and yet 
ashamed. 

Ily checks burned like wild poppies; my hair was in a 
lustrous tangle \ my eyes looked like great burning lamps in the 
thinness of my hunger- worn, small face ; my mouth was scarlet 
and parched with excitement ; and yet I knew so well I looked 
bond some — so well that the people would look at me and cry, 
''Bellina!*; 

I was frightened, and yet I was fascinated. There seemed 
Bome horrible evil about me, and yet it was so vivacious and so 
gay, and b(> fuU of pictures^ that X e(>xdd not hcdp being aUuxeil 
by it. 
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Poscar&l I did not discoyer, and, truth to tell, I forgot Alt 
ebout that mystery. 

I was too absorbed in it all to be conscious that I was singular 
in going thus bareheaded and unmasked amongst the dominoes. 

It was a pageantry to me, nothing else; and I moved on as I 
should have done in the streets; the people supping at their 
little snowy tables in their boxes; the q[uaint, glittering cos- 
tumes that leaned over the panels ; the stir and colour of it all, 
the headlong flight of the mad waltzers, the white mousquetairea 
wringing the champagne from their long moustaches ; the gor- 
geous eighteenth-century dresses crowned with powdered hair; 
the crowd of black monk-like figures that serred only to intensify 
the gaiety of colour — ^all these were so many pictures to me. 

I wandered on enchanted, and unheeding the observation that 
I gathered in my course ; the only thing that I noticed was the 
intentness with which I was followed by the eyes of a Florentine 
Florindo, who wore that traditional dress with an easy grace that 
was in a manner familiar to me. But the Florindo did not 
approach me, and I soon ceased to think about him in the midst 
of tiie masquers. 

For me, I never doubted that it was pandemonium itself; and 
yet the fantastic charm, and the lurid brilliancy of it bewitched 
me. It was horrible, and yet it was beautiful. 

The women's eyes, as they glittered like snakes' eyes through 
the blackness of the masks ; the cloud, and flutter, and tumvJt 
of colour ; the furious speed of the dancers whirling, stamping, 
shouting, reeling in all the maddest ecstasies of folly ; the sombre 
darkness of the gliding dominoes passing silently with little low, 
sneering laughs, as the arrows of their whispered speech hit 
some blot or some wound in men's strength or women's weak- 
ness; the intoxication of the loud, gay music crossed every 
second by the wild war-whoop cf the revellers ; the dazzle of 
innumerable hues and shine of countless jewels in the great 
semicircle full from floor to roof, whilst here and there some 
masquer, ablaze with diamonds, flung her flowers from above, 
and some noble, powdered and jewelled, leaned down to pledge 
a dishevelled, panting dancer, in rosy, foaming wine ; the won- 
der, and chaos, and glow, and tumult of the scene bewitched mi 
as I gojsed on it. 

It was only the masked ball of the Carnival ; but to mo il 
was beautiful as paradise and horrible as hell. 

It all swam giddily before my sight, and the lausic rolled 
like thunder above my head. 
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Ah I st^t)d, a dancer, in the dress of the Louis Trci^e 
^mu!5ketecra, flung hia anna about me, and s\fept me into tli« 
circle of tbe waltasrs witli a force that bore me off my feet, 

"Caramia/' ho cried in my ear, "yon are ia straage gnisa 
for the Yeglione, but what matter that ? I paid hv yon at the 
doors, Tou shall reward mo up yonder*" 

Ho never ended his phraec. I Btruclc him en the month 
blindly with both handa on the mere instinct for freedom, and 
broke from his hold, and ran through the maze of the dancera 
without sense or sight of what I did* 

Shrill cries rose round me ; the people parted hastily to let md 
through, and many fled from me in terror; a shout arose tiiat I 
was mad, and had broken Ioobg from the hospital. The senae oi 
the outcry came to me dully as yoiccs ring' over water from a far 
shore to a drifting boat. 

Suddenly I slopped, and iluug my head upward like a beaten 
stag, and looked across the bUnding blazo of colour, vaguely 
eceking help. 

I'ronting me was the rfcd glow of drooping cui'taina, a great 
knot of camiTaL eomcUiaa, a little group of men and women, 
like a picture from the Decamerone, a medley of violet and gold, 
and scarlet and black, and diamonds and pearla ; it was an opera- 
box, in which Ave dominoes leaned and laughed, and drank and 
jested. 

The central figure of them all itood erect, with a red plumti 
tossing in the light; h& was in a flash of ruby colour and of 
white ; he wore the dress of the FiorentiEe Florindo, and had a 
dark oval face like that of an old picture; hia hand was on bis 
sword-hilt; he laughed gaily with the masked and mirthful 
women. 

1 do not clearly remember what ensnod* 

A band of dehardenra surrounded me ; a hideous coot crowed 
at me ; a clown grinned and gabbercd ; a ^et of black masks 
hooted and threw their limbs hither and thither in wild contortioi:. 

The Mouequetaire seized me afresh; lifted me from Iho 
ground, and plunged into tbe wild gallops do that was rushing 
down the boards like a troop of riderless horses on San Giovanni^ s 
day in Florence. 

I shrieked for help and release. 

My tormentor, screaming with laughter, held me the tighter^ 
There was a moment's pause ; then a crash of aaund, a loud 
outcry, a tumiilt of the mast^uers, and the Florindo with tho 
scarlet plume had sprung from the box above, bad struck or 
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tossed the arms away that held me, and had hurried me througli 
the maze of the dancers out of the heat and the glare into iho 
eool white moonlight that was streaming through the darkness 
of Verona. 

" Pasoar JUo — PascarM ! " the people had shouted as ho came ; 
and there was no pursuit, and no offence taken against him. 

He stood and looked at me in the silrery light; a bright and 
many coloured figure, flashing with the grace and glitter of the 
old dead centuries under the gloom of the walls of the Scala. 

** "Well, my singing bird," he said, with a smile in his eyc9, 
*' what were you doing there, may I ask ? It is a place for kites 
and hawks, and all manner of evil birds ; but not for nightin- 
gales. You did not seem as if you liked the air f '* 

The voice was the voice of the giver of the onyx. I burst 
into tears, and told him what had drawn me thither, • 

He heard me with a gentle amusement in his eyes j dark eyes, 
tender and poetic, such as Bordello's might have been here in 
^this very same Yerona. 

** The best thing I ean do for you is t<> take ytfo. homeward 
quickly, ^'^ Be said, mo^ng onwdrd; and^bidding-m^"^ show ten 
the way to my home. " To bfe lib*()ad- oft* e Veglioile night is 
not the best thing for you, dohzella. CoUriaigfi is very admirs^H 
but « Kttle prudence is needful too in this worid. ' 

" It is to make your cake all of coriander-seeds — to make life 
up of rashness only. 

" Tell me — why were you singing in the streets this morning P 
You look like a Httle princess, Signorina XJcoello. Nayj never 
mind. You shall tell me to-morrow. You will let me come 
and see you to-morrow. 

*' You want to get out of Verona P Oh, fie, for shame. That 
is not poetic at all. To get away from the Stranieri is always 
good, I admit, but surely Verona has a charm oi her own still, 
if oiJy you will look for it. 

" She is not like my Florence, indeed ; it is not given to every 
city to be bom out of fields of lilies, and keep their sweetness 
with her for ever, as Florence does; a woodland fragrance 
always amidst the marble and the gold. 

"But Verona, — oh, yes, — Bordello's song is here, if only you 
listen, and it is the same moon that GKuliett^ saw fh)m the 
balcony, and those great Bcali — ^they seem to daunt and to awe 
the place still, — and do you not see AdelaYda ever bending hex 
terrible brows in the shadows P 

**Kor Cunizza, tho faithless, with her 'strong, cTKiel star/ 
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that nded lier life so ill, and her lovely eyes burning with the 
madness of the Eomano, and at her side her gentle Troubadour, 
Ser Folco ? Do you never see them ? They lived and loved 
here in this old Verona that you despise because you are so 
ignorant of all its beaiities. 

" And then, far away, — so far i way in the dawn of the poets— 
the pretty Lesbia twisting the roses in her lover's locks m their 
gardens yonder, while at a bow-shot in the circus the citizens 
shouted, * Ad leones ? ' Oh, you should not hate Yerona. It is 
so ancient, and it was so mighty once, though it never used its 
might for any very good purpose." 

He talked on thus merely of course for the purpose of hanish- 
ing my fear, and reconciling me to the strangeness of my posi- 
tion, in wandering the streets thus at night, with an imknown 
masquer in the dress of Florindo. There was that true and 
kindly delicacy in him which. would not to prolong his own 
amusement, and gratify his own curiosity, increase i my embar- 
ra5sme»t,:<)j:<5^i>Qemepain. .. . -i .^ . 

His voice was so beguiling, hiis eyes so frank and tendery hia 
whole bearing so fbll of a certain gentleness and carelessness, 
that I was attracted into au irresistible sense of confidence in 
him. 

He was an utter stranger ; he was one of those mad carnival 
jnumiherB who had imbued me with a vague sense c^ unspeakable, 
intangible evil ; he was only a Yeglione masquer, gay and 
grotesque in his vari-coloured disguise in the white Veronese 
moonlight ; and yet I trusted him, and felt a sense df security in 
his presence, and spoke to him as simply and as naturally as I 
could have done into the ear of little RafFaelino. 

" But this was very naughty of you," he said, still with the 
smile in his eyes, as he heard my sins. ' 

" I am never good I " I confessed very piteously. " I am like 
that wicked Speronella of Padova, whose namesake I am— so 
fir'y nurse says, at the least." 

He laughed indulgently.. 

« Oh come ! not quite so bad as that, I trust. And you will 
grow wiser in time. Let us hope rather that you wiU end like 
that good Nella whom her husband, even in a better world than 
this, if poets may be credited, quoted as a priceless perfection. 
But what posseflsed you to go to that place to-night ? A freak of 
mischief no doubt, but what promoted it.* " 

"I wanted to see what PascarM was] That was all. That 
was all indeed 1" 

f « 
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ltd ^aa86d A moment in the silent ttre6t| atici laaghbd 
outright. 

" Well," he asked, '* did you find out ? " 

** No ! Do you know P Pray tell me.' ' 

<'I have tried to find out too," he said, with the laugh on 
his lips. " Tried all my life, and never succeeded yet" 

" Is it something so wonderful ? " 

" Oh, dear, no. No wonder of any sort in it" 

" Is it an enigma then ? " 

« ^ell— yes— a little. Probahly the answer lies in nothing 
deeper than in the one word wiUi which (Edipus answered the 
Sphinx. Do not trouhle your head after it It is not worth 
your while." 

" Why ? The people seem to care." 

A tender and saddened shade swept over his face. 

** Ay 1 the people, perhaps, a little." 

" What is it then P Do tell me." 

In my eagerness I paused midway in the street; the snow lay 
lightly on all the roofe and stones and halconies ; the icy Alpine 
air had frozen it into all sorts of lovely and fuitastic shapes. 

The masquer hroke off one of the pretty snow flowers off aa 
iron scroll, and held it in his hand. 

It dowly melted and vanished. 

" That is what Pascar^l is; nothing more ! " he said, lightly. 
*' Do not talk of it ; tell me about yourselfc" 

I had not space to tell him much, for the old palace was at a 
stone's throw icom. the opera-house, and he and I stood in a few 
moments' time before our huge, cavernous, arched portals, whose 
nail-studded ancient doors stood forever wide open, night and 
day, for we were all too poor there to have fears of theft, 
having naught amongst us all to lose. 

At the entrance he paused and uncovered his head. 

'<! will bid you good -night, donzella, and go back to my 
pranks and my follies. To-morrow, if you will let me, I will 
come and see you. Gratitude P Oh, altro ! you have no cause 
for that It is I rather who am grateful to the Fates. £y- 
the-way, I wish that I had had something brighter and fairer 
to give you than the old grim onyx; they are an ugly portent 
I am afraid, those stem sisters. Never mind, I w^ try and 
get you some roses to-morrow. They will be very much fitter 
for you. Nightingales and roses have belonged to one another 
ever since the days of paradise. Addii> ! " 

Me kissed my ly^nd with easy grace, and turned awa^ down 
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the deep shadows of the street; in the mooDligUi xne red and 
white of his dress — colours of Florence — ^glistened as the moon- 
rays caught them; he went singiDg, half aloud, the catalogue 
of the Loyes from the Giovanni. 

I watched him until he was lost to sight in the darknest 
that fell from the lofty palaces, half fortress and half prison, 
the twisted galleries, the marble balconies, the frowning stones 
of Eomeo's city; it was a little scene from the Tre Cento, 
from the Decamerone, from Goldoni; the old dead amorous 
poetic life seemed suddenly to breathe and move again amidst 
the decay and the despair of old Verona. 

I went slowly up the staircase, past the ruined Donatello, 
and fancied that the broken, dust-strewn stairs were the steps 
of the Capulet palace, and that I was Giulietta in that tender 
daybreak, when the lark sang aU too soon. 



CHAPTER III. 

THS LAST SLEEP. 

As I entered the chamber where I had left Mariuccia, and 
groping for a match lit the little lamp, I saw that she was still 
in her oak chair by the fireless hearth. Her hands were folded, 
and her chin had sunk upon her breast. I knew that she was 
used to allow herself a little rest and slumber after her long day 
of toil, and I imagined that she had dozed on and on, not 
noticing my absence, nor the flight of time. 

I slid down quietly upon the floor at her feet, and did not 
speak lest I should waken her. 

I was glad that she could in sleep forget the hunger and the 
cold. I was glad, too, to have escaped the reproaches and 
rebukes that my conduct merited. 

I leaned my head against her knee as I had done so often in 
my babyhood, and sat there, very quiet, with her hands resting 
heavily against my shoulder. 

It was deadly cold; my limbs were frozen; my brain swam 
a little from long fasting and excitement ; it was quite dark ; 
from the streets below there came the hum and outcry of a city 
in its holiday ; Mariuccia did not waken. 

I think that I also must have slept a little or at the least lost 
consDicueneefl of time, for I started as one Btarts wbcp suddenly 
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soused from a bad dream, aif the last fireworks of the lught's 
pageantry rose with a rushing sound aboYO the roof, against the 
moonless sky. 

A great girandola shot its fountain of many-ooloured fires up 
above the black outline of the Duomo, fired most likely by the 
last revellers of the Yeglione, and the refiection from it fell, 
golden and reddened, through the little grilled window into the 
chamber ; its light fell upon Mariuixjia's face. 

Something in the look of its closed eyes and silent mouth 
made my heart tighten with a breathless fear. 

** Mariuccia ! " I cried to her. " Mariuccia ! Tou frighten 
me ! dearMariuccia-rare you still asleep ? " 

8he was indeed asleep. 

!Ehe brief and fitful fires of the girandola died away, and left 
behind it the blank of an utter darlmess ; the dense impenetrable 
darkness that precedes a winter's dawn. 

Upon the old quiet patient face there was a look of rest, and 
the withered hands on which I rained my kisses were yet warm. 
Yet I, who never before had looked on death, knew well that 
death was here, and that whilst Verona laughed on her first 
night of Carnival, I sat in the silence of the old palace, alone 
with the dead body of the sole friend I had on earth. 



CHAPTER IV. 

AT AVB HABU. 

Thbsb days from that time Mariuccia had gone to her last 
home. 

The wooden shell had been jostled in the common hearse and 
buried in the common resting-place where the poor lie. The 
padrona. and Balfaello and his blind mother and I had toiled 
after it through the driving cold of the early morning, and 
heard the heavy clods fall on it one by one. 

It was all over— all over : the strong, pure, honest, tii'dess 
life had gone, spent in obscurity and toil, unrecognised and 
unrecompensed to the last. 

I was but a thoughtless, wayward, and selfish child. I had 
been heedless always, cruel often. I had taken the countless 
sacrifices that ahe made to me with all a child's reckless, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



AT AVM MARIA. 



ijTannous, uneonneionB egotism * I scareelf eren now knew the 
immcasurabk debt I had owed to h^r, 

* Tet a vague heavy pniii, that was almost remoreGj weJgliad on 
me, and on Bome insuficient yet pregnant sense. 

I realised aH that this one lost lifa^ old aa it waa, and humble 
and poor, had yet been to me firam my birth, with its buckler of 
itanch fidelity held ever between me and the evils of the world. 
The dreary weeka went by j to aU the rest of Yerona they 
were gay with all the Ecst of Carnival. 

Kight alter night the £re works would blaze against the skies, 
and tlie musio would roll through the sad old etreets, and tbe 
mad and merry masquera would scamper and froHc under the 
fihadow of prison and fortress dxA monastery. 

The echoes and the reflections of the noise and the lighti 
tvould eome to me where I eat in my dismal little ohamber, but 
Uiat w^As all the filiare I had in them. 

The padrona, though so poor, would h^ve some Mends to 
laugh with her in her dim old kitchen, and would £nd eome 
copper pieces to give her a sight of the puppets and the shows 
tliat enUvened for Yerona those long and chilly days when the 
winds swept down like dragons whose breath was ice from the 
deep Tyrol vallep and the desolate Dolomite range. 

But I was all alone, exoept when Eaffaellino came and tried 
to while away my sorrow by hia innocent £ancifiil talk and tho 
tender strains of his vioL 

With the sad morrow my Bomeo of the Tegliona never 
returned* 

Even in my paesionate remorse and grief I could not bat 
think often of him that day. 

When we returned from our dreary errand in the enow, there 
was awaitiDg me a great cluster of roses, red and white, thai 
must have eome from Tuscany or Eome. 

Little Gi^n, who had been upon tbe stairs when they arrived, 
said tbat a boy about his own age had brought them, saying 
nothing whence they come. 
I knew. 

I set the beautifnl things before me against the dismal grated 
window, and wept my heart out over them* The grief was 
most for the loss of dear dead Mariuccia ; but a little also for the 
broken faith of the Florence masquer.. 
Whafconldldo? 

I knew no more whither my father was gone than whither 
the croWB flew when they paBBi>d in a black cloud over the 
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Adige ; and though {he good padrona terred for me, oooked fbr 
me, and bade me be as welcome imder her roof as were the raiss 
in summer, I was too proud to think a moment that such 
dcpendencd on another ooold erer long endure. 

The desire to escape from Verona grew stronger on me with 
every hour. I had no notion of what I should do elsewhere : but 
all good things seemed possible to me if once only I oould crosi 
the dreary pMa and seek the sunrise of tiie south. 

I said nothing; for I knew that Baffaello would weep and 
protest and the padrona take fright, and the priests woidd be 
spoken with, and some means perhaps be found to detain me, if 
ever they knew that I wished to take wing. 

Bat all those winter day?, when the Corso was at its gayest 
and the streets were full of masks and mummers, I sat in my 
dull little stone chamber and reyolred again and agcdn a 
thousand schemes for my freedom. 

As the first ste^ towards liberty, I went out one day at the 
close of the Carnival to see the sorivere whom Mariuocia had 
been wont to employ for her communications to Florio. 

A certain sense of reluctance to trench on anything that seemed 
like a secret of the dead had held me back from asking this letter- 
writer any questions ; but as the weeks of silence succeeded one 
another, I argued that not to try and find my father would be a 
folly and a fault, and in the last hours of one wintry day I 
crossed the square to where M aso Sasso held his coundls at his 
little worm-eaten desk. 

I thought sadly as I went of the homely old figure that had 
always been at my side spinning and talking as she hobbled over 
the stones ; I thought a little too of that gay red and white 
masquer whose eloquent eyes had smiled on me in the moonlight 
of Juliet's city. 

Why had he not followed his roses? 

He was not a man to me, nor a stranger ; he was a poem, a 
picture, a thing of grace, a shape of the cinque cento ; SordeUo, 
only not so sad ; Borneo, only not so boyish ; Ariosto, perhaps^ 
that gayest of lovers and poets ; or one of those patrician impro* 
visatori who spent half their lives in a court and the other half 
in the market-place. 

I was thinking of him still as I crossed the piazza to the hole 
in the wall where Maso Sasso sat. 

When the Ave-Maria was rung he used to dose his office by a 
bronze wicket and his day's work was done. Then he would 
pass methodically across tiie pia^a to his ^voiirite trc^ttorili 
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tnd iQ fi^nt of it, taMng his frugal repast, would make himself 
nmenda for the long silence of the day by detailing to an inte* 
i(?&ted audieni^ each of the Bayuigs and doings of his cHntela as 
he deemed it proper to reveal. 

He was known to he a miracle of propriety and diecretion ; 
never theiess he was a good companion when the sun wa^ set* 

Indeed, they were used to say if you hrewcd him a bibita to 
hia liking, there was very little that yon might not hear con- 
pemtng your neighbour in Yerona. But a public that has to 
recount its joy a and sorrows alond to its penman cannot be very 
Bcmpnloua about sccresy, and the popularity of Maso Sasao never 
waned on that account* 

He had hi a office in a little dark stone loggia \ curioaBly black 
and still in the midst of the changeful life of the piazza. 

He waa a little meagre, yellow, ehrivoUcd old man, who sat all 
day loEg in his den and heard all the comical comedies and tear- 
ful tragediea of the city, and never seemed to bo touched at all 
by any one of the innumerable idyls and the pathetic obscure 
heroisms which came hourly before him, as the citizena and the 
contadixd flocked around his ataU eager to havo some g^ood 
tidings sent to some absent one, or to unfold some stiff and 
blotted &orawl from over the mountains and the sea. 

There was a crowd of people around the loggia in which hia 
desk was placed when I drew neai^ it ; it was nearly four, and it 
waa known that no press of public ncoessities wonld ever make 
him prolong Ms sittings after the At&> Maria. 

I had to wait patiently my turn* 

A broad-shouldered crimson-kertled contadina wanted a love* 
letter sent to a soldier away in Piedmont ; aha did not care what 
was aaid ao that it was all as sweet as sugar, 

A poor wife held out a dirty miserable scrawl, and fell down 
in a loose lifeless heap upon the stones, as she heard that her 
husband had been drowned off lachta, 

A jagcr of the Tirol, with his green plumes dangling in his 
saucy black eyes, dictated an offer of marriage, giggUng and 
grinning as the pen flew* 

An old meek, timid creature tendered a paper with a trembling 
hand, and tnmed away with a heart-strioken moan as the slow 
ohangdesa tones of the scrivere read aloud to her that her only 
Eon waa sentenced for life to the galleys far away in tho 
Eegno, 

What an epitome w£^ Kaao ^asso'a den of Kuman naturo an} 
of human fate I 
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I stood and listened with my hood drawn OT«r my feu^e; 
when my turn came I ha^ forgotten my own sorrows. 
. *'0h how can you bear it — everjr day and all day long — 
like this?" I cried to the wizen, immovable, indifferent old 
man« 

He spread his palms outward oyer his desk in a gesture of 
silent contempt. 

*' Signorina — it is life I " 

'* But the sorrow — ^the joy — one against the other— the comedy 
—the tragedy — ^it is horrible ! " 

The old man smiled grimly. 

"What does that matter to me ? — joy or sorrow— tragedy or 
comedy — 1 get my scudo for my trouble." 

" But how can you bear it P " I cried again, " day after day, 
year after year — always those terrible things, side by side with 
all this laughter." 

Tbe old man i^ugged his shoulders and took off his horn 
spectacles to wipe them free of diist. 

"Signorina — ^whether it is woe or laughter, what does it 
matter to me ? I get my scudo, and hare something to gossip 
about. Tiiat is all that concerns me." 

In later years I have found that the world is very much of 
opinion with the scrivere. It scans the mass of human life 
through its spectacles, and whether it reads a fiat of death or dis- 
honour, or a jest-story of love and of lightness, it cares nothing 
so that only it can take out of both its soudo's worth of scandal. 

He asked me for the third time what I needed ; I was keep- 
ing more profitable customers from his stall. I inquired of him 
whether Mariuccia had addressed her letters to my father. 
Haso Sasso shrugged his shoulders again, and sought in the full 
stores of his memories. 

" The letters were to be left at the post, anywhere," he said 
at last. " Sometimes Nice — Paris — ^Vienna— the last time, I 
think, Florence. Yes; Florence. But always the post-office. 
Nothing more." 

"You are sure it was Florence the last time?'* I cried, 
entreating him tremblingly. 

" Yes, quite sure. But the last time was eight months ago. 
"Will the Signorina please to move aside ? People are waiting 
and the STin will soon set." 

I moved aside mechanically, and walked dreamily across the 
square and sat down on the steps of a great church, where the 
beggars were wont to sit. 
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Flt>r<;nc& seemed a long way off ; and the chaace but a very 
aliifht one. Nevertheless, it was all I had. 

The erening w^as cold etill, but bright and windless. 

It waa at the end of Febniarj \ there were lovely roseate 
Ij^htB in the gky^ and all iresb moimtain scents on the air. 
Women went by wUh large baakeU full of ciocusefl and 
dafTodils* 

lu the beautiful pearly Lues of the labo day the old gaimt city 
was transfigured. 

Its roofs and domes gained a spiritual light, and vast dream- 
like ebadows swept its plains. It was for once possible to 
believe in Giulietta and to muse on Catullus* 

At leasts so it eeemcd to me i but perhaps it was only lovelier 
that night because I knew that bo sooa I should look my last oa 
ifc, — ^perehance for ever. 



'! 
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IHB FEABT OF FAnSTDirO. 



An hour passed away with nie sitting thore, dreamily watching 
rerona. 

I could see my old home ; the dark gruesome stone pile of It 
rose sheer as a rock against the bloeness of the sky^ uncbang^id 
since the days when Henry the Seventh had slept beneath its 
roof, and the bnght Conraddin ridden forth from its court-yard. 

I had never loved the place* Indeed, it had been as a prison 
to mo all nty ye^ira. And yet my heart ached now to leave it. 
We are so bitterly ungrateful to tho present, so blindly gratebd 
to the past^ — always. 

The Ave if aria slowly swung firom nSX the bells of all tl e 
churches ; the bronze gate of the loggia was shut with a clanj^% 
tlie scrivero hobbled across the squure to his place of gossipr^ ; 
lamps were set one by one in the doorways ; the oil wicks wei e 
lighted in the iron sconces of the streets; the little charcod 
stoves of the chesnut sellers began to glowrnddily in the eomiLg 
gloom. 

As I turned away from tho sunset to go homeward, whil*t 
tbo^ colours of glory faded over the silent oity^ a hand touoh(d 
mej ft Toioc startled me- 
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'• Pregiatissima Signorina! have the Veronese no eyes that 
you are left to Btray Uieir streets alone?" 

It was l^e voice of the Mousquetaire, from whom the Flo- 
rentine Florindo had rescued me at the Veglione ; a voice with 
a strong and harsh foreign accent. The shudder of disgust and 
dismay with which I recognised him made an impatient and 
displeased shadow sweep across his face, 

" Wait. Hear me a little," he said eagerly as I turned my 
hack on him and went with quicker steps out of the piazza. 
«« I am a friend of your father's. I have spent many an hour 
with him. You have nothing to fear. I have pitied you many 
a time, poverina, sitting up there, all alone, at that grated 
window ; so fair a singing hird in so dark a cage." 

I twitched my purple mantle from his grasp. 

" I do not want your pity. Let me he." 

But he kept step with me. 

"Nay, why do you hear me such ill will?" he said, with a 
petulance in his laugh that served ill to reassure me. 

" Listen, carina mia ; you are a heautifol child. Did no ono 
ever tell you so hefore ? I have seen your golden head at that 
grating many a day, and heen sorely teinpted to enter your door; 
only that direful dragon whom you have happily huried for good 
and dl, sat on guard so vtjry grimly." 

I shook him off as host I could. 

" Eespect the dead at least, and leave me ! "^ I cried to him ; 
I hated the sound of his voice, the look of his eyes, and the 
street into which we had passed was so empty, and now that the 
after-glow had faded the city was so dark. 

He laughed lightly and pursued his way. 

" Oh no, cara mia I I let you go that night hecause I liked 
you too weU to raise a scene around you. But I mean soon or 
late to have all that I there surrendered out of chivalry to you. 
See here, my pretty signorina, you were out on a freak, and no 
one knew, of coarse, and it was I who passed you in to the 
Veglione. WeU, that is very harmless if you trust in me; I 
shcdl he silent, that you may he sure. But otherwise, if you 
provoke me — ^if you carry that handsome sunny head of youra 
aloft in that fashion, why then — — " 

I paused and faced him. 

"WeU?— What then?" 

"What then? Why then— every one will know that the 
little Tempesta stole at midnight to the opera haU wi(^ me, and 
she vUl h^ very glad to give me whatever \ please to tate-»" 
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He tbrew his aitns about me, and bent his face to mine ; but 
^ith all the strength I had I struck him on the mouth, poured 
on him all the epithets of injury and of disgust with which my 
knowledge of the Veronese streets supplied me, and shaking my- 
self free of him, ran as swiftly as a hare through the twisting 
passages to my home. 

The insult of this stranger had decided me. I did not dare to 
stay another day longer in Yerona; I was pursued with the 
dread of him, and the disgust that he inspired was the last 
touch of impulsion needed to make me take wing into the un- 
known lands — into the unknown world. 

I reached my own room unobserved; and put together the 
few clothes I possessed and counted my little store of money. I 
had changed dl that I had gained on the day of Gal& into gold 
with a childish idea that notes were of little comparative value ; 
and BO liberal had been the people to me, that when Mariuccia's 
funeral and my own expenses for the last weeks had been paid, I 
had left me sixteen broad gold Austrian florins. 

I put the money with my mother's mosaics into a leathern bag, 
and strapped it about my waist. The onyx Fates were round 
my throat. I had a fancy that they would bring me fair 
fortune. 

I took too a little dead rosebud from the great dusters that 
the Florentine masquer had sent me ; and tied it with the onyx 
close about me. I had a fancy that it would propitiate the 
Fates. 

My purple and amber costume wa» an absurd one for travel, 
but I had no other that had any warmth against the mountain 
winds, and I was forced to wear it. 

I looked longingly around the long, familiar chambers, dusky 
and grim, with grated windows and deep vaulted roofs and floors 
of marble ; desolate and prison-like though they had been, they 
were yet all I knew of Home. 

With sobs that choked me I kneeled and prayed to the Mother 
of Many Sorrows, where her picture bung above Mariuccia's 
bed, then with a last look of farewell I drew the velvet hood over 
my head and stole down the stairs. 

I met little Zoto and Tito, and kissed them. 

I could see the padrona in her kitchen wringing out washed 
linen by the light of a little oil lamp, under a picture of S. 
Sulpitia. A contadina from the plains sat chattmg wiUi her and 
plaiting straw as they talked. 

My eyes filled with tear*, i^d rfiut gut the little picture. In 
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another moment I bad crossed the threshold, and was nmning 
hard and fast towards the south gate in the twilight. 

On my way, I passed of necessity the coppersmith's woriLshop 
nnder the Spiked Mace. I glanced wistfully through the open 
entrance. 

The light of a large wood fire was leaping about all the brazen 
and copper vessels. The blind woman sat in its warmth. The 
coppersmith moved to and fro with bare sinewy arms. Little 
Kaffaellino sat reading a score, with his lithe limbs twisted under 
him, and his lute by his side on the bricks. I dared not let him 
know that I was going away, lest he should raise, far and near, 
opposing clamour. 

I prayed mutely, in my heart, to the Madonna for them, then 
went on my way to the dull crooked passage in which Ambrogio 
Rufi dwelt. 

I dared not bid any one farewell lest they should find means 
to stop me in my course. I knew well that they would all say 
I was too young to'stray alone over Italy.- I dtuped not49peak to 
anyone else, but I could not briogmy heart to quit the city 
without some word, some look upon the face of my old master. 

I stole upward to die desolate garret, and entered it imheard 
by him. 

He was sitting leaning over the litile brazier, whioh was all 
that he could afford to warm him in the bitterest weather. 

It was the feast of the Martyr Eaustino, and all the churches 
were calling to vespers. 

The attic was quite dark. 

The moon had not yet risen. It was so high in the air, that 
all the metallic cla3h and clangour of the beUs seemed to beat 
through its silence like the clamour of a thousand hammers on a 
thousand anvils. 

I went and kneeled down by him without his hearing me. I 
ventured to touch him gently. 

" Dear master, does not the noise of all these bells tire you 
sometimes?" 

He did not lift his head from his chest. 

" I am always tired," he muttered. '« What of that f ^ 

"But if you lived where it is quieter?— here it is so close to 
all the belfries." 

" It does not matter," he answered me, absently. " Thev 
drown the music ia my brain. I am glad of them — sometimes. ' 

"But if you wrote the music down P" 

He shivered a little where he leaned orer the brazier. 
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" To feed tte stove ? Not I— not T/' 

I dareJ not urge him farther* The utter hopelessness, tlie 
terrible apathy of this lost genius, -which all itu life long had 
^ovcn beautiful things to which the world was forever deaf. 
"What could i say to these ? — I, a child, to whom every sun that 
rose was as a promise and a smile from God P 

I waited a little while* kneeling before the brazier at his side 
My heart wafl very eore to leave him, though he bo seldom 
Eeemed to note my presence. 

"Maestro/' I murmured, at the last, "ipealc to me a little. 
I am going away/* 

**Ay, ayT* he echoed drearily, "To he sure — to be sure. 
Tou all go away. ^Vhy not ? " 

I was silent. 

How many hundreds of us he must have seen pass away, bright- 
isyetlj flute* voiced children, who stood around him for a Httle 
apace, and then drifted out of sight, out of knowledge, into the 
darknesB of the unknown world ; while he, the old man, changed 
in nothing, hut remained always by his eheerless hearth under 
his lonely roof, 

I pres^d a little closer to his side/ timidly, 

*' Maestro," I murmured again, " I have uo one in the world, 
and I am going away, Will you bless me once— *jiist once, for 
I'ear J never see your face again P " 

He roused himself from his lethargy with a strong shudder. 
He looked at me a moment with a startled, awakened look in his 
dim eyes. He laid his baud upon my head, and, aa it rested 
there, it trembled greatly, 

" I dare not bless you — I have doubted God ; hut I wish you 
wellj poor child. That is — I wish you without a heart, without 
a soul, without a cou science, so that you may deal unto men as 
auri^ly they will deal unto you,'' 

^ Kis hand euck from my head ; hi3 chin dropped again upon 
his chest. He had fallen once more into his old drcam*n«r 
stupor over tlio charcoal fumes under the roar of the bells. 

I rose to my feet sorely afraid. It was a dread beDedie*4oii 
with which to commence my pO grim age* 

In another moment I was again on my way to the south gata 
of the city* I looked back once. The old p til ace was black and 
full of gloom against the clearness of the skies^ X shivered % 
little, and set my face again to the south-east 

Who could say how the sun might rise for me there F 
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CHAPTER VI. 

VUOBI. 

}tALV-AK-HOUB later I was rolHng ondemeatb iho stone Tsnlt 
(5f the gate which feoed towards Tuscany, in the old heavy, 
cumbrons, leathem-cnrtained diligenza, which thrice in every 
week droned on its way to Padova and Bologna. 

Bich people travelled otherwise, I knew; bat I had only 
sixteen florins in the world. 

The soldiers at the gates looked hard at me, but said nothing. 
The man with the horn, on the step of the clumsy vehicle, took 
my money and asked no questions. I was safe on the xoad to 
Florence. It seemed a terribly long way off, across those un- 
known mountains ; but the name of the City of Lilies allured me 
with a strong sweet spell. 

Mariuccia had told me many glories of the place of her birth ; 
and my young mother I knew had there won her bright brief 
fame. And with what love my Florentine masquer had spoken of 
it, — ^he whose tenderest little rose I had saved when dead with 
the rest, and had brought away v/ith me where the stone Fates 
were hidden. 

It was a queer, capacious, ill-scented old waggon — ^this- con- 
veyance, which was dignifled by the name of diligenza. 

There were three peasant women, smelling strongly of garlic, 
and hugging great baskets of woollen stuffs, of pizzicheria goods, 
and of live hens that they had purchased in tiie town. There 
were two old priests, a burly fattbre, and a young Tirolese in 
the picturesque garb of the Unterinnthal. 

The vehicle was as full as it could hold, and no one looked 
with much favour on me as I entered, except the young moun- 
taineer. 

1^0 doubt I had appeared to them, starting up in the heavy 
gloom of the night, strange enough as they had thundered slowly 
over the stones in the gateway ; all alone at my age, and dressed 
as I was in my mufflings of velvet, and my most absurd yellow 
skirts of rich brocaded satin fit for the wearing of any queen. 

They made place for me, however, with pleasant good-humour. 

The old waggon settled heavily on its way over the plains. 

It was a dark, moonless night. An oil-lamp hung in the roof, 
which gave xxs very little light. "We rolled on with a creaking 
droning noise, only varied by the crajok of the whip. 
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The 6ontadina and the pxiestt went to deep; the fattore took 
out his accounts and reperused them ; the good-looking TJnterinn- 
thaler and I were alone wide awake, heing young, and on a journey 
that was strange to us. They had told me that it would be day 
and night again before we reached Bologna ; and to Bologna, as 
the farthest stage of all, I had said that I would go. The others 
w^re to be set down midway at Padora and other places on the 
route. 

I had never been out of Yerona since our residence had begun 
there in my fourth year. 

My head was in a tumult, my brain was in a whirl, with the 
strange movement, the throbbing noise, and that odd sense of 
jumbling on into the darkness of the night which was but too 
true an emblem of the obscurity of my fate. 

I could with difficulty keep my sobs quite silent as I thought 
of the old deserted, familiar chambers, of the old bronze lamp 
swinging by the broken Donatello, of the little quiet, nameless 
grave in the cemetery of the poor ; of the homelike nook amongst 
the coppersmith's huge, shining vessels, where Eaffaelino wovdd 
still be sitting with his blind mother, scanning some ancient 
score by the dim light of his bronze lucernata. 

It was all gone — all gone forever, never to come back. 

Yet I feU with it all a curious sense of liberation and of exul- 
tation. If I had been alone I would have laughed and cried aloud. 

The pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat of the horses' feet on the hard road 
seemed to me to beat out an everlasting trisyllable, — " Fuori, 
fuori, fuoril" Yes, I was **fuori" now, — fairly out of the 
gates and away. 80 I told myself again and again, and took an 
odd, imsatisfactory, remorseful and yet intoxicating pleasure in 
the freedom of it all. 

I must have looked very strange, doubtless, as I sat there with 
my cheeks changing to red and white in my excitement, and my 
lips twitching in my longing to cry, and my hair all ruffied by 
the haste with which I had run, and the ridiculous yellow 
skirts crushed up between the tattered black robe of a priest and 
the grey woollen petticoat of a con tadina. 

We thundered on in perfect silence for a time, with a littlt 
light flashing in upon us now and then &om some village post* 
house or some lamplit wayside Calvary. 
^ The nights were still cold, being so early in the spring. 8it» 
ting there, I grew very stiff and chilly. The priest was stout 
and so was the contadina. Both were soundly sleeping, and 
lometimes swayed heavily against me. 
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Mybeart began to dnk, Tlie ienw of «ie "tiiori" io be 
mow pain than glory. I tbonght wistftdly of tho little bed 
where I had slept for bo many years under the Bheltering shadows 
of Mariuocia's Mater Dolorosa. 

I was roused by a sheepskin being placed about my knees, and 
by the gentle rustio voice of the young Tirolese, who prayed me 
to accept its covering. He was sure, he saidj the signorina was 
vcrv cold, 

I looked up and thanked him. In the dull light of the lamp 
I saw his gentle honest eyes fixed on me, whilst he blushed hotly 
at his own temerity. 

I took his sheepskin. It was roughly dressed, but warm; 
and emboldened, he asked me if I was all alone. 

" Yes," I told him, glad to hear his voice in that horrible 
gloom and that unceasing galop. *' And you too P" ^ 

<* I too, signorina? Yes— but then for a man it is nothing," 
he answered. "Besides, I go to people I know in Este—an 
uncle of mine married and settled there. But the signorina, 
does she go to friends too P " 

**0h, yes," 1 assured him, being too proud to say otherwise. 
But my heart rose in my throat at the little lie. I knew how 
far, far away was the only hope to which I clung. 

The young ITnterinnthaler looked at me wistfully. I think he 
knew that what I said was not very true. 

" It is cold to-night, signorina," he said gently. 

'*Yes^--very." 

"And you go far?" 

"To Bologna." 

" Your friends meet you there ? '* 

"No." 

" Then you go farther still ? -* 

" I am not sure." 

Do what I would the great tears brimmed over in my eyes; 
his questions made me realise my desolation. 

With kindly courtesy he busied himself with rubbing off the 
mist of our breaths from the glass window nearest him, so that 
ftre might seethedcffk maplo-trees fly by us in the shadows of 
the mght* 

"Do you know my country, signorina?" he asked me, tc 
divert my thoughts^ ho-doubt, " My country, across tiie moun- 
tain8> I am a farmer in the TJnterinnthal No F Ah, that is 
such a pity!" 

" Is it se beautiful then ?" 
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''Beautiful? Ay, God knows it is beautiful. Not flat liko 
tbis, with nothing but these weary olives; but all so great, 
BO superb, so wonderful; all pine forest and endless alps, and 
then the waters that flash like so much light, and the snows 
that lie so high ; and then the clouds that are always about tho 
mountains, and the rich green woods and the yellow maize-fields 
all below — beautiful ? Ah, indeed ! " 

" You would not leave it, then ? " 

**To live in Este? The holy saints forbid. I should be a 
dead man in a year, signorina. Away from the mountains ? I 
will tell you who did that. It was Aidrea Zafiir ; he was older 
than I, but I knew him. He was kapellmeister in our burgh. 
When he led the choir it was. enough to make one weep; it was 
like the singing of the angels in heaven. Well, some day some 
people came who persuaded him that his voice might be a mine 
of gold to him if he would only leave the mountains and go into 
the world along with, .them. In an evil hour Andrea listened. 
He was poor, you. see, and they told him fine things; so he 
went. "Whether, the world cared much for him or not I never 
heard; but I know that they shut him up in cities over there, 
German cities and French. And one day, two years later, they 
came fpt his old mother, and told her tnat Andrea was dying 
and ptayed to see her. She went at once ; but even then she 
was too late. She found him in Paris,, but he was out of his 
mind ; he did not know her at all ; and all he kept saying forever 
was ' Take me back to the mountains ! take, me back I t^e me 
back !' He had made a great deal of gold ; the old mother was 
rich when she returned ; but he died, crying aloud to see the 
mountains once more. Nothing had been any Joy to him ; he 
had always been cramped and stifled, and sick to death away 
firom the mountains. It must always be so. Love them once, 
you can never leave them— and live." - • 

His voice was very bushed and ijuiet as he spoke, and there 
eame a dreamy look into his eyes^— the far-away look that men 
always get who dwell amidst the heights. 

I hardly understood him well ; for, though he spoke Italian it 
was not our Italian ; yet there was ^mething so gentle and 
simple in him that it pleased me to hear him talk.. 

I was glad to have him to speak to in that oppressive endless 
gloom, with the surging noise of the hdrsea' gaUop always on my 
ears, and only now and then some break in it when a lantern 
flashed its red glare in upon us, and hoarse, shrill voices piped 
discordant orders at the doors of some roadside posting house. 

« 2 
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rinding fhat I listened to him, lie went on to tell me all 
about himself— how his name was Marco Bosas; how he was of 
Italian race ; how he was left fatherless in infancy ; how his 
twin-brother and himself lived together on the little farm on the 
green slope of the Berg; how he was twenty-two years old, and 
wdl-to-do in his own way, and indeed quite rich for a farmer of 
theTiroL 

He described all his treasures to me; his oh&let of pinewood, 
shingle-roofed against the hurricane and ayalanche, in autumn 
hung over with the great yellow ears of the millet ; the herds of 
smaU dun cattle, with titieir antelope-like eyes, and flocks of 
silvery hill goats ; his stout little horse, with its peal of musical 
bells; his vines, that yielded such sweet huge purple grapes as 
were never ripened save in that clear, lustrous, buoyant air ; the 
painting of the Holy Trinity that was fastened in his wall, over 
his house door, in an iron grating, to be a blessing on the place ; 
his orchard, and his pastures that stretched in such perfect vivid 
green up the hillside, whilst above all the great snow slopes 
towered. 

Most of all he talked of his mother — a woman whom, if all he 
said wero true, must have been one of those who are far above 
rubies. A tender, homely, noble soul as this mountaiDcer 
sketched her, such, indeed, as those great silent hills produce 
not seldom — ^a woman with the life of a saint and the heart of a 
hero, though she neither read nor wrote, but span her own linen, 
milked her own herds, and had had the sweet strong breath of 
her own mountain air upon her all her years. 

So we journeyed on our way, and, like Conraddin before us, 
passed " per Lombardia o per la vii cU Pavia," into the Komagna 
country. 

The day was one long bright flood of sunshine with beautiful 
flakes of clouds floating before a fresh mountain wind. 

The broad plains that have been the battleground of so many 
>aces and so many ages were green and peaceful under the 
primitive husbandry of the contadini. 

Everywhere under the long lines of the yet unbudded vines 
the seed was springing, and the trenches of the earth were brim- 
ful with brown bubbling water left from the floods of winter, 
when Eeno and Adda had broken loose from their beds. 

Here and there was some old fortress grey amongst the silver 
of the olive orchards; some village with white bleak house-walls 
and flat roofs pale and bare against the level fields; or some 
little lon^-forgotten ei<^ once a stronghold pf wa^ and a palace 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



for princes, now a little hushed and lonely placfe, with weed- 
grown ramparts and gates rusted on their hinges, and tapestry 
weavers throwing the shuttle in its deserted and dismantled ways. 

Ent chiefly it was always the green, fruitful, weary, endless 
plain trodden hy the hullocks and the goats, and silent, strangely 
silent, as though fearf ol still of its tremendous past. 

Bay oame and night again, and all the heavy, chill, bitter, 
lonoly hours jumbled themselves away in some dreary chaos. 
The journey had become horrible to me. I was stiff and cold 
and miserable. I lost all heart to look out at the spaces between 
the leathern curtains on to the country beyond. I had lost 
all power to watch for the first outline of Tasso's "grand' 
Apennino." 

We had passed through PadovSl in the darkness, and I had 
not noticed tiie young Tirolese descend there. But I found the 
sheepskm left about mv knees, and was touched by this littie 
gentie wayside flower of kindness. 

I suppose I must have slept some portion of the time, but the 
beat of the horses' hoofs never ceased to thunder through my 
brain. 

There were red flashes of lights on my eyes as we stopped to 
change at a posting-house; wonderful purple and rose sunsets 
and sunrise; a sense of endless gliding green distances that 
never grew any one whit the nearer; a confusion of cruel 
noises ; a continual sense of pain and of unrest ; and then at 
length the cmnbrous vehicle paused under an immense vaulted 
gateway ; a sentinel challenged ; a guard looked in, holding up 
a lantern; the gates unclosed and closed again ; and as we rolled 
over the stones I heard the tired travellers mutter the name— 
*' Bologna.'' 

I trembled, and felt afraid as the tired horses toiled wearily 
over the pavement underneath the ink-black shadows of those 
vaulted footways. 

It seemed to me aa though they would never end; their 
silence, their gloom, their architecture, the enormous height of 
the walls, the vista of the interminable arches, the hollow echo 
of the stones that had been trodden for fifteen hundred centuries 
by the feet of men and beasts — all terrified me with a vague 
poetic awe which yet was, in a sense, delightful. 

Every old Italian city has this awe about it — ^holds close the 
paBt and moves the living to a curious sense that tiiey are dead 
axid in their graves are dreaming ; for the old cities themselves 
have beheld so much perish around them, and yet have kept so 
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firm a hold apon tradition and upon the supremo beauty of great 
arts, that those who wander there grow, as it were, bewilderedc 
and know not whioh is life and which is death amongst them. 

To enter Bologna at midnight is to plunge into the depths of 
the middle ages. 

Those desolate sombre streets, those immense dark arches, 
dark as Tartarus, those endless arcades where scarce a footfall 
breaks the stillness, that labyrinth of marble, of stone, of an- 
tiquity ; the past alone broods over them all. 

As you go it seems to you that you see the gleam of a snowy 
plume and the shine of a straight rapier striking home through 
cuirass and doublet, whilst on the stones the dead body falls, and 
high above over the lamp-iron, where the torch is flarmg, a case- 
ment uncloses, and a woman's hand drops a rose to the slayer, 
and a woman's voice murmurs, with a cruel Kttte laugh, " Cosa 
fatta non capo ha ! '' 

There is nothing to break the spell of that old world enchant- 
ment. 

Nothing to recall to you that the ages of Bentivoglio and of 
Visconti have fled for ever. 

The mighty Academy of Luvena Tuiis is so old, so old, so 
old ! — ^the folly and frippery of modern life cannot dwell in it a 
moment; it is as that enchanted throne which turned into stone 
like dts€df whosoever dared to seat himself upon its majestic 
heights, 

Por fifteen centuries Bologna has grimly watched and seen 
the mad life of the world go by ; it sits amidst the plains as the 
Sphyna amidst her deserts. 



CHAPTER VII. 

rUDEB THE GAMSENdX. 

I sEEltEn to awake roughly from some marvellous dream, when 
the vehicle stopped at a post-house with a great gilded sign of a 
golden boar projecting far out in the dull lantern light across the 
shadow of one of the narrow streets. 

The entrance to it was through a deep archway into a paved 
court ; from within there was the feeble light of oil wicks burn- 
ing in iron sconces; beyond I could see the kitchen, with the 
glimmer of its copper and pewter and the sturdy padrona in a 
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kirtie of orange and green, who was sending her people right 
and left in her eagerness to retain £[>r the night all trarellers hj 
the stage. 

The diligence stopped for good at the Cignale d'Oro, and I 
thought that I conld do no hotter. The inn folk came round me 
eyeing me wiih some amazement and with some suspicion ; hut 
an Italian's first impulse is always one of ready kindness ; the 
vociferous padrona softened her voice for. me, her household 
smiled on me, and. when I asked them for a little bed where 
I could sleep in peace, a black-browed damsel showed me up a 
w^ooden stair to a little bare chamber with a radiant gleam of her 
white teeth and laughter of her dusky eyes, such as might fairly 
Itave made sunshine in the shadiest place. 

That sunny smile of Italy ! — ^it has in it all the youth of the 
earth's golden ages-^all the faith oi man's first dreams of Ood. 

My little chamber was very bare, very narrow, with a floor of 
red brick and a casement that looked only on to a pigeon-house in 
the roof. But I had been used to simple ways of living, and I 
was very tired ; I wanted nothing but rest; and being young, 
rest came to me as soon as I stretched my limbs out and closed 
my eyes upon the hard grass mattress, 

I slept all night dreamlessly ; and when I awoke with the 
sun shining full on my face, and the pigeons, white and grey, 
pluming themselves upon the roof outside, I sprang iq> refreshed 
and feairless ; eager to begin again this strange new story of Ufe, 
whose first chapter I had read and turned down for ever when 
I had looked my last at sunset on Yerona. 

There is nothing in any after times, however radiant with 
pleasure or success those latter times may be, so petfectiy happy 
a»Uie -bi^oyfliit and fearless ignorance of the creatxire who iias 
ju3t left childhood for yottthjr- just firat thrust eut its -head -fipom 
the shell of dependence and ventured alone to survey with 
dazzled and delighted eyes the illimitable domain that lies in 
the mere Possible. 

To any other than myself it would have seemi^, as it had 
done to the Tirolean, that notliing in the whole range of human 
fate could be more desolate ot more appalling than my fete; 
there was a child of fifteen years let loose upon the world with a 
4ozen gold florins for her solitary po^essjon, without a friend^ 
without a refuge, and with no rektive in all humanity, except a 
father who had abandoned her, and of whom she knew not even 
80 much as whether he ^n^re living or were dead. 

I^othiug could well have been more lonely or less to be envied 
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Burely than t; find yet when I had flung the cold wAter OfBt 
myself and tossed the hair back over my shoulders^ and looked 
out of the window to say good morrow to the pigeons opposite, I 
laughed quite happily in the &ce of the bright day and was not 
afraid. 

It seemed to me that nothing could long go very ill in that 
freah spring air, in that warm living light, in that pleasant 
murmur of birds' wings, and of drowsy bees, that rose up- 
ward on tiie stillness of the city from the little garden coiirt 
below. 

It was early as I undid the wooden bar of my door and ran 
downstairs in the mirthful sunlight; but the padrona was up 
and about, and all her stout damsels at work with her, coming 
nnd going in their many-coloured garments to and fro in the 
brightness and the shadows of the open court and the sombre 
archways. 

Great turkeys were ruffling and strutting about the passages, 
hens were squatting by the stoves, a big white owl blinked his 
eyes on a butter tub, and grey rabbits ran between the swiftly 
flying feet of the inn-maidens as they vied in haste to obey the 
shrill commands of their mistress. 

In ihe square court they had set out the winter-housed store 
of lemon trees. 

There was a thread of water bubbling from a sculptured 
Medusa's mouth into a huge earthen amphora ; on the door sill 
an old woman was slicing carrots ; above her in the carved lintel 
was a Lucca della Eobbia worth its weight in gold : it was such 
a scene as might have stayed there unchanged since Guide had 
first dipped his brush in oils. 

I had aU the forenoon before me, and not liking to take up 
room there in that busy tavern, I wandered out to look a little 
at the city. 

A winding passage-way led from the court-yard straight out 
in front of the two leaning towers, with their coppersmith's 
workshops beneath them and above the clear blue sky of the 
Bomagna. 

It was about nine o'clock and a market-day, and all the town 
was astir,* throngs of busy, laughing, hurrying people were 
crying their goods aloud, or lustily chaffering for the goods of 
others; whilst around them were those old sun-burned waUs, 
those dim gigantic frescoes, those austere arcades, those mighty 
stones that had borne the fires and the fiiries of a thousand years 
of sack and«iege. 
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Slules brayed, dogs barked, ponlfcry caokled, the charlatan 
screamed his sing-song recitative, the hawkers vaunted their 
dried pnmpkin s^s, their little fried alardi, or their barrowful 
of many-<;olonred woollen socks and kerchiefs ; the bells clanged 
sonorously, the old scriveri held solemn court within their dens, 
the peasants rode in on their asses laden with cabbages or with 
poultry ; the ringing hammers of the countless coppersmiths and 
pewterers resounded from a hundred workshops ; and it was all 
life, mirth, tumult, business; and amidst it all rose the old 
unfinished mournful pile of the Duomo, the ancient palaces with 
beggars' rags fluttering from the balconies, the slantmg shafts of 
the twin towers, the arched footways brown and sear with the 
passing of a thousand generationsi 

In the gay suiilight it was not so terrible as in the darkness 
of night ; but it was perhaps more melancholy still. 

I wandered on and on, looking now at the contention of some 
buyer and seller under the leal£em awning of a market-stall, 
and now at the grandeur of some decaying fresco dying slowly 
of neglect and age above on the sculptured houses. 

I stood gazing up at the Garisendii, where it leaned above 
against the delicate blue of the immense Eomagna skies, whilst 
beneath in their dusky workshops the brawny bare-armed 
coppersmiths beat the ruddy metals, their hanmiers rising and 
fEiUing with steady and deafening rhytlim. 

I stood gazing at the Gkuisend^ and the Assinelli that in their 
day had seen the slender hands of Properzia de' Boss! at work 
upon the monumental marbles \ and had heard the last Benti- 
voglio called from his workshop to a crown ; and had watched 
the scholars come from all far countries — from wild Ireland, 
away in the mbts of the northern seas, as from fountain-fllled 
Damascus rose-girt on the edge of the desert, — trooping by 
thousands and tens of thousands to pace the stones and learn the 
lore of the great Academy. 

I loitered long in the old stone labyrinths of the Bentivoglie's 
city. It awed me, it oppressed me, yet it allured me. 

The Past is very gaunt and grim in the old University, l at it is 
noble for all that. It is like the lofty skeleton of a dead knight 
wrapped in the black cloak of the Misericordia. 

The people chattered with me gladly ; and told me where to 
And the lUffael, the Guide, the Domenichino, the Tanni, above 
all their darlings — the Carracci. 

In Verona I had felt but little of the genius of the place. 
Verona had foiigotten so much ; the foe's heel had stamp^ out 
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bcr bmin ; and besides, her great Paolo, ages ago, was stolon 
utterly from her by wanton Venice. 

But here in Bologna it was beautiful to find how dear and 
living to them their three Brethren were. 

Stcndahl was astonished to find his cobbler in Bologna able to 
tell him all sorts of traits of the Carracci, and really full of 
sorrowful reminiscences, because Luigi had died of grief at some 
bad drawing of his own in the angel of the Enunciation. 
Stendahl adds that a cobbler in Paris weuld have had a gilt 
chair in his shop, but would have told you nought of Greuze or 
of Gro§. 

It is just this tenderness of the past and knowledge of it, 
which make the Italian populace unlike any other under the 
sun : — in these peoples' eyes there are always dreams, and in 
their memories there is always greatness. 

Wandering full of these thoughts, vivid and yet confused in 
my brain, the hours sped away uncounted by me. 

That there was pain or danger or singularity in my position, 
I had utterly forgotten. I was only glad to be free and to be 
amidst these places which had lived so long for me only in the 
light of imagination and of history. 

I was standing under the Garisendii picturing that old 
academic life and thinking how good the days of a student must 
have been in those times when the meaning of scholarship had 
just touched the world with its light ; I was just standing there, 
when the voices of men and women beside me caught my ear, 
speaking of an opera which had been given the previous night 
with unusual pomp before all the great people of the Romagna. 

Its name arrested me ; for it was the Alkestis. 

<' A German opera! " said one with a shn^ of his shoulders. 
** We have te swallow it." - 

'< Nay^ it is fine music; music that has held all the stages of 
Europe forty years," said another. **And it is more Italian 
than anything ; the man studied always in Milan ^" 

*' But what good thing has he written since?" 

" Mere roJ«," grumbled the first speaker. " It is that which 
beats me; and he gets such prices 1^ — ^he is as rich as all the 
Ghetto — ^whilst look at our Rossini." 

** Those German hogs get all the truffles of Europe," said the 
other with a sigh. **But there is this Rothwald, the guest of 
the Grand Duke, to-day, and to-morrow of the Cardinal, and 
what not, and good Italums starving their naked bones over a 
pinch of charcoal in their jcarrets, with more melody in Uieir 
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do, re, me, as they sing to themselves as they saunter about, 
than this fellow in all his long lifetime." 

** Caro, caro, be just," laughed the others. *' The Alkestis is 
perfect, quite perfect ; our others settled that long ago ; but then 
of course it is due to Milan, since he studied there. Rothwald 
is a great old man, that we are bound to confess, and his music 
is as fresh to-day as though some youngster had just penned it. 
The chorus people sang his great Cora degli Dei, under his win* 
dow in the Palace this monung early. He was quite touched ; 
he came out into the balcony, and there threw down a Jiandful 
of gold whilst they tossed him carnival flowers." 

I heard, and my cheek burned, and my heart beat high with 
hatred : I thought of Ambrogib Bufl as 1 had left him stooping 
over his wretched and solitary hearth. 

** They honour Rottwald like that ? ** t cried to the students, 
heedless who my hearers were, as it was my careless childish 
fashion to be, everywhere and always. 

They looked at me in surprise, and no doubt I had a strange 
enough aspect, glowing in my purple and yellow against the 
darkness of the coppersmiths' dens, and above me the quaint 
Oarisend^. 

"Why not, signorina?" they cried gaily to me, possibly 
amused at the rage of disdain that doubtless quivered over au 
my face. "Because he is a Tedesco? — ^a good reason, we 
grant." 

f Because he was a traitor ! " I said to them, and then could 
say no more, but turned away with a burning face and a 
swelling heart, for there seemed to rise before me the broken- 
hearted, weary, death-stricken form of my dear old master, and 
the thought of this man who had betrayed him was unbearable 
to me; tiiis man, who dwelt in princes' palaces, and scattered 
gold broadcast^ and received the songs and the flowers of the 
nation he had robbed. 

In the fury against injustice and the passion of longing to 
redress it, which are part and parcel of all youth that is at all 
generous or at all unworldly, I felt strong enough to force my 
way to the palace itself up high on the hill there amongst the 
cypresses, and fling the truth in the face of this peijurer whose 
lie had been for forty years fair and fruitful before the world. 

"Oh! why does God let such things be?" I cried in the 
rebellion of my heart against the cruelty of creation, as I dropped 
down under a little shrine in a twisting passage-way out of the 
public square. 
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Bologna had lost its charm for me; it seemed onljr a gredt 
darky dusty, noisome, crael place, with its strange city of the 
dead walled up heyond its gates. 

What was it to me that my old master sat alone by a wretched 
hearth whilst the man who had betrayed him was feasted by 
cardinals and honoured by nations ? What was it to me ? 

Nothing indeed. 

And yet I sobbed bitterly as I turned £rom the streets into an 
old dark church, ashamed that the people should see the tean 
upon my cheeks. 



CHAPTER Vni. 

THB VAIDEirHAIB. 

Thb church was quite empty: an immense naked marble 
desolation, with a white Christ looming yast and sad above 
tJie altar. 

I sat down on an oaken bench and cried my heart out, as the 
children say : most for the cruelty of Ambrogio's fate, but also a 
little for the utter loneliness of my own. 

I had little hope of finding my father; and if I found him, 
how could I tell he would not disown a little travel-stained 
penniless wanderer, as he had disowned the child with the 
peacock's plumes in the painting chamber of the Yeronese 
students P 

I dreaded his calm cold smile; I dreaded his icy incredulous 
response; I resolved within myself, if I found him not at 
Florence, to seek him no more, but to go on and try my fortunes 
at Eome. 

Tor once, when I had sung in the streets to a little knot of 
people in Verona, an old man had come up to me and had told 
me he was the director of the Corea, and had bidden me, if ever 
I had a mind to appear in public, to betake myself to him there 
in the Eternal City. 

'< Might I not help you a little, illustrissima ? " said a gentle, 
timid voice. I started, and saw the young Tirolean, the bright 
colour in his costume glowing in the gloom of the dusky aisles. 

I was not sorry fop companionship, yet I was wounded to be 
seen in my sorrow. I stared at him stupidly through my tears. 
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" You did not stay at Padova, then ? " I aiked him at length, 
teeing that he seemed more ashamed than I. 

" No, signorina/' he answered shyly, and then was stilL 

" You have husiness in Bologna? '' 

^*No." 

He spoke with downcast eyes, and swept the dust of the paye- 
ment with the long plnmes in his hat. 

^* I was sorry for the little eccellenza/' he stammered hnmhly. 
^' And it seemed so terrible for her to be alone ; so yonng, and 
with such a face as that; and so I dared to travel on with her. 
I was on the roof of the diligenza all the way from Padova." 

Thfin he w(*s silent; lifting, timidly, his brown, honest, dog- 
like eyes, that were wistful l£ke a dog's that dreads a beating. 

But I was too used to the comradeship of II Squarcionino and 
all his boyish brethren to be in any whit embarrassed by this act 
of the young mountaineer. I took it as a kindly piece of 
thoughtMness, no more. 

" It was very good of you," I said, brightening a little, " and 
— and — ^it is true, I am all alone. But no one would hurt me — 
why should they F I am not afraid." 

'* The little iUustrissima is hardly more than a child," mur- 
mured Marco Rosas, with a pity in his look I did not oompre* 
hend. ''It is so damp and cold in this church. Would the 
signorina oome a litde in the country? There is a great 
Madonna here to see, they say, and the day is long." 

I hesitated a moment, then consented. What harm could 
there be ? And anything was better than being alone; and the 
young man was so genUe, so simple, and so frank, that he 
seemed to me only like a bigger Eaffaelino. 

So out of the gates I went into the white wide country, with 
the sun on its dusty roads, along which the baUock wagons were 
crawling. 

Anywhere else I should have been stared at— in my yellow 
and violet, with the hood lying on my shoulders and my hair 
uncovered to the sun, and the young XJnterinntilialer in his 
picture-like dress of velvet, and broad red sash,- and hat witli 
the drooping myrtle-green plume. 

But in Itely — blei^ed Italy — no one noticed. 

There is such immunity from observation in a country where 
colour is a household fairy brightening every rent and nnn, in 
lieu of an unknown god at once dreaded and derided. 

So I went on in the sunshine along the road that leads to the 
Madonna of S. Luca high on her green hilL 
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We made our obeisance at her shrine, and gazed through the 
wonderM breadth of the plains with their countless cities and 
towns, and the low lines of the circling mountains lying curve 
on curve in endless undulation. 

Then we came down from the height and wandered whither 
we knew not exactly amongst freshTtumed fields and vines just 
set with leaf, and orchards of olive and mulberry, where many a 
little quiet paese nestled with white-walled houses and red- 
roofed dovecotes. At one of these poderi there was a woman 
with a merry handsome face and a scarlet kirtle sitting spinning 
on the top of a flight of steps under a dark archway hung wit£ 
convolvulus. 

Marco Bosas asked her if she could give us a draught of 
milk. 

She assented joyfully, and brought out not only milk but 
honey and pomegranates and black sweet bread, and set them 
out on a stone bench on the top of the step under the con« 
volvulus; and would have us eat there and then, she spinning all 
the while and telling us her own history and her grandmother's 
before her, looking across the great sunny plains that stretched 
away like the sea-green ocean, some white tower rising here and 
there out of the sun-mist like a se^uU on the wing. 

She was a cheery, good-hearted creature ; she lived on the 
most wondrous battle-field of all Europe, but she knew nothing 
of that; she only knew that her ^^s sold well in Bologna 
market, and her bit of land was fruitful, and her husband was a 
good man though careless, and her olive-trees had been bit by the 
irost and would bear ill that summer. 

We had a pleasant hour with her there on the sunny steps 
facing the low tumbled crests of the Apennines, hyacinth-huel 
in the clear spring weather. ... 

We bade her farewell with many good wishes on either side, 
and went on our way to th0 city. The sun was not far from its 
sotting. 

Baring those long sauntering walks the TTnterinnthaler had 
told me still more.about himself and his birthplace in the high 
mountains. 

As we drew under the city walls hebegan to speak ajgain,. and 
a little confusedly, of his country, of hS home, of his people. 
His miUet-fields and his mountain cattle were dearer. to him thtm 
all the dead glories of Bologna. 

''The chalet is large," he told me, "and Anton, my brother, 
is a good, gentle lad. There is a great store of linen, for my 
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tno&er and W nso&er before her were great spinners; and 
there is some lil^e silyer in the plate chest, for onr people 
have been there for generations. It is not so very cold in the 
winter-time, for everywhere we have double windows, and we 
can iifford to burn as many oak logs as we like. And then 
inihe spring it is so beautifiil — all the waters kapingaa though 
they were mad, and the loose snows rushing, thundering down, 
and the cattle lowing with delight to get once more up on their 
pastures, and the hyacinths and gentian springing up every- 
where-^oh, signorina, you do not know how beautiful it; is upon 
our mountains then ! " 

''No doubt," I answered him, dreamily, my thoughts not 
being with him. 

"Much more beautiful than all this! " he said, with a sweep 
outward of his hand to the country. " Here it is just maple 
and mulberry, mulberry and maple, over and over i^ain, and 
those endless vineyards everywhere — so flat, so pale and tiresome.** 

"H'o doubt,** I said again to him, indifferent, watching the 
white bullocks come through the gates with an open wagon of 
the past year's hay. 

He was silent a little while; then he spoke again; his voice 
was swift and low. 

'' Signorina, did ever you hear of a tale that our priest told 
us oiice? Tl^re.were terrible times across the mountains, 
amongst the Francesi, I think, and the peasantry rose against 
the aristocrats, and everywhere they slew the nobles; and at 
one place the nobles were drowned by thousands in a river. Do 
you know?" 

V You mean the Noyades of Nantes P *' 

'' It may be. I cannot tell the name. It was in some time 
of revolution, and they did not spare even the women. All the 
wives and daughters and mothers of the nobles were bound an.i 
flung into the water* There was only one way that anyone of 
those young noble maidens oould be spared; it was if one of the 
men of ^e populace asked and took her in mariia gO ' ■ * * 

He stopped abruptly. I, g;athering some tufts of maidenhair 
off the city wall, laughed a little. 

" The waters were better, I should think. Well? ** 

" Signorina,'* he began once more, and as I looked up, 
astonished at the tremulous sound in his voice,. I saw his eyes 
fastened on me in pathetic entreaty, still as of a dog that prays 
.of you not to beat him. ''Signorina, I have been thinking. 
It is almost as ill with you as with those young noble FranoeaA 
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maidens. Tou are all alone, and you haye no home and no 
friends — jou haye told me so ; and surely your father cannot be 
Amongst the living, or he had never been silent so long. Now, 
I am only a mountaineer, I know that, and ignorant, and alto- 
gether beneath you, and yet if you will let me give you mj 
home so long as ever — as ever — ^you want one. The world is 
bitter and bsui for a motherless child.'' 

He paused and grew very red, then huiried on with his ex- 
planation. 

" I meant — if you would come to us — my mother is so good : 
tbe little illustrissima would get to care for her ; and tbo place 
is humble indeed, but sweet and wholesome — and safe. I would 
go straight back with the donzella, and not rest till she was safe 
with my mother on the mountains. And I — ^I know well the 
donzella would never look at me, never think of me — I should 
never dream of it. But if she would only let me be of use to 
her, only let me put a roof over her head, I should be so thank- 
ful ! I would serve her like a dog. For — for — in this one little 
short day I have got to love her so well ! " 

Then he stopped abruptly, and grew very white, and I could 
hear his quick hard breathing as we stood together outside the 
gates of Bologna in the red sunset light. 

My first impulse was that of ungrateful waywardness. 

"What ! escape from Verona only to end my gorgeous dreams 
in a peasant's shieling on northern mountains ! I, who had set 
my face to the golden south, dreaming of my Sordello of the 
winter's masque, of my Eomeo of the fairy roses. 

I am ashamed to say that, like a spoilt and cruel child as I 
was, I flashed on him a contemptuous glance and laughed aloud. 

The moment my laughter had struck on the evening silence 1 
was sorry. I shall never forget the look on the frank fair face 
of Marco Bosas. 

'' The donzella is right and I was mad— no doubt," he mur- 
mured, humbly; then he fell behind, and followed me in silence 
through the gates into the grim old town. 

My heart smote me a little as I went. He had meant so well; 
perhaps it was cruel in me to wound him. 

I heard his slow firm tread behind me until I had passed into 
the open court of the Cignale d'Oro. 

Then he stopped, and his voice — quite changed in tone— mut- 
tei-edinmyear*- 
^ ** Signorina, I will never see your &ce again. Say you for* 
give me once ? ' > 
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I turned and looked at him, relenting a little. It nras so 
absurd; and jet some sense of his thorough goodness, of his 
perfect simplicity and sincerity, stole on me and moved me 
despite myself. 

I stretched my hand out to him with the little shaking 
maidenhair as a peace-offering. 

"You were very good," I said to him, half laughing, half 
crying. **I thank you very much indeed; only, it was so 
absurd, you know; — go away and forget me; pray, pray do, or 
I shall be so sorry ! " 

He took the Httle tuft of grasses and looked at me with a 
wistful sadness in his eyes that haunted me for many an hour 
after. 

'* I shall never forget, dear signorina. Never— till I die." 

Then he bent his head very low, and turned away, and 
left me. 

One little short day, and a life was won ! 

I felt a strange thnll of conscious power, yet a sense of somo 
wrong thing done by me, as I watched him pass wearily through 
the entrance passage and disappear into the blackness of the 
shadow. 

I let him go in silence, and went upstairs to my little room 
under the eaves. 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE SNOW-IXOWEB. 

I WAS pained and yet incensed. 

It seemed as though all the cares and sorrows of mature years 
crowded in on me in one moment. I had been so happy in my 
Heedless goodfellowship with any one who smiled on me, and 
was willing to be idle and mirthful with me for an hour. 

I do not know how others have been moved by the first utter- 
ance of love to them ; but to me it brought a weary sense of 
burdensome power and of lost liberty. All the- golden hazy 
glory of my &ture seemed to have &oLed suddenly. The ftiture 
was only now to me a blank uneertainiy, which might hold any- 
thing-Hur nothing. 

All the gay elastic hopefulness of the previous day was gone 
from me. I leaned on tiie edge of m^ litue qasement, tired, and 
with a^ aching heart* 
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It W9A another red aiid gold eyenlng. 

The voices were merry in the oortile below. The little boy of 
the house played dominoes with his granddam on the stone steps. 

The pa^na and her maidens hurried in and out, for the inf 
was fall <^ traydlers passing through towards Padova and Yenice 
andlOlan. 

The whole was a little bright busy picture in the sombreness 
of this great old city, which had seen so much bloodshed, so 
much genius, so much woe, so much splendour, and now lired 
on, on its past, as childless greybeards do alone amidst their 
palaces. 

I had no heart any more that day for the streets of Bologna. 
I shut myself in my little chamber and watched the pigeons 
plume themselves upon the roof, and heard the chattering, 
laughing voices down below, and vexed my soul as young things 
will over the perplexities and the cruelties of human life. 

The warm simset was just tinging the solemn greys of the 
city into all manner of tender hues, when above the clatter of 
the voices I heard the little shrill voice of the child of the inn 
erying as he ran out into the court,-— 

" Oh, mother, mother; give me a scudo— just one to spend to< 
night.'; 

*Tie, you naughty soul!" grumbled the mother; "you are 
always spending money. You will come to no good, Berto. The 
Prate says you do not know your alfabetli, and you with those 
blessed Scolopi Fathers over two years ! " 

*' Give me a scudo, mother ! " pleaded the little lad. ** Only 
one I I will win it back at ruzzola to*morrow.*' 

"Oh, I dare say," sighed the padrona; "all my dear littlif 
cheeses bowled away down the streets. You are a wicked one, 
Berto, and you my only child, and I a widow ; seven years old 
too, asyouarel" 

" Give me a scudo! " cried Berto, dinging to her skirts, and, 
in fine, helping himself mthout more ado ^om the leathern 
pouch that hung at her girdle. 

"What is it for, B^o?'' she asked, catching the duld by 
hit long hair* 

" Pascaril, mother mine I " shouted the little scapegrace, who 
might have seven y^ars at the uttermost. " To-night— just to- 
night — and then on to Florence. Will you come toa? 1)0^ 
motheri" 

" I do not mind if I do," said the padrona, casting her lace veil 
•bouther head. ** There is only that li^fle donzella in the hous^. 
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and two (reders from Ferrara, I do not mind if I do. Fascar^l 
is as good as a winning nuttiber at lottery. Here, Fasquiij Gilli^ 
Mirta,''— 

She called ber maidens round her, and set liiem their tasks of 
cooking, Bpiiinitig^ potiltry-feeding, and the like, standing in a 
cirfele of red light in the black and white paved court under my 
easement, and then went out with her little son down into the 
dusky tunnel of the passage-way. 

Pascar^l ! the name bewildered and yet comforted me. What 
^ouM it be, I wondered ; a game, a show, a dance, or the name 
of a living creature P 

The name of the man who had chosen the bright melting snow 
as its emblem? — ^the snow-flower that glittered a day m the 
light, and then vanished ? 

Anyway it had a solace for me when I leaned there in the red 
evening, while the place grew quite still as the pigeons went to 
roost^ and the old chimes called to ve^ers, and the inn maidens 
ran to chatter within-doors to the Ferrarese as soon as their 
mistress's back was turned. 

Whatever it might be, this mystical Pascarftl, it went before 
me southward to Florence. If it were only a snow-flower, that 
would melt at a touch, it seemed to me better than all the death- 
less flowers of Paradise. 

As I leaned there watching the silvery birds fly against the 
reddened sky, I thought — why I do not know^-K)f Properzia de* 
EossL ' 

I knew her stoiy. I had often pondered over it, and looked 
at the delicate sad face of her, with its drooped lids and its 
Hadonna's eyes. She had dwelt here, in this mighty Bologna ; 
and Bologna had made her its saint and sovereign whilst her 
^ort Y^Q lasted, and in her death had mourned her almost as 
Home Baffaelle. 

' A slender, dainty, girlish thing, she had a name of power even 
in tliat'age of giants. She dared to wield, and to wield well, 
the chisel and the burin in the days when Michaelangelo and 
Uarcantonio held them as their sceptres. Her city honoiired 
her, and' the envy and injury of Amico gave h6r the surest 
warranty of triumph. 

And yet, — she had no joy in any of it; she won one by one 
all the laurels only to And them bitter on her lips; the marbles 
chilled her as though they were dead children, and the shouts of 
tlie Bomagnese homage were dull and without music on her ears. 
For why P for this; — so little and yet all That one, only in 

h2 
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tbe city'fl width, saw no beaaty in her, and no wonder ia her 
deeds : and this one, — alone of them all, — she loved. 

And he, not knowing, and when knowing, cariog nothing, but 
turning away his beautiful cold face into the light of others' 
smiles, Properzia grew weary of her work, and changed to hate 
her lavisli gifts of nature ; and left undone the public sculptures 
she had sought so eagerly; and would not for all the city's 
wooing use her power again, but drew herself in from life and 
light Uke a sea-nower that is thrown by tempest on the rocks. 
And so, when Clement came into Bologna to crown great Charles, 
and asked, as the first of all the wonders of the place, for that 
Properzia whose fame had spread from sea to sea in Italy, the 
Bolognese, weeping bitterly, could only lead him to the hospital 
to look upon the fair dead body of a girl. 

I thought of her wistfully as the tawny evening colours spread 
themselves like an emperor's pall over the desolate city. 

I only saw the beauty and the sadness of the story. What 
there was of evil in it passed by me ; the passion and the shame 
shadowed out in Hiat terrible sculpture, which was the last her 
genius wrought, had no meaning for me; of the poison of 
unrequited desire which had burned up and ruined all the deli- 
cate grace and innocent loveliness of her nature and her life, I 
had no sense or suspicion. 

I was only sorry for her — dead all those centuries before — 
here in the city of Guide. And a strange new wonder awoke 
and thrilled in me; — what could it be, this marvellous thing 
called Love which had thus killed her? 

And then I thought, — I knew not why, — of the dark and 
tender eyes of the Florentine Masquer. 

The owl had awoke from his watch-tower on the tub, and had 
begun to boom to and fro hunting bats through the shadows of 
the angles and roofs. 

The deep bell of the Misericordia boomed over Bologna in the 
stillness. The old woman, spinning at her wheel, stopped t« 
cross herself and say a prayer or two for the poor passing 
soul. 

I saw the stars come out, and thought of Tiow they were shin- 
ing there away across the pl^dns on those lowly graves beneath 
the shadow of the Alps ; and then I threw myself wearily on the 
little bed, and cried myself to sleep. 

At daybreak I rose and went down and paid my slender score. 
Then I bade them farewell, and went out into the white an4 
glistening light that heralds morning in the Italian plains. 
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An hoar later I was on my way across the wild gorges of the 
hills to Florence. 



CHAPTER X. 

LA. BEIKE BTT IIOTENAOB* 

AxL day long, and all night long, the heavy diligenza creaked 
and rolled upon its course over the grey heights, and through the 
dusky ravines of the Apennines. 

I slept and dreamed, and woke and gazed, and slept and 
dreamed again ; it was all hlent to me in a confused tumult of 
light and darkness, rest and pain. 

It was again daylweak, when, with a shock and a dull crash, 
the great vehicle reeled over on its side and fell hroken and 
crushed upon the stony way, the poor heasts struggling under 
their entangled weight of leather, rope, and links of brass. It 
had been urged too swiftly down a steep and angular slope. 

I rose wiUi a confused sense of pain, but I had received no 
hurt. 

There were stir and strife and lamentation. Then some one 
told me that it would be hours ere the vehicle could be again 
upon the road, and that it were better to go on foot to Florence : 
we were on the hill-side, not a league away, and very soon 
night would have fellen. They pointed me the way ; I followed 
it; a rough road winding between high stone walls, descending 
Always abruptly, and without beauty, white with dust, and 
rugged to the feet ; above, a wondrous sky ; sapphire blue in the 
senith, all to westward glowing with a million cloud-flecks of 
intensest rose; the rose of the deep carnation buds when they 
blush into life with the spring of the year. 

I followed patiently the windings of the path, always between 
the pale stone walls, a little solitary figure, purple and pellow, as 
though the violets and crocuses of tiie woods had dress^ me. 

Suddenly, with a sharp bend, the road sheered downward into 
a wide valley, white and grey wit^ the blossoming woods of the 
olive. In the midst of that silvery sea was stretched the fairest 
city of all the empires of the world. 

The sun was setting. 

Over the whole Valdamo there was everywhere a faint ethe- 
real i|;olden mist that rose from the water and the woods. 
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The town floated on it as upon a lake ; her spires, and domes, 
and towers, and palaces bathed at their base in its amber waves, 
and rising upward into the rose-hued radiance of the upper air. 
The mountains that encircled her took all the varying hues of 
the sunset on their pale heights until they flushed to scarlet, 
glowered to violet, wavered with flame, and paled to whiteness, 
as the opal bums and fades. TVarmth, fragrance, silence, love« 
liness encompassed her ; and in the great stillness the bell of the 
basilica tolled slowly in the evening call to prayer. 

Thus Florence rose before me. 

A strange tremor of exceeding joy thrilled through me as I 
beheld the reddened shadows of Uiose dose-lying roofs, and those 
marble heights of towers and of temples. At last my eyes 
gazed on her I — the daughter of flowers, the mistress of art, the 
nursing mother of liberty and of aspiration. 

I feu on my knees and thanked God. I pity those who, in 
such a moment, have not done likewise. 

My eyes were dim, but my heart was strong, and beat h^h 
with hope as I rose and stumbled down the rugged way, on- 
wards, to the entrance of her gates; always with the great dome 
shining before me in the golden haze ; always with the douds 
light as a breath, scarlet as a flame, hovering above me in the 
windless air. 

The afterglow was still warm in the heavens when I readied 
the city walls and entered the shadows of her historie streets. 

I wandered all the evening, unconsdous of &tigue, until tiie 
6ti*eets were aU ablaze with lights, and all astir with people, I 
remembered then, for the flrst time, that it was the last Domeniea 
of the year's CamivaL 

The great white Seasons of the Santa Trinitk rose l&esnow 
against the gdden:air. Monte OUveto towered dark against the 
rosy glory of the west. There was a sweet sea wind blowing 
which fanned out as it went all the spiced odours of the phar* 
macicsy and all the sc^its of the budding w(K>ds. The shops of 
the goldsmiths, and mosaic sellers, and alabaster workers gleamed 
and sparkled in the light Everywhere there was some beauty, 
some fragrance, some treasure ; and above it all rose the wondrous 
shaft of the campanile, glancing like gold and ivory in the 
sun. 

Where lies the secret of the spell of Florence ?-^a spell that 
strengthens, and does not fade with time P 

It is a strange, sweet, zubtlechanttt thtft mak^ those %ho 
love her at all love her with a passionate, dose-clinging Mlh in 
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her as ibe fairest thing tiiat men haye ever bitilded inhere she 
lies amidst tier lily- whitened meadows. 

Perhaps it is because her story is so old, and her beaaly is so 
young. 

Behind her lie such abysses of mighty memories. Upon her 
is shed such radiance of sunlight and of life. The stones of her 
are dark with the blood of so many generations, but her air is 
bright witii the blossoms of so many flowers ; even as the eyes of 
her people have in them more sadness than lies in tears, whilst 
their lips hare the gayest laughter that ever made music in, the 
weariness of the world, . . 

Eome is terrible in her old age. It is the old age of a mighty 
murderess of men. About her there is ever the scent of death ; 
the abomination of desolation. She was, in her days of power 
and of sorcery, a living lie. She called herself the mother of 
fireed Qien, and she conceived but slaves. The shame of her and 
the sin cling to her still, and the blood that she shed makes 
heavy and horrible the air that she respires. Her head is crowned 
with ashes, and her lips, as they mutter of dead days, breathe 
pestilence. 

But Florence, where she sits throned amidst her meadows 
white with lilies, Plorence is never terrible, Florence is never 
old. In her in£sinoy they fed her on the manna of freedom, and 
that fiairest food gave her eternal youth. In her early years 
she worshipped ignorantly indeed, but ixuly always the day-star 
of liberty; and it has been with her always so that the light 
i^ed upon her is stiU as the light of morning. 

Does this sound a fanciful folly ? Kay, there is a real truth 
in it 

The past is so close to you in Florence. You touch it at 
every step. It is not the dead past that men bury and t^en 
foi'get. It is an unquenchable thing; beautiful, and fiill of 
lustre, even in the tomb, like the gold from tiie s^ulchres of the 
Etruscan kings that shines <»l /&e breast of some Mr living 
woman, undimmed by the dust and the length of tiie ages. 

The music of the old greatness thrills tbrough all the com- 
monest things of life like the grilli's chant ^ough the wdoden 
cages on Ascension Day; and, like the isloilg of the giilU, its 
poetry stays in the warmth <^ the common hearth for ^e ears 
hi the little children, and loses no^ng of its melody. 

The beauty of the past in Florence is like the beauty of th« 
great Duomo. 

About the Dfiomo there is stir and strife at aU times; crowds 
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come and go; men buy and sell; lads laugh and fight; piles 
of fruit blaze gold and crimson ; metal pails dash down on the 
stones with sbillest clangour; on the steps boys play at domi- 
noes, and women give their children food, and merry maskers 
grin in carnival fooleries ; but there in their midst is the Duomo 
all unharmed and undegiuded, a poem and a prayer in one, its 
marbles shining in the upper air, a thing so majestic in its 
strength, and yet so human in its tenderness, that nothing can 
assail, and nothing equal it. 

Other, though not many, cities have histories as noble, 
treasuries as vast ; but no other city has them living and ever 

E resent in her midst, familiar as household words, and touched 
y every baby's hand and peasant's step, as Florence has. 

Every line, every rood, every gable, every tower, has some 
story of the past present in it. Every tocsin that sounds is a 
chronicle ; every bridge that unites the two banks of the river 
unites also the crowds of the living with the heroism of 
the dead. 

In the winding dusky irregular streets, with the outlines of 
their logge and arcades, and the glow of colour that fills their 
niches and galleries, the men who "have gone before" walk 
with you; not as elsewhere mere gliding shades clad in the 
pallor of a misty memory, but present, as in their daily lives, 
shading their dreamful eyes against the noonday-sun or setting 
their brave brows against the mountain wind, laughing and 
jesting in their, manful mirth and speaking as brother to 
brother of great gifts to give the world. AH this while, though 
the past is thus close about you the present is beautiful also, and 
does not shock you by discord and unseemliness as it will ever 
do elsewhere. The throngs that pass you are the same in like- 
ness as those that brushed against Dante or Calvacanti; the 
populace that you move amidst is the same bold, vivid, fearless, 
eager people with eyes full of dreams, and lips braced close for 
war, which welcomed Vinci and Cimabue and fought from 
Montaperto to Solferino. 

And as you go through the streets you will surely see at every 
step some colour of a fresco on a wall, some quaint curve of a 
bas-relief on a lintel, some vista of Komanesque arches in a 
palace court, some dusky interior of a smith's forge or a wood- 
seller's shop, some Eenaissance seal ring glimmering on a trader's 
stall, some lovely hues of fruits and herbs tossed down together 
in a Tre Cento window, some gigantic mass of blossoms being 
borne aloft on men's shoulders for a church festivity of rosesi 
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iomething at every step that has some beauty or 6oiL\e charm io 
ity some graciousness of the ancient time, or some pcetry of the 
present hour. 

The beauty of the past goes with you at every step in 
Florence. Buy eggs in the market, and you buy them where 
Donatello bought those which Ml down in a broken heap before 
the wonder of the crucifix. Pause in a narrow bye-street in a 
crowd and it shall be that Borgo Allegri, which the people bo 
baptised for love of the old painter and tiie new-bom art Stray 
into a great dark church at evening time, where peasants teU 
their beads in the vast marble silence, and you are where the 
whole city flocked, weeping, at midnight to look their last upon 
the face of their Michael Angdlo. Pace up the steps of the palace 
of the Signorill and you tread the stone that felt the feet of him 
to whom so bitterly was known '' ewni e duro ealle, h scendere 
^l saitr per Valtriii 8cale.'* Buy a knot of March anemoli 
or April arum lilies, and you may bear them with you through 
the same city ward in which the child Ghirlandajo once played 
amidst the gold and silver garlands that his father fashioned for 
the young heads of the Eenaissance. Ask for a shoemaker and 
you shall find the cobbler sitting with his board in the same old 
twisting, shadowy street way, where the old man Toscanelli 
drew his charts that served a fair-haired sailor of Genoa, called 
Columbus. Toil to fetch a tinker through the squalor of San 
Niccolo, and there shall fall on you the shadow of the beU-tower 
where the old sacristan saved to the world the genius of the 
2^ight and Day. Glance up to see tl^ hour of the evening time, 
and there, sombre and tragical, wiU loom above you the walls of 
the communal palace on which the traitors were painted by the 
brush of Sarto, and the tower of Giotto, fair and fresh in its 
perfect grace as though angels had builded it in the night just 
past, '' ofuT ella toglie aneora $ terta e nana" as in the noble and 
simple days before she brake the " cerehia antlca'* 

Everywhere there are flowers, and breaks of songs, and rills 
of laughter, and wonderful eyes that look as if they too, liko 
their Poets, had gazed into the heights of heaven and the depths 
ofheU. 

And then you will pass out at the gates beyond the city waUs, 
and all around you there will be a radiance and serenity of light 
that seems to throb in its intensity and yet b divinely restM, 
like the passion and the peace of love when it has aU to adore 
and nothing to desire. 

The water wiU be broad and gold, and darkened here and 
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there into shadows of porphyrine amber. Amidst the grey and 
green of the ^'Ve and acacia foliage there will arise the low pale 
roofs and flat-topped towers of innumerable Tillages. 

Everywhere tSere will be a wonderful width of amethystine 
hills and mystical depths of seven-ohorded light. Above, masses 
of rosy doud will drift, like rose leaves leaning on a summer 
wind. And, like a magic girdle which has shut her out from all 
the eurse of age and death and man's oblivion, and given her a 
youth uid- loveliness which will endure so long as the earth itself 
endures, there- will be the circle of the mountains, purple and 
white and golden, lying around Florence. - 

Who, having ImoAvn her, can forsake her for lesser loves? 

Who, having once abode with her, cau turn their faces from 
the rising sun and set the darkness of the hills betwixt herself 
an '^ them f 



CHAPTER XL 

THE HlDNIOHl PAIK, 

So beautiful was it all, so strange, so wild, so fantastic, that 
all hunger, fatigue, and fear were forgotten by me in its curious 
delight. I wandered on and on, asking nothing, only for ever 
looking and looking and looking. I thought that I had strayed 
over the border land that parts us from the past, and was amidst 
the breathing burning life of the Cinque Cento. 

By many and various streets — all made noble with frowning 
fortress, carven statues, walls massive and lofty as alpine dopes, 
ornament delicate and wonderful as frost on woven aspen boughs, 
— I came at length into a great square, which I needed none to 
tell me was the place where the soul of Savonarola had been sent 
forth on Are. For there the standard of the people rose on the 
tower of the Conunonwealth, and the lustrous moonlight lay 
calm and broad about the feet of the bronze Perseus, 

The Hercules and the David stood white and serene against 
the darkness ; the battlements of the magisterial palace were set 
iike jaws of iron hard against the night ; the moonshine caught 
the colours on the blazoned shields that edged the walls; the 
beautiful Judith knit her brows against i^e world from under 
the black arch of her log^a. How still it was Hh^ie, where only 
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tbe shapes of marble and of bronze kept watch and ward in the 
gathering-place of ihe Eepublic. 

Tet — ^a stone's ^irow, and all Florence langhed, and danced, 
and reeled, and sang, and giuned, and shouted in the open 
gallery of the Uffizi. A stone's throw,— and in the very shadow 
of the Yecchio standard, under the very gaze of the DonatellOi 
Florence in her wildest gaiety held her riot and her revelry. 

It was the midnight Fair of the Camiral. 

All the length of the arcade was filled with the bright and 
mofley throng. In open spaces on the flagstones the people 
were dancing to shrill clamour of fife and dram. Here a white 
Filatrice wiSi pewdered. Jfiice was whirled down by a scarlet 
Mephisto, and here an Arleochino all ablaze in squares of colour, 
spun round a black domino ready masked for the YegHone. 
There a d^bardeur, sunny^&ced and stout-limbed, toyed widi a 
Neapolitan PulcineUo; ani there a lithe oontadina, with eyes of 
jet, galloped like a Friuli filly down the pavement, linng oat a 
panting and piteous Stenterdlo. 

On either side in the niches between the marble figures were 
ranged the little gay canteens and stalls of the traders;; wines 
and straw work, and fiowers and woollen goods, and all the 
merchandise of the whole contado, were decked out with 
coloured lamps and painted devices, and streaming ribbons, and 
idl fanciful follies of gay ornamentation. 

Aloft on; a barrel, the charlatan^ in a fiourish of scarlet cloth, 
screamed forth the praises of his pharmacy and of his life-pills ; 
whilst his compeer of the lottery, in tissue of silver and a conical 
hat an arm's length high, with flaunting peacock's plumes, 
rattled his dice and shouted fbrth the winning numbers. Pea- 
sant girls with pcaathouse hats: of straw, grave fattori watching 
the soling jo£ their wares,, little-children hugging loads of «trao« 
siataunta, maskers flying.in a .blaze of. crackers, the peopW 
every where,, ia crowds, pushing, shouting, anticking, MKniing, 
but always in glee and always in good humour,, while here 
and there Amidst them some patrician idler sauntered with some 
miskesa of the.hour, masked, upon his arm, smiling together as 
they watched the humours of the fair. 

Amidst it all stood the white statues ; here the quiet face of 
Arretino,— -there the bold brows of the TJberti ; here the austere 
sadness of Bante, — there the old man's smile of Santf Antonino. 

And away at the far end. of the great gallery the white arches 
crossed each other high above against the blackness of the night ;■ 
and in the gleam of the tossing lamps the drooping bf^tmers^ of 
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the Lost liberties hung, ciimson as the blood of CadipaHin^ and 
Custozza; and oat further in the stiUness beyond the stone 
parapet rolled the broad moon*lightened Amo water; and above 
all were the clear skies, breathless as in summer, the eloquent 
luminous purple skies of a Florence night. 

This is how I saw the city first; this is howshe will lie in my 
heart and in my memories for ever. 

I was but a child ; I was entranced by the goodly chaos of 
mirth and colour, by the beautiful outlines, by the zestful mask- 
iQgy by the gaiety and the grotesqueness that were framed in 
that stately setting. 

I found a quiet nook under the marble shelter of the figure of 
old Taddeo Qaddi, and rested there and watched the whims and 
vagaries of the Florentines. 

It had grown quite late. I heard all the chimes of the 
belMes striking and ringing the twelfth hour of the night. 

Acrobats were tumbling, musicians were braying, the dancers 
were fiying faster and faster, the swift crackers were running 
along the stones like stars, the buyers and sellers were raising 
shriUer and shriller their damour, the winners at the lottery 
were darting hither and thither triumphant, hugging their 
prizes of wines and capons and kerchiefs and sugar-loaves ; and 
every now and then, amidst the noise and uproar, there would 
come a sweet, short ripple from a lute that broko in the air like 
sea spray ; or there would pass through the crowd young, bare- 
footed, with dreaming eyes that saw heaven afar off, and were 
blind to all the stir around him, some monk, with the head of 
Fra Angelico. 

For in Italy life is all contrast, and there is no laugh and 
love-song without a sigh beside them ; there is no velvet mask 
of mirth and passion without the marble mask of art and death 
near to it. For everywhere the wild tulip bums red upon a 
^niined altar, and everywhere the blue borage rolls its azure 
ivaves through the silent temples of forgotten gods. 

As I stood against the stone figure of old Taddeo, a man went 
by me swiftly, laughing, and chased by the people. He was olad 
in the gay and many-coloured dress of the Neapolitan Pulcinello, 
bound, no doubt, later on, for the YegHone. 

He had a scourge of bladders and little gilded bells in hie 
hand, and he struck his pursuers defUy, casting amongst them 
wild words of the shrewd Tuscan wit that is sharp and silver 
like the leaf of the Tuscan olive. 

The people flew after him, laughbg, tumbling, shouting, 
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frolicking, and as ihey diased bim called out| '' PascarellQ ! 
Pascarfl!" 

It was he who had given me the onyx. It was my Borneo of 
YcFona, my Florindo of the scarlet plume, and nnoonscioosly I 
sprang forwsurd and tried to touch him as he flew. 

Alas! it was in vain. 

He passed me like the wind, and caught a girl of the Casen* 
tino about the wabt, and whirled her into the maze of the 
waltzing. He did not notice me where I leaned in the grey 
shadow of old Oaddi ; and I soon lost him from sight in the 
mass of blending hues, and the strange, chiaroscuro of that 
shadowy ballroom, with its torch lights flaming amongst its 
banners and the blue night sky for its roof. 

A sense of deadly chUbiess and of blank disappointment stole 
over me. 

He was but a stranger, and I had seen his face but twice, and 
yet I was stung to a passionate grief and humiliation to think 
that he had passed me by and gone to fling about in the wild 
dancing that black-browed, red-kirtled contadina. 

The beauty and the frolic of the flmi were all over for me. 



CHAPTEE Xn. 

WITH XH£ WHO) CROCUS. 

I LEFT it with my eyes dim and my heart beating fkst with a 
rickening pain ; left it in the height of its revelry, the people 
streaming in faster and faster to join the merriment and take 
their chance at the lottery. 

I had no knowledge whither to go or where best to rest the 
night. I moved across the piazza without quite well knowing 
where I went, and casting one look behind me at the JudiUr. 
where she knit her. dark brows in scorn against ihe folly of it 
all, I left the square by a little dusky passage way. 

8ome man accosted me as I turned into the gloom, but I 
liunied on, my hood well over my fece, and he was in haste to 
reach the IJ&i and let me pass. In the street that is named o£ 
the vine I saw a little homeiy4ooking hostedry called the Silver 
Melon. I was very tired and sad now that the excitement of my 
entry into the city had passed by. I asked them if I could have 
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a tied tliere, and when tliey assented I or^pt lip to the little 
chamber that they offered me, and, after a litue 8paee» m^sd 
mystelf to deep with the-shonta of the populaoe and the strains of 
ihe mmio-in^e pHH'Sty hard hy Jkeeping the air astir all night 
and mingling with my dreams. - . 

When the daylight came^ a certain hope and gladness came to 
me with it.' - -• - ... . -^^o'. 

There was so much to see in <hi^ wondrdtur city, and I was so 
young, — and, after all, ihings wonld sorely go well with me. 

The people had always said that I was fair to see ; and those 
who knew had told me that I had a fbrtune in my voice. After 
all, I was in Florence, and I had a dozen hroad florins in gold, 
and I was a child, and I was not afraid* ' ' 

When I had broken my Bust, I left my little load' of clothed in 
pledge of my return, and went, 

"Where, wkite and wide, . 
Washed by the morning's water-gold, 
Florence lay out on the mountain wle." 

i . ■ ■ ' . . ; 

It was past ten by the clocks and belfiies, and a flood of sun- 
light streamed on theYaldamo. In its delicious brilliance I 
moved on and on and on, enthralled, entranced, in rapture ot 
the present, in meditation of the past. 

^'Blver, and bridge, and Mireet,.and square. 
Lay mine, as much at my bdck and call, 
Tlurough the live translucent bath of air. 
As the sights in the ''Aag^o crystal ball.** 

And of my magic crystal I was nev^ tired. 

All the town was astir, eager to make the uttermost of the 
last days of Carnival; The bells were ringing madly, in as 
much tumult and confusion of metal tosgues as ever called the 
Trades togethet in the old days for a raid upon Oltramo. The 
long, covered gallery of the Medician^' tyranny hung in the air 
like a black cloud; I thought of the day when to buUd it th^ 
had pierced through the cobble's dwelling, and- bad laid bare to 
the tyrant's eyes the beauty of CahaiUa Ittotelli. One seemi^ to 
see her sitting there in the litt^, dusky den, with the sifiell of 
the leather and the tic-tac of the shoemaker's hammer, her only 
companionship all through the weary hours, until the crash of 
the axes and mallets broke down the wall of the chamber, and, 
with the flood ef the daylight, let in so wondrous a blaze of 
changed fortune. Beneath it, on..the old bridge, the penthouses 
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of the jewellers and of the workers in gold and silver q[>arkled 
with colour and glistened with treasure, whilst the men and the 
mules pushed by, and to right and left through the arches shone 
the sunny stretch of the river, the trireme-like group of the 
boats cutting sharply and darkly against the gold. I thought of 
that awful morning when over that bridge there had ridden the 
gay young bridegroom of Buondelmonte, with the white garland 
on his golden locks, whilst at the feet of the statue of Mars the 
avengers had waited with naked blades and souls set hard on 
the slaughter. One seemed to hear the shiver of the steel against 
the marriage jewels, and to watch the Easter lilies fEdl, trampled 
on the blood-red stcmes. 

Everywhere the people were about, they had danced till day- 
dawn at the Veglione and ihe Eiera, what of that? — they tossed 
down a little red wine, and fastened new signal ribbons to their 
shoulders, and swept out in troops into the sunshine, ready 
again for the masquing and motley. There were bursts of 
music; notes of mandolines; ripples of laughter; chattering at 
all street corners; great clusters of scented roses torn from 
castello walls beyond the gates ; sweet clusters of rosy cyclamen 
blushing faintly like sea-shells ; baskets of yellow muscat grapes 
and great black %s, and the red hearts of cut pomegranates. 
And above all the warmth and stir, and glare, and mirth, and 
tumult, there rose the spiritual beauty of towers and spires, such 
as sculptors see in cities of their dreams, and on the high 
standards there flashed the scarlet cross of Florence that once had 
burned triumphant above even the walls of Rome herself. 

It was past noon as I came out on 'to the river's side, and saw 
to right and left of me, far as the eye could strain, the lovely 
reaches of the sun-burnished water, the near hills silver with 
olive, dark with ilex and cypress, and, isx^ fsx away, the green 
plains, the lines of Lombard poplars, the golden sea of light, the 
purple shadows of the mountains, sown with their countkss til^ 
lages and villas as a lake with the whiteness of its summer liUes. 

So near they looked, so ethereal, so worthy to be some mystib 
border land of Paradise, thoG6 soft Apensime and Carrara ran^s, 
lying fold on fold in their loveliness, that m^ steps were irre* 
sistibly drawn towards them until I had passed out through one 
of the city gates, and was in a wooded place upon the river, 
with deep il^ shadows above my head, and near me thickets of 
acacia, with their budding branches quivering in the light; and 
in the distance always tiiose soft dreamy hues of the Carrara 
marble flashing in -the noonday sun, ^ : 
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Theiiy being tired and warm, I eat down upon a stone bench 
where t^ trees grew very thickly and bordered a meadow sown 
at erery step with crocuses, until the grass was pale and purple 
with them. 

I did not think what was likely to become of me, nor of how 
little probable it was that I should find trace of my father and 
of riorio. I was only dreamily happy, half-stupidly conscious 
of the charm of the soft southern air and the spell of the stretching 
mountains. 

All was quite still : a rabbit scudded swiftly amongst the 
crocuses, nibbling here and there : a hawk flew by : beyond the 
canes that grew Slick by the water there were some sweet bells 
ringing away there where the grey shadows of Monte Murello 
sl'^ped upwards against the sun. 

After a while an old creature with a basket full of Boman 
lilies and Parma violets, came across the place where I sat. She 
cast some lilies into my lap, and called me her dear signorina, 
and begged of me a coin for the love of God. 

" Wlmt bells are those ? " I asked her, lifting the lilies, with 
their long green leayet, doubtfully, for I was too poor to buy 
them. 

"Perretola, dear signora," she said, sadly. "I was bom 
there eighty years ago. It is hard to live eighty years only to 
sell flowers for a bit of bread. It is a little place. Step out, 
and you can see it across the vines. Yes, the bells are flue. 
They rang when I was married. I thought marriage a fine 
thing. He was a worker in stone. He got into trouble in the 
old Duke's time when the French were about the place ; and was 
in pnson, and what not ; as if married men should do aught but 
find charcoal to boil the soup-pot — ^but it was the way of them 
all at that time. And now he is dead ; dead a matter of twenty- 
five year, and we are no nearer all the fine free things he used 
to be mad to talk of, at least so they prate ; and I sell lilies for 
a bit of bread- It was better in the old Duke's time — better in 
the old Duke's time — so I say." 

Poor soul! It was ^'better in the old Duke's time" tober. 
To her, nothing tiie liberties of Italy, the rise of the People, the 
expulsion of the Oaul, the rebound &om bondage into aspiration 
and free-drawn broaih* It was " belter in the Duke's tune " — 
when she had had youth and heaUh, and love and dreams, away 
there where the bells were ringing in the white village just across 
the vines. 

I felt sorry for h^r. she was so old, so old * and to st^vndin the 
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mm when one was as old as that, and hear the rej^ hells that 
once rang in one's hridal hour, and find no music in them, hut 
only desire to mumble a crust in one's toothless jaws-— it seemed 
horrible to me, very horrible. 

" Give me sometiiing — some little something, dear signorina,'' 
she murmured, holding out her withered hands. <' The lilies 
die so soon in the sun, and I have walked in from Perretola 
without bit or drop ! " 

Wisely or unwisely, my heart was won. I slid my hand into 
the little leathern pouch bound round my waist by a thong, in 
which all my Httle worldly store was kept. Oh Dio ! the horror 
of that moment. The purse was empty ! 

In lieu of touching coin either of gold or of copper, my fingers 
slid down the bag, meeting nothing in their way. I sprang to 
my feet with a scream ; I tore the pouch off my girdle; I pulled 
it inside out with the horrible vehemence of a deadly terror ; not 
so much as a brazen scudo fell upon the ground. In the 
chamois leather there was a straight slit, as though cut through 
by a knife : the pouch was empty. Ko doubt I had been robbed 
the previous night in the press of the Carnival Fair. 

I did not cry out; I stood like a frozen thing, in cold, gazing 
at my empty hands. The <3unshiny country reeled before me; 
the white road seemed to heave to and fro like a sea. Every- 
thing was sickly, and blinding, and unreal. 

I knew the meaning of poverty too well not to measure in one 
moment the whole extent of the ruin that befell me. The old 
contadina stood still and looked at me, appalled, no doubt, by 
the despair of my face and of my attitude. 

**The signorina has nothing?" she stammered, thinking, 
doubtless, poor wretoh, of her own empty hearth and her own 
aching hunger. The words broke the spell of the terror that 
kept me motionless and silent. 

*<lfothing I " I echoed, and I know I laughed aloud— laughed 
wildly, in riotous hilarity, in my xmutterable horror. " Nothing 
—nothings— nothiDg in all the whole world. My God !" 

Then I threw myself down prostrate at the foot of the marble 
bench, whilst the old peasant, aghast and bewildered, stood and 
looked on, sil^it and appalled. I could not speak nor weep ; I 
felt as though some huge stone had been flung on me and had 
stretched me half dead beneath its weight. 

With my little store of golden florins, I had felt Myself strong 
enough and hopeful enough to meet all accidents of life and 
yan^uish them, but, penniless, I was nenrdess, hopeless 
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humelcM. Xbe extromiiy of my dird despair stifled me, fls 
tlv^ugh some sufibcatiog hand weie at my throat. 

Alone, without a coin in the world /> get me bread I I thonght 
how maoh more mercy the robber of my little all would surely 
have shown to me if only he had drawn his knife across my throat. 

I do not know how long I lay there, crushed and stunned, 
down on the beautiful crocus-filled grass of the pasture. 

The old woman stooped and touched me gently. 

'*Havo you, indeed, nothing, signorina? Is it stolen, or 
what ? Do not lie like that— you frighten me." 

I raised my heady and looked at her. A mist swam before my 
eyes. The whole green expanse of the meadow eddied giddily 
about me like a whirlpool. But in the midst of my misery a 
vague remenjbrance of how bitterly I must hare disappointed 
her arose to me; she was not poorer than I was now; but then 
she was so old. 

"I am sorry," I murmured, brokenly, " sorry for jouj but 
they have robbed ine— I have nothing in the worhL'* ; 

The poor old creature sighed"; to hex also lie blow ^a^heavyj 
She had argued from my face and my youth someliberalgift. But 
the generous and tender heart of her country beat in her witliered 
breast. 

"l^evermind, dear signorina," she said softly, "you wished 
to give; Our Lady will remember it to you just the same — just 
the same. And you love the lilies." 

She laid another cluster of the flowers on my lap as ^e turned 
away. Poor soul ! I hope that act has been remembered to her 
likewise. 

How Italian it was ! the little simplo sunny kindness done in 
all the darkness of poverty and age and pain. 

I could not speak to her again; vacantly I watched her 
£gure, brown and crooked, pass across the blossoming meadow in 
the full blaze of the shadowless light. No doubt rfie wont to 
sell her lilies at the gates. 

On the road, which ran through trees beyond flie field with 
fill the vast panorama of the Apennines iinrollod along its length, 
I saw a bullock- waggon creeping towards me, aifcd farther yet a 
little cloud of people, bright against the sun as gdd^wmged 
demoizelle. 

Instinctively, to avoid sight or sound, I rose and wandered into 
the wood which bordered the meadow; it was of ilex and pine, 
iusky even at noon. I plunged into its shadowy holding the 
\iii^s to my aching heart, ^ ' '. ' 
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I moved on and on through the trees, unoonscious of what I 
did, until I struck my breast against the trunk of a tall fir wi& 
a shock that brought me to sharp consciousness of where I was. 
I sat down beneath its shade, wounded by the momentary pain. 

I was aU alone. I looked around me with a curious sense at 
once of apathy and desperation. I knew not what I feared; but 
I feared everything — I in whose daring eyes, a moment earlier, 
all heaven and earth had seemed to smile in the smile of 
Florence. 

I dropped my head upon my hands, and crouched there at the 
foot of the pine. I sobbed as though my very heart would brei^. 

As I sat thus there came the little white scudding figure of a 
scampering dog; he ran before a little troop of people; they 
all stopped at some distance from me at the end of one of th9 
aisles of pino. 

They were talking and laughing gaily. I could hear the in- 
distinct bubble of their mirthful chatter; they had three dogs 
with them and a monkey ; they threw themselves on the grass, 
and took some food and wine from a basket, and one of them 
built up a fire with diy sticks ; all the while the dogs frisked, the 
men laughed, the woman sang little fresh passages of song ^ they 
were all so glad and so gay, it seemed to make my misery un- 
endurable, ' " " • 

. The sun came down on them where they "were Bfrefched upon 
the turf; I sat alone in the shadow. I saw them ; i&ey seemed 
not to SCO me. 

They had no doubt come out to breakfast in the Casdne wooded 
as Florentines vriU do on spring and summer days. 

Thoy seemed gay as the griUi in the grasses, and their dress 
was light and fidl of sunny hues ; and from the broad hats of 
the men long scarlet ribbons floated. 

They had only bread and herbs, and some purple wine; but 
their laughter all the while was like a rippling brook, and they 
seemed not to know nor to want any better or fairer thing under 
heaven than thus " in sweet Valdamo to forget the day in twi^ 
light of the ilex.^ 

They had a lute with them, and now end then one of them, 
the one who seemed leader amongst them, sang to it. His voice 
bad t3ie clear, sonorous, far-reaching vibration, like the chords 
«f some stringed instrument, that belongs alone to Italian voices. 

I sat there in a sort of stupefaction, listening to them, wonder- 
ing dully how much longer the sun would only fall on other 
people and the gloom alone be mine. The slow tears dropped 

It 
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down my cheeks ; my sobs had ceased ; I had passed into the 
passire exhaustion of a great grief. 

After awhile I think they caught sight of me, for they 
whispered together in lower tones. The woman with them rose 
and came towards me — a little pretty figure, plump as a little 
rabbit, blue, light, and gay, with twinkling feet and a small 
brown face under the lace headgear of Genoa, that seemed to 
me as bright and rosy as any tub'p-beU amongst the wheat in 
Ma3rtime. 

She came towards me with a fresh charming grace, and paused 
before me. 

" The signorina does not seem happy," she said, hesitatingly. 
" Has anything gone ill ? " 

I could not speak to her ; I was ashamed and full of pride. I 
tried for her not to see the tears that were wet upon my 
face. 

"I am sure there is something ill," she persisted. "The 
donzella is weeping, and all alone ; if she would tell us, perhaps 
we might help?" 

I turned my face io the trunk of the pine ; but I could not 
keep from her sight the great mute sob that shook me from head 
to foot as I leaned there. 

Perhaps it frightened her, for she was silent some tiipe, though 
she did not move away; then, turning a little, she called to her 
companions. 

I heard the step of a man brush through the grasses and ap- 
proach her. 

** Speak to her, caro mio," said the girl, in a low voice. ** There 
must be something amiss with her, I am sure — and she so young 
too ! — only a child ! *' 

** If the signorina will not speak we can do nothing," said the 
voice of the man. It was very rich and flute-like. It was he 
who had sung the songs to the lute. 

It conquered my pride. I turned and answered without look- 
ing at him. 

" I had only twelve gold florins in all the world," I cried, in 
the despair of my heart. **And they have taken them, every 
one — every one I " 

"Who have taken them?" 

" A thief— how can I tell ? In the fiera, last night, it must 
surely have been. They were safe when I came into Florence, 
end now — see here ! " 

I turned and showed th^m my pQor little (^t pouoh. I did 
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not look Dp in the face of the speaker, for my eyes were blinded 
by their rain of tears. 

He took the bag and examined it. 

" Cut through with a knife, no doubt,*' he said, after awhile. 
*' And you are very sad for the loss of this money, signorina? 
Someone will scold you if you go home without it, is that it ? *' 

**Ohno!" I cried with a fresh passion ofweepiug that I 
could not repress. *' If it were only that ! It is all I have in 
the world, I teU you— all— all— all ! " 

"But your Mends P" 

"I have none." 

'* "What I You were adrift on the world with twelve florins— 
your' 

*'Yes. Why not? I have no one to give me anything. I 
made that money honestly; it was all mine. It would have 
lasted me till I should have got to Eome. And now I have not 
a farthing in the world — ^not one — not one. I can sing a little, 
indeed, but then I promised Mariuccia never to sing in the 
streets, and I dare not break my word, for she is dead, you know. 
And I am all alone here in Elorence. I do not Imow a soul. 
And my brothers are aU dead ; and no one can tell where my 
father is. But nothing of that frightened me so long as I had 
the money. But now I am irightened, oh Mother of God ! for I 
have nothing in all the world, you see ; I must just starve and 
die ; perhaps even they will not believe what I say, but will 
take me for a thief, when they And that I have nothing I And if 
I had only died in Bologna ! '' 

The passionate stream of the words had coursed from my 
tongue unbroken when once my pride had given way and found 
a refuge in speech ; when my voice dropped in very weariness I 
stood before them heart-broken and striving with my piteous 
sense of shame ; my cheeks burned dry my scorching tears, and 
my sobs died silent in my throat. 

The man standing above under the ilex leaves laughed, but 
the laughter was tender and gentle. 

" All nonsense, nonsense, eara mia I " he cried lightly. ** No 
one ever dies in Bologna that can help it. It is not pleasant, 
you see, to be walled up in a square of bricks, and labelled dis- 
mally in the lump, with a thousand other ' vagabondiy or * ladri* 
or * irtccdm,* just as it may please the good towncomplimentarily 
to classify you. Take heart, signorina, and come and breakfast 
with us. Your gold florins, a^ all, may perhaps have been 
Ipfl; Qt t)ie l^puse you slept iji— whp knows ? Yo]j may wi^tek^. 
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or the iUef may repent, or be found out, which is indeed the 
same thing. Come along and see my dogs, and taste my wine, 
if there be any left. Do not be afraid of us ; we are none of us 
Tery respectable perhaps, except the dogs, but we will do you no 
harm." 

Something in his yoice and laugh, something of silvery re- 
sounding clearness, **com* il dolee suonar d'una lira^^^ ringing on a 
metal plate, thrilled through my heart familiar and full of solace. 
I dashed the blinding mist from my eyes, and my falling hair from 
my forehead, and gazed up at him breathless and entranced. 

"And you never came the next day!" I cried to him in 
passionate reproach. " And you never saw me last night ! Dc 
you not know me now ? I have kept one of the roses — ^look !" 

I took out of the folds of my dress 6ne of the idead white roses 
ofYerona. His face flushed darkly ; he laughed; but his beau- 
tiful eyes looked dim. -- . — 

How had I been 4k moment without knowing him? partly, 
because absorbed in the terror of my grief I had paid hardly any 
heed to anything around me ; chiefly because on the two nights 
when I had seen him he had been disguised in the gay masque- 
rade of the carnival costumes. 

And yet his was a face not commonly seen, nor once seen 
lightly forgotten ; the Cinque Cento face, the face of the old 
Itenaissance when the features of men bore the reflex of the 
artistic and heroical life which was in its full flower in their 
midst. The face with aquiline outline, dreaming lids, thought- 
ful brows ; profoundly melancholy in repose, and in mirth gay 
as a young child's ; with eyes sad as death, and a smile frank as 
sunlight; the face which is the most historical and purely idealic 
of all human countenances. 

Be the reason what it may, lie as it will in climate, race, or 
breeding, it is a fact that the Italian physiognomy retains, as no 
other nation's does, the impression of the past upon it. 

The noble comes to you down the bare stone galleries of his 
old palace, and it is still the noble of Tintoretto and Tiziano that 
salutes you with that cold and lofty grace, which can change at 
will to the joyous and caressing softness of a woman. The 
peasant of the contado flings his brown mantle across his mouth 
to screen himself from the mountam blast in the market place, 
and it is- stilL the model of Angelo and of Sarto that laughs aloud 
from those glancing teeth, and saunters through the briiying 
mules and bleating kids with those supple a^d sinewy limbs, and 
that unconscious harmony of gesture. 
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'VTerd it aol too '&iiciM one would say tlrai thbee great 
. leBtufies, wliile they gaveui immortal soul to the pagan graces 
of art and proditoed human genius in its most complex and com- 
plete form^ had so entered mto the blood and bone of these 
pi^ople that their influence is deatliless. The sun of that won- 
drous summer noon of art has set indeed ; but the after-glow of 
its rays shines still in the regard of the living sons of Italy. 

Such a face was this which had laughed on me in t^e moon« 
light in the streets of Verona, and now in gentle compassion was 
before me in the City of Lilies. 



CHAPTER Xin. 

THB 6EEAT Mi.GICIAlT. 

I KJtD the rose back into- its hiding-place a lit^ie shyly. The 
black-eyed girl was gazing at me with wide-parted, astonished 
lips, and a little jealous wonder in her eyes. 

*' And you never knew me, last night ? " I murmured to him. 
''Last night I almost touched you, and you never saw " 

"Last night! no;" said he frankly. "When I go mad at 
the Carnivd feir, I know nothing and nobody. But to-day, 
donzella, oh yes, I recognised you the instant you sat dowc 
under the cypress. That you have a genius for adventure 
is self-evident. How come you here all this way over the 
mountains ? " 

" But you never kept your promise ! " I cried to him, intent 
on my one especial wrong. 

"But you never came to me!'*" I cried to him, "Youonlj 
sent the iroses I " 

"Ko, for the best of all reasons, signorina," said he, with t 
smile. " I had talked sedition that day, or so the stranieri con« 
struedit. I liad lashed thy people with more than bladders, 
and had salted their soup with more than jokes; and to crown 
it all-in the Veglione, after I left you that night, I made an 
harangue which to Austrians' ears savoured of downright treason. 
So, in the grey of the daybreak, as I went home singing and 
dreaming no evil, the good Tedeschi seized hold of me, and 
marched me out of the gates, and gave me not a second to pack 
my knapsack or send a word to my people, but set off with me 
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for the frontiw in the deet and the teeth of ttie wind. Thej 
were fifty to one, so there had been no sense in reeistanoe. 
Ilard by the gates I spied a flower-shop, just opening its shutters ; 
I asked the soldiers to let me stop and light my sigaietto. Then 
I picked out a knot of rosea, the best I oould see, and paid for 
them, and bade them take them to you. I am glad they did so 
honestly. It was yery cold tramping across Lombardy,'at a 
horse's tail, in that Florindo masquing dress, which looked 
absurd enough in the midst of the grey and white plain; and it 
snowed hard, and the tramontslna blow like a knife, but the 
sharpest thing about it to me was the thought that you would 
belieye I had broken my promise." 

He smiled a little as he spoke, that wondrous Italian smile 
which has so much mirth in it, so much tenderness, so much 
pathos. Surely that smile of Italy is the loyeliest thing left in 
all the width and weariness of the world ! 

Something in his accent made me turn and gaze at him. I 
breathed quickly in a happy excitation. 

'* Then you had not forgotten me really?" I cried. ''I thought 
you had ; I quite thought you had last night." 

He laughed. 

*< GertaMy not I knew you, cara mia, at my first glance at 
you under the cypress yonder. You sang too well in Verona 
that day to be forgotten, and that wonderful black and gold 
dress, and your hands full of the Carniyal roses, and that hair of 
yours with all the yellow lights in it ; — ^yes, I saw you, and a 
pretty picture you made, that I grant I should haye stayed a 
little to find you out; but your Tedesco fiiends and I haye no 
loye for one another. They say I excite the people. So I was 
fain to go out of Yerona, not knowing your name, signorina." 

** They haye not stolen the onyx," 1 cried, breathless, stand- 
ing still with the red sun in my eyes, whilst I tore the little sUk 
cord from about my throat and drew the ring from its hiding- 
place. 

A flush of pleasure swept, like light, oyer his expressiye face. 

** Ah-ah ! you kept that stupid thing ? Too lai^e and dumsy 
for your pretty little fingers, and no use to you at alL What 
did you do with the rest of the treasures ? You had a fine lap- 
ful that morning." 

** I gaye them away," I said, dreamily, not yery well knowing 
what he said, gazing at him in the lustre of that crimson flask ol 
the red and fading fight in which we both were standing, 

yb^ little plump brpum y^bbit of H m^d^ poepe4 with bey 
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pretty, shy, raren-like eyes over my shoulder: she stw the ring 
'mth the Fates. 

" Why, PttscarM, that is your onyx," she cried to him; " the 
onyx you lost in Verona that first day of the Carnival when I 
was not with you, you remember?" 

Pascar^l looked a little impatient. 

** Did I ever tell you I lost it? At any rate the donzella 
found it, and it is hers now by every law of possession. Cara 
mia, those dismal old immutable Pares do not look fit dispensers 
of the Future to y<H#." 

«* Would you not have it again?" I murmured, seeing that 
he now wore no ring. 

He repulsed it with a sort of gentle impatience. 

'' Would you insult me because I am poor? Keep it, signo- 
rina; though it be a grim and gloomy fashion of gift to 

I hardly heard him, I was so bewildered at his recognition of 
m? I slipped the onyx fondly back within my dress. I looked 
at him, glad and astonished. 

" How strange it is ! " I murmured. 
. ''Forse il destine!" hummed Pascaril, in a soft mezza voce» 
as if in answer. 

''Do you believe in destiny?'' I asked him, wistfully, in a 
little awe. 

•*To be sure!" he answered me. "But it is alwajrsfemi* 
nine, cara mia, whatever our grammarians may say to the con- 
trary. And, now, will you tell me your story a little ? " 

What could he be, I wondered, ceaselessly; of what grade, 
what habits, what pursuit? A scholar in every accent, a gentle- 
man in every gesture, with the pure inflexions of voice, with the 
slender dehcacy of form, with the indescribable ease and indiffer- 
ence of manner which only come of birth and of breeding, he 
lived solely, as it seemed, amongst the populace ; his white linen 
garments were worn and threadbare; his meal was of the 
simplest and most frugal; and his companions were nothing 
more than populace, Htde more indeed than vagrants. 

Perhaps he caught and understood the speculative wonder in 
my gaze at him. At any rate, what could he be I wondered. 
Ho did not leave me long in doubt. 

" We are strolling players, at your service," he said, with his 
bright laugh, casting himself down beside me. ** She who was 
so terrified about you is called Bmnotta; that short lad with the 
round I^oad is little Toccb; and the other one owns the tims- 
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honoured name of Cooomero. The three poodleo aie Pcpito» 
Pepita, and Toto. The monkey is Pantagruel, Toto in especial 
is the star of my troop. Now yon know us all. As for me, I 
am Pascarello or Pascaril. If you are not afhdd of such disrepu- 
table companionship, will you narrate us something of your own 
history, signorina?'' 

He had made me drink a little of his red Chiante wine and 
break acrust of bread f it was a solace only to be able to speak of 
my immense calamity ; I told him willingly all.my story, warm- 
ing to the recital of my woes and of my wrongs. 

He listened, stretched on the grass and leaning on one elbow; 
the girl Brunotta lent an eager ear, her little round brown face 
flushing and growing pale in sympathy; the two lads leaned 
against a tree open-mouthed and breathless; flattered by my in- 
terested and reverential audience, I grew a little calmer under 
my loss, and waxed more and more fluent in the narrative of my 
Aad adventures. : 

My tale ended, Pascar^ seni the yontti* whom jhe had called 
Cocomero, into the city to acquaint, the gu^^a with the theft, 
and make inquiries at the looax^da ; that done, he threw himself 
again upon the turfl ; I wondered^it W were.soriy for me— he 
had not said so. All the ejaculations of sorrow and compassion 
had been Brunotta's. 

I was full of passionate sorrow for myself; the sight of these 
Ught-hearted people only made my sense of utter desolation 
weigh the heavier upon me ; when the excitement of the relation 
of my miseries had passed away, a very horror of despondency 
possessed me; and, without reasoning very much upon it, to 
find my Bomeo of the Yeglione nothing more than a hedgo' 
comedian cast a shadow of bitter disappointment over th« 
romance of my vague dreams. 

<* 80 you are absolutely all alone, cara mia?" said Pascaril, 
bending his luminous eyes down cm mine. 

"JUl alone— yes!" 

" And if we cannot find this thief, have not a copier paul in 
all the world?" \ : 

y I have told you so I " I cried with a desperation of pain at 
being driven to repeat my deg^dation. 

" Altro I " he said, breathing gentiy that wonderful expletive 
which comprehends in itself every shade and variety of human 
emotion. 

<VDo you know what it is to be all alone and pennilesB in this 
best of all possible worlds?" he said^ slowly, <MeUy, as I 
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Hiought. I almoBt burst out sobbing afresh luder the torture 
of tho question. . 

<'If I do no harm, ean I be hurt?" I asked, wistfiilly looking 
in his face. 

He laughed, in a kindly compassion. 

'^ Ah I if one does no harm, it goes yery ill indeed with one in 
this world. We are subpected — for ever ! " 

In the stupefaction of my sorrow the irony was too fine to 
reach me. 

" Is it right. to do wrong, then, ever?'* lasked, bewildcredly ; 
lor I knew that Marinccia had been my only teacher, and that 
she, poor soul! had known nothing of the world. Besides, — ^in 
Ambrogi^'s story, was it not Eothwald who had done the wrong, 
yet who had thriven?" ^ 

"There is only one thing, wrong iia 4he world— poverty," 
answeredimyjiew firiend briefly. -^ - - - - 

<' It is much the same in the country too/' the little Brunotta 
murmured. 

''Assuredly," said the player, stretched on his back in the 
sun. "The country is only human nature washed in butter- 
milk ; the town is human nature soaked in brandy." 

" Why will you talk as though you were a cynic, Pascaril ? " 
said Brunotta in petulant expostulation. 

He held up the ragged sleeve'^of his old white jacket; it had 
been, I saw, of finest and silkiest thibetti. 

"Every one is a cynic who has a hole at his elbow/' he 
answered her. 

" But-— as if you cared ! " 

He laughed, and pin<^ed her pretty rosy ear. 

"We do not care; but then we are very disreputable, AH 
respectable people care. It is only scamps who smile." 

" A smiling scamp is better than a frowning miser," said the 
girl ; and she set the two white dogs, Pepito and Fepita, to walti 
round with each other, whilst she waltzed too, singing a dance 
tune, down the avenue. 

Pascardl sprang up and eaught her roand the waist. Bind sot him- 
self whirling likewise ; the boy with the fiddle struck out a wild 
waltz measure : the dogs capered, the monkey chattered loud, 
the man and the girl span round and round laughing, with their 
hands on eaqh other's shoulders, and their feet flying like leaves 
olown in circles by the wind. • • 

The fiddle grew louder and wilder and faster; the ape screamed 
in chorus; the dogs jumped over each other and sank panting on 
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tbe ground. Pascar^ and Bran6tta danced and danced and 
danced, wiUi tbe gross beneath tbem and the leaves above, and 
every now and tben a blaze of sonabine oatcbing tbe blue tassels 
at ber skirt and tbe scarlet ribbons on bis bat. 

Tben, at last, exbausted and laugbing, and panting like their 
dogs, they cast one another aside, and dropped down on tbe Im-f 
in tbe shadow. 

" How well it is to be poor ! " cried PascarJl. " If we were 
dukes and duchesses we coidd not scamper like that in a wood! 
we could only go masked, in the gas, to an opera ball." 

As be spoke ho laughed, and fanned bimflelf and ber with a 
sheaf of chesnut leaves. I, sitting alone in tbe depth of the 
shadow £:om the cypress, watched Ihem, wondering, and envying 
their glad content. 

Brunotta of tbe bird-like eyes seeing me sitting there alone in 
the dark, rose and crossed to me, and touched me again gently. 

*' PascarM says it is always well for those who love to be 
poor?" she whispered. 

I shivered a little. Tbe double trouble was niine> to be poor 
without any love to help me under it. 

'* If both are content, perhaps," I murmured aloud. But I 
was very doubtful. 

'*B[e is; — I don't say I see it so myself," said the little 
player, as she dropped down by me and wove a plait of grasses, 
and talked in a cheery, quick, babbling voice like the tinkling of 
a brook; "we are poor — so poor — but tben we are so merry. 
Pascar^l was not always so poor. He is a great comedian ; only 
the people are all he will play to, and be does not care to be 
great. Coco's father was a Harlequin and never bad any money ; 
and they used to travel much as we do now. He danced for his 
own bread when bo was three years old ; and then, when he 
grew older, be played. Ho is eighteen now. Pascarel has a 
talent — such a talent* I have none. I never did anything until 
three years ago, ex%pt milk the goats and take the insects off 
the vines, and plait .straw, and spin, of course. I can only hop 
about. We have travelled with Ibree or four companies, but 
PascarSl never could get on with the. directors; one director 
made love to me ; and another one was cruel to poor little Toto , 
and a third one failed and ran away in debt to aU his troop, and 
80 on and so on ; so we are as we are, and we have a merry life. 
The two lads and the animals love us, and we go about where 
we like; and Pascarel can always make the people laugh, and 
W always get fjno\jgh to Uy^ upon ; and it ^s much better tbsa 
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being at toy tyrant's beck, and call; and now and tben we have 
a holiday in the woods— like this. In the winter it is a little 
harder, of course; but even then the little towns are bright and 
»irarm, and the people are always glad to be made merry ; and 
before one has romped through Carnival — ^presto ! — the winter is 
^one ! A hearty laugh makes one forget that one could cat more 
maccaroni, and when one's toes are cold in the snow a dance 
warms them quicker than anything. Sometimes I am sorry 
Pascardl cares nothing at all to make himself great, because he 
has such a talent ; and if he were great one would have such 
good things to eat every day, and fine clothes and real jewels ; 
but he says one should nob care for such things — but then to be 
sure he does not trouble his head whether he eats a ciambello or 
a cucumber, a swan or a sjparrow ! But how selfish I am to run 
on so ! — ^you are unhappy r " 

The little actress saw the whiteness that came over the face 
above her, and paused in the weaving of her braid of grasses, 
and said softly again : — 

** You are so unhappy ? " 

** Of course ; but it does not matter." 

" Yes, it does. Everything seems so unhs^py— except just 
PascarM and myself, and the dogs ; and it is such a pity, in a 
sunshine like tms, when everytliing ought to live like the cro- 
cuses, being glad and taking no thought. You are unhappy 
because you are alone, no doubt. Will you come with us ? I 
am sure PascarSl would be glad ! It will be so much better ; 
and we will not teaze you to know what you do not wish to tell 
—if there is anything ^" 

*' But you know nothing of me—" 

The girl laughed. 

*'Ahbah! We are not great people that daie not taste a 
pear till they know what stem it was grafted on. We are only 
poor players ; we have nothing to lose ; and if we take a liking 
to a face we are not afraid of its fellowship. There is so much 
liberty in being poor, you see ! " 

"Is there?" 

I could not see it; it appeared to me that poverty was an 
ass's hobble, with which one was tied miserably to one place 
that we had long browsed bare. 

" It is the difference between an old shirt and a new," said 
PascarJl, rising and loimging near. " The new is embroidered 
perhaps, and very white and handsome, no doubt, but it is tight 
aud the stitohes gall j that shirt \% respectable^ adroirable, and 
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fit for a pakoe; but comfortable— no. The old is ugly maybe, 
cndlooks bad, and in it you will not be asked to a noble's table 
or a bisbop's feast ; but it is so easy to wear, and it has so many 
recoUeciionSy that dear old sbirt : you pawned it here, and you 
danced in it there, and pretty fingers darned it in one place, and 
a rosy-cheeked laundress cobbled it in another; it is picturesque, 
it is memorial, it is ymierable; aboye all, it nerer scratches. 
Those two shirts are "Wealth and Poyerty." 

" Will it not be much better? " said Brun6tta, eagerly inter- 
rupting him, — '' much better, if the signorina come with us for a 
little space?" 

Pascar^l swept the turf with his ribboned sombrero, and 
declared his willingness in flowery phrases. 

** Only — only," he said, at the end of his graceful and gracious 
sentences, '^ you forget one thing, Brun6tta. The signorina is 
gentle-bom and gentle-bred; our mode of life would be but a 
sorry one for her." 

** But what can she do ?" cried the little Brun6tta. 

" Ah ? what, indeed ? " I thought ; and I threw myself down 
iBXi% downwards on the earth in a very paroxysm of despair. 

Pascaril threw one gentle look on me, then turned and 
walked up aiid down und<er thB trees in meditatiwi. 

"Bruii^ttal" I heaM him call; she went to htm,* and I 
heard their* "^dces, low and earnest,* in conyersation at sotne 
distance from me, too far away for liieir meaning to be in- 
telligible. 

Then they ceased, and all was quite silent in the wood except 
the joyous and wild bark of the dogs as they chased a bird or a 
rabbit. I lay still there with my face pressed on the dry, hard 
earth. 

*' If they would only kill me," I thought, ^ and make an end 
ofitaU!" ^ 

A little picture rose before my memory of RaffaeHno sitting at 
the coppersmith's door at sunset playing on his mandoline, while 
his mother and Mariuccia gossiped within oyer the lamp, and 
the light shone on the huge red coppers, and the stars came out 
oyer tiie dark quiet piazza. 

•'Oh, why!, oh, why I" I thought, "cannot we know when 
we are happy ! " 

I would haye giyen away twenty years of my young unspent 
life only to haye been back once more in that old, deipised, safe 
home in the city of Can Qrarde I 

Pascal^ aroused me, touching me on the shoulder. 
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** ftiso up, cara mia," lie said, gentty. * '*-Tliat is not the way 
anyhow to get back your florins, or to win yourself new ones." 

I rose as he bade me, and looked him in tlie &oe; my own 
face I felt was white wiUi pain and desperation. 

*' I have been very foolish," I said to him, " and you have 
been very good ; you are all strangers, and can care nothing for 
me. I wiU go now; I thank you very much — you and yours." 

I put out my hands to him .in fareweU; his eyes were so 
beautiful, and he had been so kind, I coiUd hardly keep the 
tears from flooding my own eyes as I spoke to him, and yet I 
knew I must not trouble them any longer-^^all strangers aa they 
were, 

PascarM took my hands and kissed them lightly with the easy 
grace of aU his actions. 

He looked troubled and almost embarrassed. 

"Not so fast, donzella,-" he said, gently; **wait awhile; 
Coeo is; not .hack yet with any news, and- even if he And your 
florins, It .cannot be said* that you are in very fiaii' case for 
wandering oyer the cotmtry all alone; See* herer we ar6 not of 
your grade in.Ufe*;' w-e ai^ poorsifolto Bohemians ; we are not, 
as I teU you, very reputable people, and we are poor as the devil 
— altro !— and yet, if you would like to stay with us as— as — 
Brun6tta said, it might be safer at any rate for you than to stray 
about Italy byyourself as helpless as my little Toto- would be if 
I lost him. We are a sorry resort, I know, but perhaps we are 
better than nothing, and I may be more able to find your father 
than you. Say, mil you wait with us a little ? " 

Ere I could answer him, the youth Cocomero burst through 
the bushes breathless from having run to and £rom the town. 

** There is no news," he panted, gloomily. " Thoy knew 
nothing at the Silver Melon, and the guards say there have been 
many foreign cutpurses in the city of lato. They have had a 
score of such robberies this winter." 

Pascar^l shrugged his shoulders and lifted his hands with that 
indescribable gesture in which an Italian expresses consummate 
disgust and resignation. 

" It is destiny ! " he murmured, resting his eyes on me with 
a look I did not understand. " Well, signorina miay will you 
stay with us?" 

" I should be glad! " I said, with a little sob in my voice. 
'' It is so horrible — so very horrible— to bo alone ! " 

^' Of coiirse it is homble," he echoed, as be took my hands 
afi^esh within his own, and cast himself down upon his knees 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ttS Pascar&L 

beford hih Airliere 1 stood, in that easy unstudied abandonment of 
himself to eacb impulse and emotion of the moment which mokes 
grace of posture as natural to an Italian as it is to a deer or an 
antelope. 

"You will stay?" he murmured, stiU lightly holding my 
hand in his. " That is well — at least for you it shall be well — 
that I swear. Biches we hare not, and gl(»ry we have not, and 
the ways of our life will be hard— for you. But all that we can 
do we will." 

" You are very good ! " I said to him, scarcely knowing what 
indeed to answer him. 

He was a stranger, seen but half an hour before, and yet 
already he seemed Hke a familiar friend, 

A shade of sadness and impatience swept over his speaking 
face. 

' ' Che-che ! "Wait to praise us till you know us. "We are good 
for very little, cara mia. We will make you laugh sometimes, 
that I can promise, and perhaps that is much in this life." 

^* But if I stay with you? " I said, a sudden fear and remem« 
brance striking me with its shame, " if I stay — I have nothing ; 
I will not be a burden to you ; never, never ! Is there nothing 
I can do to get my bread ? My voice is good ^" 

" Yes ! You sing like all the angels." 

"About the angels — I do not know. But anything;— 
always." 

•* But you are so young ^" 

^ " Not too young for that — only I promised dear dead Ha- 

riuccia But I will not stay with you unless you tell me of 

some way to get my bread." 

"Bread P Nonsense ! You eat, I dare say, as much as one 
flings to the swallows. But, if you are in earnest, you might be 
one of us." 

"A player! IP" 

I echoed the words half in affiront, half in delight My pride 
rebelled, my fancy was allured. 

" Why not ? " said Pascar^l. " Do you know aright what it 
is to be one?" 

" Surely ! " I answered him, with a little gay contempt— had 
I not seen them scores of times in Verona ? " It is to be no 
longer a man or a woman, but only a mere wooden huratttnt 
that has to dance or die, to swagger or shrink, just as its master 
chooses to make people laugh for a copper ooin, A fine thing 
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Pascartt released my hands and sprang to his feet erect Hii 
mobile face flushed darkly ; his chaDgeful eyes flashed fire. 

" Is that all you know ?" he cried, while his voice rang like 
a trumpet-call. ''Listen here, then, little lady, and leam 
better. What is it to be a player ? It is this. A thing despised 
and rejected on all sides; a thing that was a century since 
denied what they call Christian burial; a thing that is still 
deemed for a woman disgraceful, and for a man degrading and 
emasculate ; a thing that is mute as a dunce save when, parrot- 
like, it repeats by rote with a mirthless grin or a tearless sob ; a 
wooden doll, as you say, applauded as a brave puppet in its 
prime, hissed at in its first hour of failure or decay ; a thing 
made up of tinsel and paint, and patchwork, of the tailor's shreds 
and the barber's curls of tow — a ridiculous thing to be sure I 
That is a player. And yet again, — a thing without which 
laughter and jest were dead in the sad lives of the populace ; » 
thing that breathes the poet's words of fire so that the humblest 
heart is set aflame ; a thing that has a magic on its lips to waken 
smiles or weeping at its will; a thing which holds a peoplt 
silent, breathless, intoxicated with mirth or with awe, as it 
chooses ; a thing whose grace kings envy, and whose wit great 
men will steal ; a thing by whose utterance alone the poor can 
know the fair follies of a thoughtless hour, and escape for a little 
space from the dull prisons of their colourless lives into the 
sunlit paradise where genius dwells— <A<i^ is a player, too I " 

His voice trembled a little over the closing words, and, 
ashamed of the passionate eloquence into which the sting of my 
idle slighting phrase had hurried him, he turned away and began 
tu romp and laugh and gambol with Pepito and Pepita. 

I listened; ashamed myself; moved, I knew not very well 
why ; and regretful to think that I had wounded him. 

I waited a little while ; then I went up to him where he 
stooped over his dogs, and laid my fingers on his arm. 

*'I spoke idly," I murmured. "I did not think. And— 
and — I will try and be a player too." 

He lifted his head, with a fiash of light over all his HmOi and 
touched my hand caressingly with his own. 

''Altro!" he said. ''It is a fate. Come with ns. But as 
for being a player ; — ^wait and see. You must not choose your 
future in blmd haste." 

Then he bade me sing to him, which I did, and Tocc6 touched 
his violin in quaint accord with me ; and Pascal^ himself ndsed 
the echoes of the wood with half the popular songs of Italy. 
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So, laagbing and singing, and pausing to watch the dogs at 
play, we idled time away under the black pines and the budding 
chestnut trees. 

I was only a child; I was almost happy again. Sometimei 
I started and wondered if indeed I had been so wretched, therOi 
in that very place, an hour before. 

Was he a magician, I wondered, this PascarSl? 

I was ungratefdl to the supremo magician — Youth. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



BOOK III. 



THE DAUaHTBR OF HERCULBS. 

CHAPTER I. 

XJXDEB THE HED LILT. 

The day rolled oiiw6u*d, growing chill something early, for it 
was still but the yery first commencement of the spring. 

I seemed to have known them all my life long — this Httle gay, 
good-hamoured band ; and the poodles frisked and fawned upon 
me as impartially as on Brunotta. 

She — this pretty little brown thing — was not jealous of their 
sudden transference of caresses ; she was about six years older 
than I— a girl of the people, no doubt, but with something so 
good-natured, so confiding, and so gay about her that one could 
not choose but trust in her and like her. She was so fond, too, 
of her brother, that one could see at a glance, and very proud of 
him, and a little afraid of him also. 

He was very different in mind and manner to her; though a 
strolling player, as he said, he had the tone and the temper of a 
scholar : whilst little Brunotta confessed to me, half in glee, ae 
one who had escaped a gruesome penalty and peril, that, like the 
padrona's son at the Golden Boar, she knew not her alfabeta. 

What did that matter to me ? 

Kaffaelino only knew it just enough to carry him through the 
offices of the Church : it never seemed to me a science indis^ 
pensable in people ere I took them for my friends, which, no 
doubt, was a grave error on my part, and due to my running 
loose in my babyhood amongst these Bohemians at Yerona. 

The shadows and the cold came early in that dusky wood ; we 
were almost in darkness, whilst the road and the plain were still 
in fall sunlight. PascarM gave the signal for moving towards 
the city. 

"We emerged from the ilex groves on to the highway— 
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Brun6tt& aiid t, PasoaiU and bis dogs, and the two lads follow* 
log us with the monkey and the fiddle. 

** You have seen good players? " he asked me, as we walked 
on towards Florence, whilst the silver bells of Perretola and the 
deep toll of the city churches crossed each other ringing the Ave 
Maria. 

'* I have seen the Burattini hundreds of times, and the Per- 
Bonaggi too, in melodrama,'' I answered him eagerly, proud of 
my experience, which was due to Cecco and the rest of the 
students. 

Pascar^ gave his charming gesture of ineffable disdain. 

'' Fantoccini and melodrama ! Oh, cara mia ! how much yon 
have to learn,— and to wwleam, — which is much the harder of 
the two at all times ! No wonder you think little of the stage." 

I thought that I was willing to be great as Lillo was great, 
who had had the showers of gold and of lilies in Verona ; but I 
could see no possibility of any greatness in a strolling player, as 
we passed over the white dry road, out of the rosy reflex of the 
sunset, on into the shadow of the Florentine walls. 

"Even Destiny loses the light out of her hair here," said 
Pascar^l, with a laugh, as we passed into the deep gloom of the 
Borgognissanti. 

He looked as if ho meant to call me Destiny ; but how could 
I be that, I wondered — I who was but a poor little stray leaf 
blown and buffeted by the hazards of every breeze of fate ? 

As we crossed the Cairaia bridge and entered the heart of tho 
city, into the twisting streets that curve all around the red dome 
of tlie Santo Spirito, and the drowning front of the Pitti, wo 
passed by a cobbler's stall planted against the roadway ; the old 
man, who was stitching at his leather by the aid of a dim 
lantern, called out gladly to him : — 

"Che-che! is it you, Pascar^l? You are welcome as figs 
in summer I " 

Some urchins standing idly near caught up the name ; the 
street became quite noisy with the cry of " Pascar^l I Pascartt ! 
eoco il Pascarello ! " 

The people were all sitting in their doorways, or half out in 
the street, after the manner of Italian dwellers and traders, with 
little lights burning before some pile of faggots, some stall of 
chestnuts, some tray of amaretti, some stand of pizzicheria fare, 
or some image of San Giovanni. They incontinently left their 
trades and their pastimes and clustered round him in vociferous 
homage^ whom would he sup witii P— where would he drink ?-r 
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'iifl he play to-night beyond the Prato Ghite? Beppe and Pippo 
had been fighting in the Sdrucciol6, he had been wanted badly ; 
— had he heard V — who was that pretty purple and yeUow thing 
he had got with him? — a new dancer? 80 their stream oi 
questions poured out rapid and mellifluous as olive oil from a 
tilted flask. 

But he shook himself free of them, and leaving the laughing, 
clinging, delighted crowd as best he might, he took me into the 
little tavern where they tarried in the town. It was a smaller 
place, and humbler than the Golden Boar; a great fig-tree 
climbed over it, just coming into leaf, and on an iron stanchion 
swung its sign of two crossed halberds, a relic, no doubt, of old 
Bianchi and Keri strife. But it was clean, and its people wor- 
shipped Pascar^l ; and their laughter and their welcome, and the 
colour and pleasantness of the little place made it bright and 
cheerful in tiie midst of the dusky old age of grim Oltramo. 

There we dined frugally, as became Italians, whilst the brass 
stands of the lAcemati threw a feeble light over the pretty black 
head of Brunotta, and the golden folds of my poor Court dress, 
and the Florentine face of Pascar^l. 

It was only a poor little tavern ; the chamber we dined in was 
only parted from the kitchen by an open arch. 

We saw the food stewed and fried ere it came to us, and near at 
hand to us were some smiths and tapestry- workers playing domi- 
noes and drinking innocent bibiti ; and yet — I do not know how it 
might have been in other countries — ^but in Italy it was not vulgar, 
was not even common, but was only a homely, picturesque, 
pretty scene, full of colour, and movement, and mirth ; a noble 
might have shared in it, an artist would have been happy in it. 

They have sufiered so much, these people, and yet through all 
they have kept their hold on so much ; for they have kept the 
smile on their eyes, and they have kept the grace in their limbs, 
and they have kept the poetry in their hearts. 

"When our meal was over, the clocks chimed the half-hour 
after six. Pascarll rose, and we went out into the clear and 
cold evening, where the young moon was rising above the 
immense dark masses of the city buildings. 

** You play to night, caro mio ? " cried the smiths and the 
weavers, and they flung their dominoes in a heap, and rose and 
followed us, talking and laughing with him. 

I gathered from their talk that it wbs his habit to stroll 
through the country, taking the large towns and the little as 
they came, sometimes even pausing in the smallest villages, and 
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Betting lip for himself a little theatre of canvas and wood, in 
the midst of any breezy pasture on the plain or sheltered nook 
upon the hills that took his errant fancy. 

Brunotta and he and the two lads were all the little company 
which wandered as it would, subject to no dictation except that 
impulse of the moment, which was always law to Pascardl. 

By the enthusiasm displayed to him, he seemed to have a 
strange power to charm, or, at any rate, to amuse the people ; 
and as I listened, the seduction of this nomadic, changeful, care- 
less, adventurous life bewitched me^ as it has bewitched so many 
in their youth. 

From their discourse and the confidences of Brun6tta I 
gathered that Pascar^l was always a bohemian, often a beggar; 
he led an idle, roving life, and preferred it to any other. 

His stage had often been any plank across a cart or any board 
in a fair booth that might offer to him ; he wrote the pieces he 
played that they might serve for his little troop, of which the 
dogs and tho parrot were the stars ; he rarely knew one night 
where he would lay his head another ; he often ate his supper at 
a trattoria, trusting to his skill that same evening to pay off the 
score; when he made money, as sometimes happened — for he 
was popular everywhere, except with the directors of theatres — 
he spent it royally in a mingling of revelry and charity that left 
him as poor as ever on the morrow. 

- He was a stroller and a vagabond, so far as social status went, 
an idle rogue, and a dissolute ; but at his heart he was a great 
artist ; and in many a little village, and township, and country 
fair, and wayside tavern the people had found it out, and the cry 
of " Pascardl" brought men and maidens, old women and young 
children, poor students and day-labourers, in a great eager 
crowd round any place where his changeful face, with its 
speaking eyes and its flexile lips, laughed out its mirth upon 
them. 

"He studies nothing; he outrages all traditions; he violates 
every precedent and canon," said the directors whom he quar- 
relled with. 

The people did not care for that; they only knew that 
PascarM, with a dog for his sole supporter, and a rag of carpet 
or a broken bough for all his scenery, could make them laugh or 
cry, hate or love, be miserable or be in ecstasy, whichever he 
chose in the irresistible dominance of genius. 

At a stone's throw from the Cascine woods was an open space ; 
the moon was already shining clearly upon it; a large tent, 
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braced with timbers, was set up in tbe centre of the place ; the 
canvas was fluttering in the cool evening breeze. 

" There is my theatre, donzella," said PascarM. " Oh, your 
Burattini have finer abodes; I know that. "When one only 
hangs on wires and has wooden legs, one must have a fine house, 
or who will come and look at one ? But an artist, if he be 
worth his salt, can made his temple in the minds of his 
audience, if he have only the roof of a barn over his head and 
theirs." 

These were not the golden showers and Easter lilies of Lillo ! 
and a little contempt for this nomadic drama rose up in me. 

It stood on a breadth of meadow land outside the Prato Gate, 
with the shadow of the mountain sides behind it, and around it 
the scents of growing grasses from the fields that had been sown 
for hay. 

The people were trooping to it eagerly; townsfolk of all 
trades and crafts, cobblers, tinkers, smiths, alabaster workers, 
mosaic workers, conscripts, carabineers, market women, mule 
drivers, heaven knows what not ; and in from the villages of th« 
Val de Grdve there were coming in the opposite direction many 
country women who plaited their straw as they walked, and 
contadini who had stuck a flower behind their ear as evening 
dress. 

It was a pretty little wooden house, light and cleverly put 
together; sometimes its walls were open to the sky like the old 
Basiliche of the Latins, sometimes its canvas roof fluttered over 
spectators as close packed and as eager as ever the canvas roof 
of the Coliseum shaded. 

It had the flag of Florence with the red lily flying merrily 
above it, and above its entrance place was painted in gay letters 
the words, ** Dell' Arte." 

I asked PascarM what the name meant. 

'' Oh, I broke a flask of wine against it, and named it so ages 
ago," he answered me. " Why ? Because the first wooden homo 
of Pulcinello and his brethren was called so when it rolled one 
fine Carnival day into Yenice. 

"A presumptuous name ? Oh, I don't see that. We are all 
the arts in one, if we are worth anything at all. 

" And besides, when they grew up in Italy, all that joyous 
band, — ^Arlecchino in Bergamo, Stenterello in Florence, Pulci- 
nello in Kaples, Pantaleone in Venice, Dulcamara in Bologna^ 
Beltramo in Milan, Brighella in Brescia, masked their mirthful 
visages and ran together and jumped on that travelling stage 
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before the worlds and what a force they were for the world, 
^hose impudent mimes ! 

"'Only Pantondmi?' When they joined hands with one 
another and rolled their wandering house before St. Mark's they 
were only players indeed ; but their laughter blew out the fires 
of the Inquisition, their fools' caps made the papal tiara look 
but paper toy, their wooden swords struck to earth the steel of 
the nobles, their arrows of epigram, feathered fix)m goose and 
from falcon, slew flying the many-winged dragon of Superstition. 

'< They were old as the old Latin laad, indeed. 

"They had mouldered for ages in Etruscan cities, with the 
dust of uncounted centuries upon them, and been only led out 
in Camival times, pale voiceless frail ghosts of dead powers, 
whose very meaning the people had long forgotten. But the 
trumpet csdl of the Eenaissance woke them from their Eip Yan 
WinUe sleep. 

" They got up, young again, and keen for every frolic — ^Bar- 
barossas of sock and buskin, whose helmets were caps and bells, 
breaking the magic spell of their slumber to burst upon men 
afresh ; buoyant incarnations of the new-bom scorn for tra- 
dition, of the nascent revolts of democracy, with which the air 
was rife. 

"'OnlyPantomimi?' Oh altro ! 

" The world when it reckons its saviours should rate high aU 
it owed to the Pantomimi, — ^the privileged Pantomimi — ^who 
first dared take licence to say in their quips and cranks, in their 
capers and jests, what had sent all speakers before them to the 
rack and the faggots. 

" Who think of that when th^ hear the shrill squeak of 
Puloinello in the dark bye-streets of northern towns, or see lean 
Pantaleone dip and tumble through the transformation scene of 
some gorgeous theatre ? 

** Not one in a million. 

" Yet it is true for aU that. Free speech was first due to the 
Pantomimi. A proud boast that. They hymn Tell and chant 
Savonarola and glorify the Oracchi, but I doubt if any of the 
gods in the world's Pantheon or the other world's Yalhalla did 
so much for freedom as those merry mimes that the children 
scamper after upon every holyday. 

" And we players are all their sons and their successors ; and 
so I baptize my house after them * Dell' Arte.' Why not? If 
we be not artists we have no business to profane a stage at all." 

And therewith he badA me adieu, and ran in his room to dreM. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



UNDER THE RED LILY. I37 

We entered the booth — for in truth it was hardly more— as 
the Florentine clocks tolled the quarter before seven. The 
people were already gathering thickly in the meadow, and ht 
could only break free of their vociferous welcome by reminding 
them that if tiiiey kept him there without, he comd not play 
within ; a sober fact which they recognized at last, though with 
some reluctance. 

Pascardl drew me to a place where I could see both actors and 
audience, unseen by the latter; the portion of the tent were the 
stage was made was divided from the public part of it by a our* 
tain; behind this I was stationed. 

They all left me and disappeared ; Tocc6 ran round to light 
the oil wicks which were to illumine the performance. In an 
incredibly short space, so brief that it seemed to me Pascar^l 
must first have whisked a sorcerer's wand to change them all, 
Bruntftta in short skirts of tinsel, and white and rose, and 
Cocomero in the vari-coloured dress of Arlecchino, and the dogs 
in quaint little brilliant coats — Toto pre-eminent by cap and 
plume — all bounded pell mell on to the boards together. 

The curtain swung aside, the violin of Toccb thrummed a gay 
melody, whilst a drum, ingeniously beaten by his foot, roUed 
now and then its deeper melody. 

They commenced one of those pretty and unintelligible dumb 
dramas of gesture, which are so popular in Italy, and hold the 
stage longer than opera, or tragedy, or comedy of voice, whether 
in their grander form of ballet at the PergoLa or the Eenice, or 
in their humblest spedes such as that in which Bruntftta and 
Cocomero now danced. 

Brundtta danced with all the agility and vivacity of a girl 
who had spun round in the fairs and feste from the earliest days 
of her existence ; Cocomero was a comic and untiring harlequin, 
and the quaint tricks and astounding intelligence of Maestro 
Toto were beyond all praise and would baffle all description. 

The spectacle was received with glee and good humour by an 
audience which was by far too large for the limits of the theatre, 
and stretched far out into the open air in a sea of out-stretched 
throats and eager faces, in a curious chiaroscuro from the dark 
without and the oil lamps within, whilst they hummed the 
mdody of the dance tunes all the way through themselves — a 
detestable mode of testifying musical delight, from which the 
most patrician musical audiences of Italy unhappily are not 
free. 

The curtain fell, Toto as primo-momo wav thrice summoned 
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and reeeiyed a ahower of sweet cakes and sugar, plaudits which 
were to his comprehension. 

Then loud and imperious rose the erv: 

" Pascaxdl ! Pascardl ! H Pasoarello ! " 

PascaiM soon obeyed the summons, amidst the tumult of 
delight that greeted mm from the throngs of coppersmiths, and 
carpet-weavers, and craftsmen of all kinds, and students, aUd 
beggars, and idlers of every sort who made up his motley 
clientela. 

The little piece he played in was called ''Gli miraculosi 
fortuni e le amori pietosissimi del Calzolajo e del Conte." 

It had been written by himself, to suit the resources of his 
scanty company ; a thing of the slightest and the simplest, in 
which he played himself the two chief parts, those of the 
eobbler and the count. 

It was only a trifle ; but it abounded in wit ; it sparkled with 
irony, it contained epigrams worthy of the palmy days of 
Pasquin, and every now and then, amidst the rippling exuber- 
ance of its play of nonsense, it deepened and had an exquisite 
pathps hidden in it ; it was like a blue forget-me-not that the 
rains have just dashed where it lifts its blue eyes in the 
sunshine. 

With the utmost ingenuity, the play was constructed so that 
the old man and the young, the cobbler and the noble, whilst 
rivals throughout for the love of a contadina, never met one 
another in all the accidents of their fortunes. 

His transitions from age to youth, from youth to age, were so 
sudden, so marvellous, so perfect, each in its kind, that none 
who had not known him could have told which years were the 
real with him or which the assumed. 

Other actors in their youth have counterfeited as wonderfully 
the age of Richelieu or of Louis XI. ; but they have been 
elaborately prepared by costume and by paint, and have sus- 
tained the one part unbroken ; but here Pascar^l changed from 
youth to age with scarce breathing time between the phases, and 
made his personification a vivid living fact by no aid but that of 
his own consummate powers. 

It would have been impossible to say with which impersona- 
tion the sympathies of the public were the stronger; each won 
them in its turn. 

The youth of the young noble was so charming, so full of 
happy insolence, of generous impulse, of audacious ease, of ii> 
jreaistible assurance, of gay, good-tempered grace. 
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The age of the old cobbler was so fiill of sad genuine irony, 
of wistful loneliness, of pathetic fear of mockery, of trembling 
tenderness that scarcely dared be uttered ; no slippered pantaloon, 
no palsied dotard, shrunken target for the gibes of fools, but 
Age — fEuthful, venerable, true to its own self-respect ; but Age 
— ^unutterably sad because — ^alone. 

It was a trifle, unaided by any scenic deception, or any de- 
lusion for the senses ; but it was perfect as only the exquisite 
delicacy, the unerring truthfulness, and the supreme histrionic 
instincts of a great genius could make it ; and as such it swept 
away to itself, with the rush of the storm wind, all the pity and 
all the passion that throbbed in the countless hearts of its 
audience. 

When it was over, and the ** Fuori ^ fuori I fuori ! " of the 
enraptured people had brought him for the last time before their 
hurricane of applause, he came to me where I stood. 

** Well P " he said, with the smile in his eyes. 

I trembled before him, burning, breathless, entranced, amazed ; 
so wondrous did his power seem to me, I could have cast myself 
at his feet and worslupped him for the divine force of the Art 
that was in him. 

** Well ? " he said again; but his voice shook a little, though 
it had a laugh in it. "Well? — say — is it better than the 
Burattini?" 

I could not answer him ; but I burst into tears. 

When we left the wooden Arte that night where it stood, with 
its flag dropping in the quiet air, and its gay scroll facing the 
line of the Apennines, we were escorted in royal honour home- 
ward by a half hundred or so of sturdy popolani, singing, 
laughing, shouting, dancing in universal acclaim and fellowship, 
as only Italians can sing, and laugh, and shout, and dance, when 
the moon ia high, and a mandoline is mtdcing tinkling melody 
before their steps. 

It was late, and a beautiful, lustrous, cold night, ML of the 
smell of the yoimg spring, as the breeze blew in from over the 
budding contado. 

We passed through the Porta al Prato, and glanced up at 
white Piesole, and went on under the limes of the piazzone and 
%long the edge of the glancing water. 

The music of the mandoline drew the steps of the loiterers, of 
whom there were many about in those luminous, tranquil night- 
hours. 

A youth with a guitar slung across him joined us, and a man 
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ivith a ^olin ran out from tinder an arcliway, and canght the 
Btraing, and skipped before us in many grotesque capers ; some { 

people above, on a lighted balcony, threw some violets and daffo- 1 

dils at us as we went by ; the moonlight lay broad and white 
upon the river ; all the towers and spires rose clear against the 
stars ; the music passed on, glad as the singing of Pan. 
So we went homeward tiirough Florence. 



CHAPTER II. 

THE EOSE Ain) THE FLOHINS. 

When we reached the little tavern, our escort utterly refused 
to let him enter it. 

They claimed Pascar^l as theirs by every human right, and 
insisted on bearing him off amidst them to supper to a noted 
wine-house, where the alabaster workers that night were about 
to hold high revelry. Pascar^l laughed and consented to go with 
them, but before he turned away, he swept the earth with his 
sombrero in a good-night to me, and murmured some parting 
counsel in the ear of his sister. 

Then off he went ; the rapture of his comrades no longer 
restrained by the presence of the ** donzella," at whom they had 
glanced as a new and not altogether welcome addition to his 
little jorty. 

They lifted him fairly off the ground and bore him along aloft 
on the shoulders and backs of half a dozen sturdy craftsmen of 
Florence, the mandoline twanging cheerily before them, and all 
their far-reaching voices blending together. 

It was not the white lilies of Lillo ; but it was a homage 
full as genuine in its way. 

I stood in the doorway and watched them pass down the 
sombre, darkling ancient street ; the moon shone whitely here 
and there upon their path, the grim arcades and the mighty 
walls were upon either side ; above, between the roofs, was the 
dark blue sky of night. Their riotous glee died softly in the 
distance as they turned out of sight by the base of the old 
Guadagni Palace, and the last echo I heard was the shout of 
their homage, " Yiva il Pascarello ! Pa«cardl! Pascar^l ! " 

How loni; I stood there, lost in a dream of this strange and 
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^'ondeffhl life which had opened upon me, I cannot tell ; Bra* 
ntftta touched me in kindly impatience : — 

''Do not dream in the moonlight like that, signorina. It 
makes people mad, they say. I have some hot soUp here ; oome 
and drmk it, and let us get to hed." 

'' When will he be back ? '' I asked, as I followed her within- 
doors. 

** Pascar^ ? Oh t not till daybreak, I daresay. He is often 
out all night long. Come, do not let the soup get cold. And so 
you thought him wonderful, did you ? Ah ! did I not tell you 
only the truth P '' 

She sat opposite me, with the little brass soup-kettle between 
us, toasting her feet on an earthen scaldino; she had not 
changed her pretty short white and rose skirts ; she had still her 
little starry crown on her forehead. She was a little gay, rosy, 
cheery soid, and yet I thought she seemed hardly worthy to be 
of the same race as this marvellous Pascar^l. 

"I never could have dreamed of anything like him ! " I said, 
under my breath, for I had been too deeply moved to be able to 
talk of it easily: "but the whole world ought to know it; he 
ought to play before kings ! " 

"He likes this best," said Brundtta, keeping her airy skirts 
ofF the hot charcoal of her footstool. " He is so free, you see. 
He does just as he likes : in the world fame would bo bondage. 
So he says, and no doubt he is right. Besides, I do not think 
he cares so much as this brown pot would care for either riches 
or fame. He loves his freedom, and he loves the people, 
Pascar^." 

" Bat he wrote that piece himself P " 

'* Oh, yes. He writes everything that he plays." 

"But that is genius!" 

" I do not know what you mean. He is very clever, no doubt, 
wonderfully clever; there is no one like him. But then he is a 
great scholar, you know; he took his degree at Pisa." 

"At Pisa? And you do not know how to read?" I cried, 
forgetful in my astonishment of all laws of courtesy. 

"Ko. I cannot read," said Brundtta, with a little confused 
laugh. 

" But a degree at Pisa, and not to know the alflEibeti.— that is 
a great difference." 

Brundtta coloured ; perhaps she was vexed. 

'* Yes. No doubt it ia a good deal of difference. Put then I 
^as always a very lazy Uttle thing, and never cared to do any. 
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thing but to dance in the streets, whilst PascarSl,— oh, you can- 
not imagine what wonderful things he has it in him to do. He 
might be very great — ^very great — there is no doubt, if he 
liked." 

" It is odd he should not like ? " 

"He has no ambition, I suppose— that is it : he likes to bo 
free." 

" But who can be free if they be poor ? " 

"Anybody, signorina," laughed Brunotta, with the philo- 
sophy which she had acquired from Pascarbl ; " that is, if they 
do not try to be rich, you know. Of course, if you be always 
struggling to be something you are not, you never can be at ease 
— rich or poor." 

There was a profound wisdom in this, no doubt ; but it was 
too profound for me. 

"Pascar^ might haye made an enormous deal of money, no 
doubt," pursued the little dancing girl, " but, he would nevt.r 
bind himself; that is where his faidt is ; and people will not pay 
you, ever, unless you will put yourself into harness for good and 
all. He is happier as he is; playing just as the fancy moves 
him. 

" And you cannot think the good that he does, for all he looks 
so careless. That poor little Toccb there ; he was the son of one 
of the brigands at Paestum. The law took the father and the 
whole gang. They shot some, and sent some to the galleys, 
poor wretches I and little Toccb they turned adrift on the streets, 
for he was only twelve, and nothing proved against him. Of 
course, in time, he would have been a thief like his father, but 
Pascar^l got hold of him and kept him ; and now there is not an 
bonester or better little soul in the whole length of Italy than 
Toccb ; and I am sure he would be cut in a million pieces for 
Pascai^l. 

" At the great flood, too, two winters ago, in Tuscany, when 
the whole land was under water and the bullocks and sheep 
drowned by thousands, and the people were only saved here and 
there by getting up on the tops of the towers, and the great 
stacks of hay and com, and the trees, and often the roofs and 
very bodies of the houses were tossing down the great yellow sea 
of the flood like so many little cockle-shells in a gutter, yoa 
should have seen Pascardl that day : we happened to be up mgh. 
on the hills where the flood did not reach, but he heard of it at 
sunrise, and down he went and he got a boat, and he rowed about 
hither and thither on the white horrid face of the tonentsi. 
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shaming the cowards that dared not stir, of whom there were 
hundreds and hundreds; and ever so many times he was within 
an ace of being swept to his grave, and not a whit did he care- 
not he. 

'' He worked on and on till the night fell and the force of the 
waters abated, and the men and women and children, and the 
flocks and the herds that he saved, you would never believe if I 
told you. 

" There was much talk after that of some public reward for 
his goodness and courage, and some of the towns wanted to 
make great feasts in his honour and have jubilees in their 
churches, and give him money. 

"But when Pascarel heard that, he fled out of the country as 
though the black death itself were after him, and went along the 
Comiche into France, and would not return into Italy till time 
liad gone by long enough for the people to forget what they 
owed to him. It does not take very long for people to forget a 
beneflt, you know, signorina. 

*<But it is nearly midnight, donzella mia," said Brunotta, 
rising after a pause in her chatter, and shaking the embers in 
her earthen pot, "and Pascarel said you were to sleep early and 
wake late, because you were tired and not used to our life. Let 
me show you your room; it is a very poor and small place, but 
it is clean ; and I hope you will not mind it." 

Then she led the way with a lantern, and we climbed a 
rickety ladder-like stair, and I found my little chamber — a mere 
nook in a wall as it were, and bare of comfort, but still clean, as 
she had said, and on the little hard bed was cast a cloak of 
&kins. 

"That is PascarM's; he thought you might be cold; the 
nights are chilly, and so he told me to put it there," said 
Brun6tta, busying herself in a hundred kindly girlish fashions 
after my comfort as well as she could. 

After she hsA bidden me thrice good-night, she stood, with 
her light in her hand, looking at me wonderingly as I unloosed 
my bodice and shook down all my hair, and took my shoes and 
stockings off my tired feet. 

"The donzellina is beautiful to look at," she said, medita- 
Svely, with a sort of astonished inquiring pleasure in her voice : 
^ and what white little feet, though she is so tall, and what a 
white skin ! — it is wonderful ! I wish Pascardl could see you 
^w. He says he nev» saw anything like you. He fays you 
would do for the Angelica in that poem he is so fond of, yor 
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kaowf He is always niiming his head on that kind of rabblah 
as if it would do one any good." 

" You are very flattering, Brundtta," I said, laughing, as with 
some vanity, I fear me, I displayed to her all the thickness of 
my hair, which always delighted Italians, because of the yellow 
lights it had in it, which neyer darkened with the sun as their 
own did. 

<' I only say what is just true. Is that generous P " said the 
good little honest soul, as fs^e turned at last fsdrly away with her 
lantern, and drew my door dose behind her. 

For myself, I was so confused, so excited, so fall of a mingled 
pleasure and pain, that, though I threw myself at once on my 
bed, it was long before I could sleep. 

When I did at length fall asleep, the grey streak of the dawn 
had already begun to stray through the narrow casement across 
the bricks of my floor; and I dreamed feyerishly of rushing 
floods, of drowning cattle, of dancing harlequins, of the onya 
with the Fates, of old forsaken Yerona, and of Pascarel. 

It was broad day when I awoke ; the iron rod on a wall oppo- 
site, which served for a sun-dial, showed that it was ten o'clock 
I heard a voice that I knew — a voice with a clear, careless laugh 
in it. 

'' Oh, good little soiiJ,'' it said, as in a mirthful expostulation^ 
" what possessed you to go aside in that wood yesterday? "We 
were so well as we were ; and women will never let well alone. 
They will always paint their lilies, and, of course, the poor liliee 
die of it. We were content as we were, and now — . What 
possessed you to bind up with our hedge-row flowers a stxay hot- 
house rose Hke this ? " 

" You saw it before ever I saw it," the voice of Brundtta replied 
to him ''And you must have liked the look of the rose, Pas- 
carel, or you never had given away for it yoxur onyx." 

I heard him laugh, sdf-convicted. 

" That was for the pure love of music, carina. Don't you 
believe that? Oh, little sceptic! Nay I will make no 
bones of it ; I will say the truth. The denzella is too noble for 
us ; it is that which troubles me. When I saw her standing 
first in the square of Yerona, I said to myself: What can she be, 
that young princess, with her golden sHrts, singing in a crowd 
for a few baioccbe? I could not understand it; and it troubles 
me now. She is too good for our life, and we have no other." 

"Let her go her own way, then, and go we ours," said 
Brundtta, with tran^uiUitv. 
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" No, by heaven, never ! " retorted Pasoardl, with a fiery force 
in his voice. ''What! Leave a beautiful, fearless, innocent 
thing like that adrift by itself in the world? Fie for shame, 
little Brundtta ! " 

Bruntftta laughed ; but there was a little sadness in the ripple 
of the mirth. 

" Do you remember, Pascar^l, in the great flood that winter, 
when everyone was safe, as far as one could know, and it had 
grown quite dark; you could just see the outline of a young bull 
drowning far off; and nothing would do but you would launch 
the boat afresh, and ride the flood again, and go for it P And 
you got to it as it was sinking, and dragged it into the boat, and 
came to land with it with such a struggle that everyone thought 
all was over with you, and you were indeed half dead. Do you 
remember?" 

"Yes. What of that?" 

" Well, do you not remember, too, that as soon as the bull had 
strength enough to stagger up on to his legs alone he rushed at 
you, and struck you in the breast with his horns, and scampered 
off to the hills as fast as he could go ? And you were very ill 
lor many days ; and the^ said if the blow had been an indh 
nearer to the heart, you might have died of it ? " 

♦'Well?" said Pascar^l. 

"Well," answered Brundtta, "I was only thinking — ^if the 
wgnorina should be like the bull ! " 

Then their voices ceased, and I heard a casement shut ; they 
seemed to have been speaking in the chamber next to mine. 

I sprang off my bed^ a little indignant and a little touched, 
too. 

Like the bull ! I thought — ^no, never, never. 

Brundtta seemed a traitress to me only to have breathed the pos- 
sibility of such a parallel. 

I dressed quic^y, threw my hair back loose over my shoulders, 
and ran down the stairs into the common room. Pascardl was 
there alone, standing by the window, looking thoughtfully out 
into the open air, with Toto at his feet. 

it was the BerUngancio— the Mardi gras — ^the maddest mad- 
ness of Carnival; all the fury and frolic already were ringing all 
over the city with deafening clash and clangour. 

He turned swiftly, and stduted me with that cordial and easy 
grace which characterised all his movements. 

"Ahy good day, my donzella. I have good news to shine on 
you with the sun. We have got your golden florins." 
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**My florins!" I echoed, doubting my own joy. "My 
florins ! How ? — when ? — where ? Can it be possible f " 

" Very possible," he said, gaily, and he proceeded to count 
out on the stone seat of the window a dozen round, bright, 
golden Austrian florins. "How? Oh, never mind how. It is 
always an ugly story — a thief s. You know I told you the 
rogue would repent as soon as he should be found out ; they 
always do. You see the guardia of the town went to work in 
earnest for you. But you must be more careful of your wealth 
in future." 

I was too enraptured to heed much what he said. He might 
have told me the most improbable romances, and I should have 
credited them at that moment, so supreme was my ecstasy over 
my recovered treasure. 

He watched me with a certain melancholy in his handsome 
eyes. 

"80 now — ^you are free again, you see," he said, after a 
pause. '* You can go away from us when you like, cara mia — 
if you like ; what do you say P Twelve florins, even when they 
are of gold, are not a large patrimony with which to scour the 
earth. But still, you thought them enough for you rashly to 
run away from Verona on the strength of them alone." 

His words clouded the heaven of my restored happiness. I 
had been kissing my florins, laughing and almost crying over 
them. As he spoke I stopped, and looked him full in the 
fiaoe. 

" Signer mio, — I ought to tell you, — I heard what you said 
this morning in the room next mine to Brunotta." 

His face flushed hotly. 

"By heavens you did! How much did you hear? What 
about ? Tell me quickly." 

" I heard you from the time that you called me a hothouse 
rose to the time when your sister said that I should be like the 
bull you saved out of the flood." 

Pascardl laughed; hb face was a little flushed still, but he 
looked relieved. 

" Is that all, carina — ^honour bright ? " 

" Quite alL But — you seemed sorry she spoke to me in the 
wood yesterday; you seemed to think that I should be some 
trouble 01 burden to you. If that be so indeed, tdl me the 
truth : I wiU go." 

PascarM stood before me, with the lights and the shadows 
swiftly succeeding each other on his changefril countenance. 
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" Tou do not wish to go, then, signorina ? " he asked at 
length. •'! thought you might, now you have hack your 
florins." 

'* No, I do not wish to go; I wish to he one of you, and to 
leam your art." 

I could not trust my voice to say more, for my heart was full 
at the idea that I should he again adrift hy myself with those 
poor florins, which no longer seemed to me the hrilliant safe- 
guard and the omnipotent possession which they had done ere I 
had lost them. 

Pascar^l rolled towards me a little table spread with a white 
cloth, on which coffee and wheaten rolls were set ready. 

*' Breakfast first, cara mia; then we will talk. Do you miud 
my smoke ? No ? that is right." 

Therewith he stretched himself out on the stone sill of the 
window embrasure, and rested at his ease, sending the smoke 
into the air in almost absolute silence, glancing now out into 
the street, already filling with processions of the BerHngancio 
fooleries, now glancing back at me where I broke my fast with 
pleasure, knowing that I could pay for what I took. 

The radiance of the sunshine came through the open case- 
ment and bathed the large square red bricks of the floor ; from 
without there came the smell of tossed flowers, and the noise of 
many bells, and the sound of countless feet pacing over the 
stones of the streets: above everything, there was the sweet, 
youthful scent of the Spring that dreamily breathed itself from 
the vineyards and fields, even through the dark and blood- 
stained old age of the Medicean streets. 

When his spagnoletto was smoked out, and my coffee ended, 
he came across the room, and sat astride on an old walnut- wood 
chair, with his arms crossed on its back, and so gazed at me long 
and gravely. 

"What do you wish for most in this world, oara miaP" he 
asked, at last. 

" Money, of course," I answered him, with widely opened 
eyes and a little impatient laugh of wonder. Was it not what I 
had missed and wanted aU my life long — always ? 

'' You have no genius in you, then ! " he said, with a dash of 
Bcom. 

My answer had offended all the artist's instincts in him. iTo 
doubt it seemed half puerile and half vile to him — so true an 
artist in every pulse and fibre of his being, that so long as his 
audience laughed or wept with him, he could not bring himself to 

L 2 
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consider whether gold pieces or copper bits filled the box at the 
door of his play-house. 

** Perhaps not," I said, in my own turn a little ofFended. 
•'But " 

I glanced at the queer little bit of mirror which hung on the 
rough stone wall between a waxen Jesii and a portrait of the last 
biigand known in the Yaldamo. 

He followed the gesture and laughed. 

** Oh, you have the best genius for a woman, no doubt. I 
would not deny that. But I ihought you might, perhaps, haye 
a touch of the other too." 

"It is a large word," I said, more humbly. "And no one 
ever seems to know very well what they mean by it." 

"No. Some people say it is all your days to carry about 
with you a torch which illumines everyone's path except your 
own." 

" Perhaps. My old music teacher used to say that to have 
genius was to be a fool." 

" That I deny. It is to be alone amidst fooLs^a imng much 
more bitter. And meh fools I Dio ndo ! But, after aU, what 
does it matter f If the world were only human, it would matter 
hideously ; but, thank heaven, the world is so much else besides. 
When one is choked up to the throat with fools, one can always 
get away to the woods, to the mountains, to the birds, to the 
beasts, to the hiUs in the rain mist, to the sea when the sun 
breaks. If it were not for that, one would go mad straightway, 
uo doubt. And even with that one feels small sometimes — 
choked, fenced in, — Do you not know? One wants to push 
back the clouds, to thrust away the skies, to see beyond the 
horizon, to look close at the sun. If one only had wings ! — but 
let us talk of yourself. You want money, you say ; well, that 
certainly will not come to you on the stage for a long time. To 
many — to most it never comes at aU; and myself^ I always 
think that whether it does or not matters very little, after aU." 

" But money is everything I " I cried to him — I, who knew 
fo well by the want of it aU that its possession must imply. 
^ "Is it? Well, no doubt, to those who think so it w every- 
thing : I am not amongst them. But you are a woman-child ; 
I am a man. We shall never think alike on that theme. 

"A man, be he bramble or vine, likes to grow in the open air 
in his own fashion ; but a woman, be she flower or weed, always 
thinks she would be better under glass. When she gets the 
glass she breakA it— generally ; but tiU she gets it she pinesy 
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" As for my art, the art of the stage needs much stady, 
though, I dare say, to you, as to all lookers on, nothing seems 
easier ^an to rattle through a part. 

" The actor must be bom, like the poet, the painter, the 
sculptor, no doubt ; but also, like them, he must be made perfect 
by study. Gesture, glance, feeling, passion — ^all these come by 
nature : but accent, knowledge, oratory, effect — ^all these are the 
mechanical parts of the whole, which only long application will 
acquire. 

'* To the art of the stage, as to every other art, there are two 
sides : the truth of it, which comes by inspiration — ^that is, by 
instincts subtler, deeper, and stronger than those of most mindis 
— and the artifice of i^ in which it must clothe itself to get 
understood by the people. 

''It is this latter which must be learnt ; it is the leathers 
harness in which the horses of the sun must run when they 
come down to race upon earth. 

"Do I talk nonsense? Never mind, if you know what I 
mean." 

I think my face showed him I knew, for he went on without 
pausing for my reply. 

" We Italians have always needed less of this harness than 
men of other nations. The French and the Italians are the only 
great actors that the world ever sees. The northern races 
cannot act, just as they cannot paint. 

" After all, both acting and painting are a matter of colour, 
and the northern peoples have no feeling for colour, no sense of 
it. Perhaps because it is not about them in their daily lives, 
nor visible in their landscapes. They are great in very much, 
but they are not great in art. 

" The French are great, but they are three-parts artifice ; it 
is a very perfect study, but it is a study always. With us we 
do hold closely that wb eat eelare artem; and we are infinitely 
more natural than the French are upon the stage. This is 
national in us, no doubt ; we are always ourselves at home and 
abroad, and we concern ourselves very little as to what other 
people may think of us. We carry this happy immunity on to 
the stage with us, and the result is, that on the stage Italians 
are without rivals. 

*'But, with all this, it is not the happy-go-lucky hit-or«miss 
sort of thing that you may fancy it. No art can be good unlesi 
into it be brought something of aU other arts. 

" A man may be a passable actor if Nature has given him Qib 
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trick of it ; but ho will not be a great one unless ho study tho 
literature of his own and other nations, unless he know some- 
thing of the intricacies of colour and of melody — above all, 
unless he can probe and analyse human nature, alike in its 
health and in its disease. 

'' To be a great artist one must be a student, and a sincero 
and humble one, at the foot of every greatness — ay, and every 
weakness — ^which has preceded us. 

" The instrument on which we histrions play is that strange 
thing, the human h^art. It looks a little matter to strike its 
chords of laughter or of sorrow ; but, indeed, to do that aright 
and rouse a melody which shall leave all who hear it the better 
and the braver for the hearing, that may well take a man's life- 
time, and, perhaps, may well repay it." 

He paused, while a dreamy thoughtfiilness oast its shadow 
over his features ; he had been speaking rather to himself than to 
me, I saw. I thought of what Bmn6tta had said of him, that 
he had been a great student of many sciences once, away there 
in old Pisa. 

And yet he had no ambition : it seemed to me very strange. 

"You are a great artist, surely," I said, slowly. "And yet 
— yet you play only for the people." 

He looked up with the quick, contemptuous flash of his 
^sloquont eyes. 

" Only for the people ! Altro ! did not Sperone and all the 
critics at his heels pronounce Ariosto only fit for the vulgar 
multitude ? and was not Dante himself called the laureate of the 
cobblers and the bakers ? 

" And does not Sacchetti record that the great man took the 
trouble to quarrel with an ass driver and a blacksmith because 
they recited his verses badly ? 

" If he had not written * only for the people,' we might never 
have got beyond the purisms of VirgUio, and the Ciceronian 
imitations of Bembo. 

" Dante now-a-days may have become the poet of the scholars 
and the sages, but in his own times he seemed to the sciolists a 
most terribly low fellow for using his mother tongue ; and he was 
most essentially the poet of the vulgar — of the vulgare eloquio, of 
the vulgare illustre ; and pray what does the * Commedia ' mean 
if not a canto vtUereecio, a song for the rustics ? Will you tell 
mo that ? 

"Only for the people! Ah, that is the error. Only! how 
like a woman that is ! Any trash will do for the people ; that 
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is the modem notion ; vile roulades in music, tawdnr crudities in 
painting, cheap balderdash in print — all that win do for the 
people. So they say now-a-days. 

*' Was the bell tower yonder set in a ducal garden or in a 
public place ? Was Cimabue's masterpiece veiled in a palace or 
borne aloft through the throngs of the streets ? 

** I am a riorentine, donzella; and I have enough of the 
blood of my fathers in me to know that the higher and truer the 
art, the more surely should it belong to the people. 

" It is the people that make your nation great or vile in the 
sight of the universe. Shall you nourish them, then, on the 
garbage of ribald feebleness, or on the pure strong meats of the 
mind? As you feed them, so will be their substance and 
sinew ; as you graft them, so will be the fruit that they bear. 

** How would it have been with Florence if she had not per- 
petually bom that vital truth even as the very marrow of her 
bones ? 

*' Her great men gave their greatest — ^not to the empire, not 
to the pope, not to princes only, whether temporal or spiritual, but 
into the very midst of the populace, into the very hands and hearts 
of the people, so that through the blackest ages of oppression 
and superstition, through the deadliest losses of liberty and of 
peace, she was still as a shining light in the face of the nations, 
and still held fast, to bequeath them to others, the unquenchable 
fires of freedom and art." 

The rapid words coursed like fire off his lips in passionate 
enthusiasm; then, as his habit was, he laughed at his own 
emotions, 

" Forgive my vehemence, car a mia," he said, as he lit another 
spagnoletto. ** As I told you, I come of Florentine race." 

" What were your people ? " I asked him, expecting from him 
any one of the great names of the great Republic. 

"My father was a tinker," he said bmsquely, but with th' 
shadow of a laugh about his mouth. 

" A tinker ! Impossible ! " 

He laughed outright at the accent of my voice. 

" Not impossible at all. An Italian tinker, mind you ; that 
is something very different to a tinker anywhere else. You 
know us; we are never vulgar." 

" But a tinker ! " I murmured, in unconquerable disappoirit' 
ment. 

Pascar^l laughed on, radiantiy and inextinguishably, and 
busied himself with his little paper roll of tobacco. 
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'^lliat is why Brnnotta cannot read, I Buppoeef I saidi 
after a pause, trying to shake off the curious coldness of dis- 
enchantment which this announcement of his cast upon me. 

He got up, and walked to and fro about the room. 

'' Of course ! A poor devil of a tinker has to mend several 
millions of stew-pans and braziers before he can solder the 
alphabet to the empty heads of his children. 

'* I went to Pisa ? Yes : who told you that? 

" Poor blind old Pisa ! She was very glad to be lid of me, I 
fear. I won all her honours, but I played her very sad pranks. 

" Poor old widowed Pisa ! she always seems to be lamenting, 
Dido-like, her lost lover the Sea. She is unutterably sad ; and 
yet I am never abroad on a moonlit night without wanting to 
watch it shine on her wonderful palaces, on her empty desolate 
squares, on her perfection of desolation. 

" Do you remember how the Florentines went forth in arms 
to guard the gates of her, when her walls were weak because her 
sons were all away on ilie high seas subduing Minorca ? She 
was their old hereditary foe, but they defended her honour for 
her in her day of weakness. I doubt if there be anything in all 
history manlier than that is. 

'' But to talk of yourself, mia bella. 

'' Is it indeed true that, lacking all better Mends, you would 
like to wander awhile with us ? Nay, no fair words. Let us 
speak honestly. I know that it is not the least likely that if 
you had any other sort of protection you would seek that of a set 
of strolling players. But you have no other, and so—" 

He came back, and cast aside his cigar, and stood by the table 
looking down on me ; his eyes grew almost melancholy, and his 
voice was very grave when he spoke. 

'' See here, donzella ; you are but a child, as one may say, 
and know nothing of life but its dreams. It is but fair to warn 
you ; to be a player for the populace with us may hurt you in 
time to come. I told you yesterday we are not over reputable 
people. 

<* We are honest, and we hurt no one, it is true ; we may, 
perhaps, even do some little good in our way ; but in the very 
nature of things we cannot be respectable. We could not be if 
we wished, and I am afraid we don't wish. Well, all this may 
hurt you in some time to come. I dare not say it will not. At 
any rate, it is only fair that you should know so much. 

" You are much above the life that we lead ; you heard me 
say so; above it in temper, and tastes, and^ no doubt, by your 
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birth. On the other hand, friendless and lonely as you are, 
worse may easily befall you than to stay with us. 

''You wall hear no eyil, and shall see none that I can keep 
you £rom ; that I swear. 

" We owe no man anything, and we do the best we can that 
no creature shall go out irom our little house of canvas baser 
than he entered by even so much as a licentious thought. We 
are poor, indeed, but, as you have seen, we are none the less 
glad and gay for that ; and we find, perhaps, a fairer side to 
daily life and human nature than do those whose honey of gold 
draws the thieves and panders and liars to lick them over with 
tongues Mse and foul. As you are now, your fate is a very 
terrible one for your sex and your age.*' 

His voice had a sweet, persuasive force in it, and lulled me 
into a dreamy silence ; I did not answer to him ; I listened as to 
some delicious music. 

" I have been thinking, donzella,'' he pursued, after a while, 
" that it may be ill for you to. associate yourself with us. Asso- 
ciation, you know, is like a burr off the hedges ; it clings ere we 
know it, and we can scarcely firee ourselves of it without losing 
something, be it only a shred. 

** The life of the stage — ^it is only fair you should know — al 
its best has a certain slur in it. You spoke thoughtlessly, but you 
spoke as the world speaks, when you uttered your scorn for us 
living Burattini. At its greatest the life of the player has only 
false glitter in it, and never true honour. We are toys for the 
rest of mankind; and the world, having done with us, laughs 
and then breaks us. 

** Why not P We are only its playthings. 

"Yesterday, when you said this, I rebuked you, for you 
wounded me more than you knew. But, to be frank with you, 
as it is only just I should be, I confess that your gay disdain 
bad its grim root in fact, whilst my reproaches were baseless and 
worthless, because they were only the fanciful utterance of a 
fSsmatical enthusiasm. Sincere, indeed, in its way, but, for all 
that, self-deceiving. 

*' Perhaps we never so fatally deceive others as when we arc 
ourselves the first dupes of our falsehoods. 

•* Altro I I love the life that I lead, but I will not wrong you 
by saying that it is a fit one for you. ^Nevertheless, perhaps a 
broken crust is better than no bread whatever at all. You 
must choose for yourself. I have said all there is now to 
say." 
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I stood and thought hewilderedly, withheld from him by mj 
pride, drawn towards him by the nameless seduction which ex- 
isted in all his words and ways. 

The brightness of the sun shone across us ; the brazen tumidts 
of the beUs filled all the air ; the people streamed past the case- 
menty laughing, chattermg, dressed in their best, and eager to 
enjoy. 

The fulness and gladness of human life was all about me ; I 
had not courage enough to turn away from them and go out into 
the darkness and the loneliness by myself. I was but a oMld, 
and I was afraid of gloom, of solitude, of misfortune. This man, 
with his passionate tones, with his radiant courage, with his 
eloquent eyes, had an influence over me that I hardly attempted 
to resist, and attempted not at all to dissect. 

What matter if he were only a bohemian, an adventurer, a 
strolling player, a tinker's son; he was an artist, a poet evenj 
it was surely better to laugh with him than to perish miserably 
all alone in the very onset of my warfare with the world. 

So the thoughts drifted vaguely and restlessly through my 
brain ; self-centered as the thoughts of all young creatures are. 
He spoke of my future, but it was not of liiat I then thought,* 
the present was enough for me. 

"If I remain with you, can I earn enough to pay my way ? '* 
I asked him, suddenly. 

He gave a gesture of impatience. 

''Certainly. Your florins will last for all eternity in sc 
simple a life as ours ; and even if they do not, we can find a 
place for you, no doubt." 

" Then I will stay," I said, on an eager impulse that I did 
not dream of defining; and I remember that I held my hands 
out to him with a little triumphant laugh. 

That wonderfol luminance, which gave so subtle a charm to 
his face at such times as it lightened there, flashed over his 
features. 

He caught my hands and touched them lightly with his lips, 
as one may brush with a kiss the leaves of a rose or the curls oi 
A child. 

** Altro ! So be it ! " he cried, with a laugh which covered, I 
thought, a deeper emotion. "Ah, dear donzellina, did I not 
give you the Fates ? Por me it was ill, very ill, I fear ; but for 
you it shall be well, if the will of a man count for aught in this 
world." 

" Does it not count for mudi ?" I asked him. 
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And he answered sadly : 

*'I have lived to think not; for in this world there is— 
Woman,'^ 



CHAPTER III. 

THE GOLDEir CELANDINE. 

My future heing thus determined, Pascardl said no more ahout 
it ; it was a thing resolved on and done with ; his sunny temper 
threw off its momentary shadow, and he gave himself up, as his 
hahit was, to the easy, light-hearted, dehonair enjoyment of the 
present. 

- All that day we enjoyed Berlin gancio, and the next ho 
sauntered about Florence with me, whilst Brun<5tta stayed in to 
mend her torn kirtle. He was bent upon making me happy, 
and he succeeded. That day lives now, golden, and long, and 
clear, in my remembrance — a very king of days. 

The weather was so radiant with the coming of the spring 
that even in those deepest shadows of the walls it was bright 
with the sweet youth of the year. 

There were great masses of violets and of the snow-white 
wood anemoli selling at all the comers of the streets. The 
people sat out before their doorways, working and talking, laugh- 
ing and chaffering, glad of heart because the winter was gone for 
nine good months, in which they would be free to live at pleasure 
in their heaven of the open air. 

Between the grey grim piles of the w^ar-wom stone, looking 
up, one saw the smile of the blue blue skies ; beyond the gates 
there was the silver gleam of the loosened waters, of the bud- 
ding fields, of the fruitftil olives, of the far-off hills. 

All the day long we sauntered there, he talking often of the 
city's past, with phrase so teeming with the colour of language 
and the poetry of history, that one listened in enchanted breath- 
lessness as to some sorcerer's tale. 

Lelio Pascardllo, whom one and all called Pascarel, was artist 
in every fibre of his temperament. Passionate, sensitive to ex- 
ternal influences as any woman, full of poetic thoughts and 
impulses, he joined to thia the vivid Plorentine energy and the 
gay Florentine ardour. 

There was much in him of the bright vivacious humour which 
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was in Bnffalmaco and Bramante ; of that love of sport and ol 
ready jest which laoghs like bo mach sunlight over the great 
memories of Oiorgione and Ba Yinci. 

Linked to an incapable companion he would have rid himself 
of the burden with the same witty skill as Brunelleschi, and 
locked in his study by an exacting patron, he would have escaped 
by the window to enjoy his pleasures in the streets, in the same 
ardent and amorous determination as Era Lippi's. 

He seemed to have just left those wise, fearless, gay, tumultu- 
ous times when the great sculptors went laughing to buy theii 
eggs and cheese in ti^e market; when the great painters chal- 
lenged each other to gay duello with pencil and with chisel ; 
when the great artists held their rapiers no less ready than theii 
brushes ; when men worked and loved, and fought and jested, 
and swept ail the Arts within the one magic circle of their uni* 
versal genius in that easy strength which looks the miracle of 
saints to this weakling world. 

He loved light, and air, and indolence, and mirth ; the mere 
sense of living sufficed for him with a voluptuous content which 
those of nor&em lands can never know ; to lie and dream on a 
grassy slope, and watch the lithe brown arms of a girl as she 
washed Imen in the brook below ; to go singing i&rough the 
luminous moonlight with a dozen comrades, waking the echoes 
of old, dim, marble streets ; to laugh and jest round the char- 
coal fires in the winter veglve^ or l3ang in the deep com on the 
moonlit threshing-floors at harvest time; to toss a draught of 
wine behind the thick screen of a pergola foliage, whilst bright 
eyes laughed at him and bright sunbeams darted on him through 
the leaves, and made his year as one long holiday, ^m iSe 
Beffano to the feast of Ognissanti — these were enough for 
Pascarel. 

Sometimes, as we went that day, he stopped before some 
cobbler's stall or some stove where the last chestnuts of the year 
were toasting, and exchanged with the Florentines presiding 
over them fantastic passages of drollery and wit. Sometimes he 
encountered some barrow rolling on its way with woollen stuffis 
and silken handkerchie&, or some truckfdl of oranges and 
lemons, and took the sale of these out of the hands and the 
mouths of their vendors, and made the crowd around them split 
their sides with his quaint and subtle Tuscan humour. Some- 
times he would enter some old dusky church where some world- 
famous picture made a glory in the darkness, and, standing 
before it, would let his thoughts and his woidfl roam dreamily 
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over tLe deepest meanings of art and the remotest mysteries of 
history 5n all that abstract meditation which is the most precions 
indulgence of the scholar. 

Half a hundred times a day his mood and his manner altered 
with that ardent vitality in every phase of their countless changes 
which was the life and soul of the man himself. Not for one 
j^hole half hour together was he the same throughout; and yet, 
grave or gay, riotously laughing with the crowd, or dreamily 
questioning the lost secrets of the old masters, selling a yellow 
bandana to a housewife at a fair with buoyant raillery, or stray- 
ing through the dim arcades of the old academies tenderly re- 
calliag the heroism and the learning of their earliest ages, he 
was always, in all his contrasts, Pascardl. 

He was like the child's toy of the kaleidoscope, with every 
moment his moods changed their shapes with unpremeditated 
caprice; but the hues which made them did not alter. 

** Were you truly a tinker's son ? " I asked him, late in that 
day, when we were stretched again upon the grass of the Casoine 
woods. 

" Che diamine ! " he cried, in the expressive Tuscan affirma- 
tive. " Utterly and simply a tinker's son. But, to console you, 
though thinkers we had become, we were of a race that yielded 
in ancientness of blood to none. I think old Malispini even 
accounts for us amongst those who, on coming out of the Ark 
after the Deluge, bestirred themselves in the building of Fiesole. 
In the old, old days, my people were of that territorial nobility 
beside which the Medici are mere rubbisk of yesterday. "We 
were Ghibellines, and in their ruin fell, of course. Our utter 
destruction came when one of us would have a palace fashioned 
by Orcagna, to pay for which his descendants in the third gene- 
ration had to sell nearly all their worldly goods and lands, like 
that hapless fool Luca dei Pitti. Jews of the Oltramo got the 
little there was lefb in time. Old races die hard with the load 
of long debt round their necks ; but — they die. For two cen- 
turies we had been poor, poor, poor. Poor as the devil. At 
last we worked for our daily bread. Old races have done worse. 
My grandfather toiled to and fro as a facchino in the country 
where his forefathers had scowled defiance on Carlo di Yalois, 
and mowed down the burghers round the red Carraccio on that 
terrible day, ' che fece I'Arbia colorata in rosso.' Prom a fac- 
chino to a tinker is hardly a fall ; perhaps it is even a rise, £)r a 
tinker must own some littie stock in trade of tools, whereas the 
facchino onl^ toils underneath the goods of other people. At 
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any rate, a tinker my father was, God save his soul ! and a man 
of most infinite humour. I know he soratohed.a prince's coronet 
on his smelting pot. Coronets have been in worse places. He 
was weak enough, I am ashamed to say, to be ever proud of his 
lineage, and fed me when I was a little fellow on all sorts of dead 
glories out of Bino Compagni and Yillani. But I ran about with 
bare legs over Tuscany, and cared nothing that Iran over the graves 
of my ancestors. At any rate it was more harmless than to run 
about with a bare sword as those Pascar^l princes did. It was 
queer, perhaps, to blunder into some old church in some little hill- 
town or city of the plain, and see a great white statue, and read 
the record of some mighty Pascar^Uo ; and all the while one was 
a Pascar^Uo too, though only a little mischievous dog, ragged and 
hungry, scouring the countiy for saucepans to mend. It set one 
thinking, no doubt. But, after all, what did it matter ? '' 

"It would have broken my heart!" I cried, where I sat 
beside him amongst the crocuses. 

Pasoardl laughed. 

**It was likelier to break my head. For, being a little fool, 
and strong for my years, I would get fighting for that coronet on 
the smelting-pot times out of number with half the boys of half 
the villages we entered. They thought a coronet on an old iron 
pot ridiculous, and they surely were right ; but I was resolute 
to have both pot and coronet respected, being my father's ; and 
perhaps I was right also. At any rate, I had the courage of my 
opinions, and got half killed for them over and over again, as all 
people rash enough to keep such ticklish possessions as opinions 
invariably do. A princeljr couronne and a travelling tinker ! 
Supreuely ridiculous, that is certain ; but would they have been 
less so if I had whimpered and had not fought? It is stupid 
to have a bad cause, no doubt ; but after all, as far as we our- 
selves go, perhaps it is not the cause that matters so much as it 
is one's way of upholding it. The Carroccio was a sorry childish 
emblem in itself enough ; but does that take ^m the grandeur 
of the deaths of the Tomaquinci round it? My Carroccio was 
my father's old tin pot; but I am glad even now to think how 
many sucking Tuscans I in my babyhood thrashed for sheer love 
and honour of that sacred household god. I^ot love of the 
coronet, mind you, but love for what he had put there ; if he 
Had scratched a oat's head on the pot, and they had laughed at 
it, it would have been the same to me, and I, Pascar^l, should 
have been bound to fight for it." 

" Did you ever work with him ? " J asked, glancing at those 
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long, slender, brown hands of his which were weaving some 
rushes together. 

'* Altro ! of coarse I did. Tinkered many an old woman's 
copper kettle all along the country, east and west, j&om liyomo 
to Venice. But I never took to the work. I had a natural 
genius for making holes, not for mending them. The people 
used to call me the Marchesino, in derision of the leaves and balls 
on the tin pot. But they dropped that after they found by fre- 
quent experience that I could make holes in their sons' skulls 
past all power of apothecary's soldering. Not that I was a 
bully, believe me; but when they shouted their 'Marchesino' 
in derision, I thought of the marble PascardUi in the churches, 
and hit out — a little too straight home sometimes. I was a 
little lad at that time, trotting on bare legs after my father's 
barrow, from house to house all over the land. It is all forgotten 
now. I buried his tin pot in his coflGin with him, as his fore- 
fathers were buried with their golden crowns, and I have buried 
all the old follies with it. I was fifteen years old when he 
died." 

** And you are the last Pascar^Uo ? " 

** The very last. Much good may it do me. The people, God 
bless them ! have forgiven me all the broken heads of my boyish 
time, and have learnt to love me — well. I am afraid the 
GhibeUine Pascar^Ui who live in marble in the churches could 
never say as much." 

*' And you are content with that love ? " 

" Eh, Dio ! I should blush for myself if I were not." 

A great darkness stole over his face as he spoke — ^that melan- 
choly of an Italian face which is as intense as is the sunlight of 
its happiness. 

" Oh, cara mia, when one has run about in one's time with a 
tinker's tools, and seen the lives of the poor, and the woe of 
them, and the wretchedness of it all, and the utter uselessness of 
everything, and the horrible, intolerable, unending pain of all 
the things that breathe, one comes to think that in this meaning- 
less mystery which men caU life a little laughter and a little love 
are the only things which save us all from madness — ^the mad- 
ness that would curse God and die." 

A little laughter and a little love ! Across the brilliant fancies 
of my supreme ignorance the words fell with a pathetic mean- 
ing. Was this all, indeed, that the wide world could offer? 
And was it worth while to wander so far to reach so little ? 

'* Yes, cara mia," he said, with his quick divination of 
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another's ihoughts. " Yes. They are all that are really worth 
the haying in this world ; and they lie so close to us sometimes, 
and we flee away from them, not knowing, and perhaps we 
never meet them face to face or have them in our reach again. 
P'or neither of them will come for the mere asking." 

*' How, then, shall we gain either ? " I asked. 

He smiled. 

** There was once a youth who was a shepherd. He was all 
alone in the world, and sorrowful. No man tarried with him, 
and no woman found him comely. 

"A fairy took pity on him, and gathered a yellow hlossom of 
celandine, and put it in his hand. 'Breathe on the flower, 
and wish thrice,' she said. * Three times you shall have your 
desire.* 

" He breathed once on the golden flower, scarcely believing in 
his own good fortune. ' Let me laugh as other men do/ he 
wished. Immediately he laughed on and on, not pausing, over 
a flagon of wine that was never emptied ; but there was no joy 
in his mirth, and he grew sick of it. 

" He breathed a second time on the flower. * Let me love as 
other men do,' he wished. Instantly a young maiden kissed 
him on the mouth, and he toyed with her, and yet was not con- 
tent ; it seemed to him that her lips were cold and her eyes 
without any light. 

** Then he breathed the third time on the flower and cast it 
down weeping, and crying, * Let others laugh and others love. 
Joy is not for me, I see/ 

** Then, strange to say, all at once his heart grew light, and 
he was glad, and sang aloud with rapture, and the maiden 
rejoiced beside him, and the kisses of her lips were warm and 
Eweet as the suns of summer. 

" The fairy took from him the golden flower. * Now laughter 
is yours and love,' she said. ' For the wish that you wished 
was for others, and pure of the greeds of self.' 

** Do you toiow what the story means? No ; you have only 
just got your yellow celandine, and have scarcely breathed 
upon it." 

But I knew what it meant enough to know that ho Idmself 
used his golden flower for the gladness of others^ always. 
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CHAPTER IV, 

BESIDE DEAD PIRES. 

XJifDBB the financial government of Pascar^l my florins seemed 
endlessly to expand. As yet I did not appear upon the stage 
with any of them, though he trained me for it sedulously with 
all the skill and subtlety that were given to him by the unerring 
instincts and the long practice of his art. 

We were completely happy ; Bruno tta w£is a little humble 
merry soul, quick as a mouse, bright as a bird, honest, I thought, 
as the day. Cocomero and Tocco worshipped the ground that 
their chief even trod on, and would have laid their lives down 
mllingly to do his bidding in the merest trifle. Whilst Pascardl 
himself, the life and soul, the alpha and omega, of the small 
community, governed it with that gentle sway which lends to 
obedience as sweet a charm as lies in liberty. 

He inquired everywhere, as best he could, for tidings of my 
father and of Plorio. But either the people knew nothing, or 
those who knew anything had been bidden not to reveal it ; we 
learned no intelligence of any sort, and at the post in the Uflizi 
he heard that letters from Yerona had been addressed to the 
name of Tempesta, and were still lying there unclaimed. 
Doubtless, these neglected things were those which old Maso 
Sasso had penned for Mariuccia in the den of his loggia. 

Pasoardl sought, honestly and unweariedly, on my behalf; 
but he did not affect to be sorry for the result. 

** No one who has once caught hold of destiny likes to lose 
that slippery sovereign," he would say, with a laugh ; and so I 
remained with him and his, through the cool weeks of the 
Quaresima. 

At times, indeed, he spoke to me — ^like one who does an 
dnwelcome duty — of seeking shelter for mo in some convent's 
safety and stillness ; but my passionate terror of the captivity 
disarmed liis wiser resolves; and, indeed, to have won the 
money necessary to secure such a refuge was as impossible to 
me as to draw down the moon ; and to take it from him, as he 
sometimes hinted, — for he said he had a few hundreds of lire 
laid by in the hands of a goldsmith of Florence, lest any evil 
should befall him and leave his troop adrift, — ^would have been 

M 
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a debt from which, child though I was, all the in&tincts in me 
revolted. 

Before we left Florence on the springtide wanderings, he be* 
took himself to Verona, to see, for his own satisfaction, what 
could be learned of my father. I heard long afterwards tiiat he 
went at great peril to himself, and in disguise, from the hatred 
of Austriaci against him ; but of this he said nothing to me at 
that time. Of danger to himself he never spoke. This was 
only a week or so after I had first fSsdlen in with the merry little 
party in the ilex woods, and I was vaguely startled to feel how 
deadly a blank his absence caused to me. The skies lost all their 
light, and the city all her golden and transfigured beauty. 

He placed me, whilst he went, at a house on the other side of 
the river, where a good Mend of his, Orfeo Orlanduccio, a 
master worker in mosaic, dwelt. 

Orlanduccio was a widower, with one little pretty, merry child 
called Bicd. They were very good to me in the dusky ancient 
house, through whose grated casements one looked out, like pri- 
soners, on the world, and whose massive chambers were all rich 
with carving, and scented with that curious old world incense- 
like aromatic odour of which the Florence streets are full. 

It was in the Via de la Pergola, not far off the house that the 
Duke gave to Cellini ; and as I leaned against the barred windows 
I used to think of the bronze-workers in that little garden, and 
of the fierce molten metal seething out under the flame from the 
oak timbers ; and of the stream, hot and red, like blood from a 
murdered man's throat, crushing in to fill the beautiful mask of 
the Perseus, and of the artist — breathless, agonised, torn betwixt 
hope and fear, rent by the noble rashness of genius and the 
feebler human dread of accident — coming out under the dark 
hanging fig-leaves with armsful of his household gods of silver 
and pewter and copper and gold, and casting them all into the 
frimace, as children were cast to Moloch, so that his Thought 
might arise from the fires and live for all time in men's light. 

Orfeo Orlanduccio was a grave, melancholy, stem, good man ; 
he had been lamed in the wars of Carl-Alberto, and was subject 
to suspicion for his advanced political creeds ; he had a noble 
grey head like Luca della Eobbia's, and it was a picture to see 
him in his dark workshop piecing the tiny fragments so deftly 
into all manner of delicate arabesques and dainty flowers with 
his lithe slender fingers that had used to grasp a sabre to hard 
purpose, they said, in earlier days. 

I stayed with lum and the little, saucy, smiling rosebud of a 
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Bici whilst PascarM went northward. Bnin6tta did not come 
with me there ; indeed the mosaic maker seemed to me to know 
little or nothing of her existence. 

On the fourth day of my stay with them, the good Orfeo, 
coming from the market-place, was arrested and home to the 
BargdOlo nnder some accusation of conspiracy. I know not 
what, but all liberal thinkers were under suspicion in those 
days. 

His apprentices brought word of his misfortunes, and little 
Bice, a merry babyish filing, of nine or ten, cried her pretty 
eyes red with weeping for her father, and in the evening time 
her foster-mother, a peasant of the Casentino, came in and bore 
her off to dwcU in the country till her parent should be set free 
which might not be for many months, they said. 

I rememl^r the sense of desolation, of belonging to no earthly 
soul or thing, that shivered over me that night as the little 
heedless child went, laughing through her tears to hear the 
mule bells ring, and the apprentices took down their caps and 
stared at me stupidly, and the woman who did the housework 
there in the daytime, having cleaned her pots and pans and 
swept up the kitchen, came and looked at me with her arm in 
her side, and asked me, meditatively': — 

'*The signorina will betake herself to her friends? the lads 
sleep out, and then I will bar the place up safe. Orfeo has been 
in l£is sort of trouble before. Men are such fools ; — they will 
craze their heads for things that have no concern for them. 
WiU the signorina go; I want to bar the doors; it is dark 
now.*' 

I begged her to let me stay a little. I had promised Pascar^l 
not to leave this house until he came for me, and no force in 
Florence, I think, would have availed to make me disobey him. 

A rebel to all other authority since my babyhood, I took a 
passionate delight in obeying this stranger's mere glance and 
gesture. 

The donna di j&iica, moved by my loneliness and my suppli- 
cations, lit me a lamp and left me, promising to return in an 
hour, when go I muBt, she said, for she had served Maestro 
Orfeo twenty years and more, and was not going to leave his 
bottega open to thieves for all the yellow-haired signorini in 
Christendom. 

Her heavy steps trod slowly out of the stone passages, and the 
massive nail-studded door closed behind her. My heart sank a& 
I was left alaue in the empty house with its unfinished mosaics 
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strewn oyer the floor, and its dreamy aroma from the millions of 
pine cones and oak logs that had burned on those old hearths in 
the fires of five hundred centuries. 

It was one of the oldest dwellings in Florence. Its massive 
stones and iron stanchions had stood against sack and seige, flame 
and mob. It was only antique and strange with the 'prentices 
merry feet on the stairs and Bice's rosy round face at the grated 
casements, but when one was alone in it, at night, there seemed 
dim clouds of ghosts in every dusky chamber. 

My heart leaped with the sweetest gladness it had ever knowr 
as I heard a light swift footstep on the stairs, and the clear sweet 
ring of a Tuscan voice. 

** My donzella ! " it called, in the gloom, " are you all alone 
here?'' 

I sprang to him in joyous welcome, and did not notice till he 
had sat down beside me on the oaken settle by the fireless hearth 
that hifl face looked worn and weary. 

'* Yes, Orfeo is imprisoned," he said, impatiently. ** There is 
nothing to be done. He is known to be in the confidence of 
Mazzini, and papers have been found— do not let us talk of it. 
His child is safe, and he will come back to his old place in a 
year or less. He is a good man and true. We must have 
patience." 

He was silent. The lamp burned dully. The old house was 
silent around us. 

** I am vexed for him — and for you," he said, after a long 
pause. '* I thought," dear signorina, that it would be better for 
you to stay with little Bic^ than to roam with us. Orfeo is the 
only man whom I can trust. My Mends lie amongst poor people 
— very poor— or men honest, indeed, but reckless and given over 
to wild work, who can be of no sort of good to you. Orfeo, 
indeed, I could have trusted. He would have given you a safe 
home, though a poor one. But it seems willed otherwise." 

*' But I am to go with y<m/" I cried, aghast at this disposal 
of me. 

He smiled gently, but a darkness and impatience passed like a 
mist over his face. He was sHent, trimming the wick of the 
oil-lamp. 

'* Well, so it seems, dear donzella," he said, after awhile, with 
a certain hesitation not natural to his frank, free rapid modes of 
speech. "Well, I will do my best by you — God help me, and 
forgive us sinners ! Nevertheless, if Orfeo had not fallen on this 
evil chance* it had been better." 
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" If I be any trouble to yoa," I began 

He stopped me with a tender gesture. 

'' Never say that — ^it is not that I mean. It is-— a safe and 
quiet home were better for you. But since fate wills it other- 
wise, oh, cara mia ! credit me, you shall be as sacred to me as 
though my dead mother lived to care for you." 

I looked up at him in wonder at the emotion in his voice ; his 
thoughts were in nowise dear to me. 

There was a long silence in the dark old house. 

He leaned against the wall, lost in meditations that my imagi- 
nation £dled to follow. 

He looked down suddenly, and spoke : 

** I have learned nothing at Verona/* he said, with a certain 
tone of sadness that wounded me, for it seemed as though he 
were regretful not to be rid of me. **No one has seen your 
father, nor, could anyone give me any news of him. Nor do they 
appear to know afiy more of who or what he really is than you 
do. But there is one sad story that I heard for you, and that is 
of your old master." 

*'Ambrogib?" I cried, and all my heart went back to the 
poor old lonely man whom I had forsaken in a child's eager 
desires for firesh fields and pastures new. 

" Yes, dear donzella," answered Pascardl. 

I sprang to my feet eagerly ; he answered me with a slight, 
hopeless gesture of the hands that chilled me into a great awe. 

''He died the night you left Verona. They found him dead 
over his empty brazier in his garret — all alone. The children 
saw him first ; going to take their lesson in the morning. He is 
buried by now." 

The simple words seemed to pierce my heart as I heard 
them. 

My poor dead master ! 

I saw the place — the stiU lone garret, the uncurtained lattice, 
the robin singing on the sill, the dreary rooiis, and the snow 
mountains far beyond; the miserable home, with the grey ashes 
of cold fires in the earthen brazier ; the children at the half • 
opened door, peeping with pale scared faces, and whispering to- 
gether, and pointing at the figure on the hearth — all the sad, 
diea^, colourless picture, drawn in the black and white of Age 
and Death, arose before me as I listened. 

I sank down on a bench, and cried bitterly, as for a woe all 
my own. 

Was this the end — the only bitter end— of all those years of 
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wrong and want? One other nameless grave in the snow under 
the bleak blasts in old Yerona I 

Pascaril let me sob on, and did not seek to console me ; but I 
poured out all the history to him in my sorrow, and he listened 
gravely, there, in the old, dim, lonely room, heavy with the 
scent of the long-died-out fires that had warmed so many faces 
and forms that were now dust in the crypts and sepulchres of the 
eity. 

" You must never tell the tale but to me, my child," he said, 
at length. '' The secret belongs to the dead. He chose to keep 
it in his life ; you must keep it for him in his death. Rothwald 
is rich and famous ? Yes ; why not ? Justice is not of this 
world." 

"But why does God permit such things?" I cried, in th^ 
despair of my poor lost master's wrongs. 

Pascardl gave an impatient sigh. 

'' Oh, child ! Has the human race solved that problem in all 
these many thousand years since the first men dwelt in the first 
lake cities? We shall never know that till our souls leave our 
bodies ^" 

" But for no punishment to fall ! " I cried, and sobbed afresh, 
weighed down with the burden of all those long, lone, fruitless 
years, whose end was a beggar's grave in sad Verona. 

" Ay ! if the bolts would smite, and the heavens would open, 
life would be so much easier, and hope so much easier too," said 
Pascardl; ** but, perhaps, even in this world, there may be more 
punishment than we can know." 

" Listen, donzella," he pursued. " Did never you hear the story 
of Andrea dal Castagno, who lived here in the street hard by ? 
No? WeU, then— 

"He and the bright Venetian Domenico dwelt together in 
great and dose friendship ; so much so, that they shared the 
same chambers, painted in the same studio, were inseparable in 
pursuits and pleasures, and aims and endeavours, and were cited 
all through the city as the very symbol of faithful comradeship. 

" "Well, one night, the Venetian went forth as usual, with his 
lute under his cloak, to serenade his mistress in the moonlight ; 
and there, in the dark archway of the street, a dark figure lay 
unseen in wait for him, and he was stabbed through and through, 
and his love-song was stifled in his throat, and he was slain. 

"Who had killed him? 

" The city could not tell. 

" Andrei was found painting quietly by lamp-light when they 
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bore the dying man home \ and he tore his hair and rent his 
garments in agonised lamoritation over the bleeding body of his 
dear dead friend. 

" Yet Andrea was the murderer. 

''For greed of the secret of the oils and yamisnes, some say; 
some say for envy of the woman's love. Which no one ever 
rightly knew. 

'* ^drea lived in honour all his days. He was a great artist 
and all men spoke well of him. Suspicion never fell on him. 
Had not Domenico breathed his death-sigh in his arms, blessing 
him to the last P Nay, the State even employed him to paint 
the traitors hung on the city walls by their heels — and his brush 
did not falter. 

'' He had long life, I say, and everything to make it good and 
even glorious. Yet, though he had riches, and fame, and, as men 
call it, happiness, he never once in all that time coidd ever quite 
forget. He never once forgot; he never ceased to see the kindly 
faithful face dead there in the lustre of the summer night ; he 
never ceased to hear the familiar voice in the last love-song ere 
he had stifled it in its death-struggle ; he never ceased to be 
pursued night and day by the remembrance of his guilt : never, 
that we are sure ; for, though he kept his secret close all his life 
long, he could not keep it to the very end. On his death-bed he 
confessed his crime, and florence, though at the tenth hour, 
despoiled him^ and dishonoured him, and gave him a felon's 
grave." 

I shaddered as I heard. 

The tale told in that old dark Florentine room, within a stone's 
throw of the place of murder, had a terrible ghastly awe in it. 
I shrank closer to Pascardl, and he stretched his hand out and 
took mine. 

" Did I tell you too frightful a story ? " he said, caressingly. 

"No, no," I murmured, **it is not that. But my poor old 
master ! And see here : if Andrea were chastised, what did that 
compensate Domenico ? It could not give him back his life and 
love " 

*' Of compensation to Domenico there was none," said Pascar^l, 
sadly. ''But of chastisement to Andrea I think there was 
enough. I told you the tale to show you that, where we think 
glory and gain are most abundant, there sometimes burns the fire 
that quenches not, which men call remorse. Your master left 
his vengeance with his God. "We must so leave it likewise. And 
now, donzella mia, you shiver in this cold dark room. Come 
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out, and let us g6t to the light and wannth again, and forget all 
these weary meditations. You must wander with us; those 
Fates on the onyx so will it. Well, I swear to you, carina, that 
you shall never repent your trust in me." 

He touched my hands lightly with his lips, and we went down 
the stone staircase, and out of the dark and lonely house of the 
mosaic- worker. 

I clung close to him as we went through the now gloomy 
streets, and I was glad when we reached the little bright arch- 
way of the locanda in Oltrano, where Brun6tta met us with many 
exclamations, and with the ruddy flame of a wood fire she had 
lighted glowing on her little plump figure and her gorgeous 
silver ear-rings. 

The Arte was shut that night, for it was the Bomenica di 
Passione. 

She had a little supper ready for us of shining brown alardi, 
crisply fried, and stewed rice with pears. She, like Pulci^s 
Margutte, was given to swearing '' neither by black nor blue, 
but only by a good capon, whether roast or boUed," and had no 
notion of starving even on the gravest fast of the Church. 

It was all quiet in the quarter of the Silver Dove. 

Bells were sounding for the vespers, that was all; and as we 
sat at our little meal people streamed by the open door, going iq 
flocks to pray in the great white vaulted stillness of the Santo 
Spirito 

Pascar^ and I were silent that nignt. 

He thought of his friend Orfeo ; and I of my old dead master. 

Nevertheless, we were both glad, I think, that the morrow 
was not going to part us; and whilst Brun6tta and the boys 
played together at tarbc, I sat and looked every now and then at 
the delicate profile of Pascar^l agaiast the shadows from the oil 
lamp^ and felt no trouble or fear for the future. 



CHAPTER V. 

OnjDENTU bell' AlfTNO. 

Wb stayed in Florence through the long, cool, sunny weeks of 
the Quaresima, broken here and there with the mad frolic of the 
Mi-Car^me, and the fun of the Fairs of the Innamorati and the 
Curiosi and the Gelosie at the Gates of the City. 
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The great lilies, white, and azure, and purple, were just be- 
ginning to bloom everywhere round the cily, and the streets and 
the woods seemed to shine as snow with the clusters of the stain- 
less anemoli. 

There is nothing upon earth, I think, like the smile of Italy 
as she awakes when the winter has dozed itself away in the 
odours of its oakwood fires. 

The whole land seems to laugh. 

The springtide of the north is green and beautiful, but it has 
nothing of the radiance, the dret^ifiilness, the ecstacy of spring 
in the southern countiies. The springtide of the north is pale 
with the gentle colourless sweetness of its world of primroses ; 
the springtide of Italy is rainbow-hued, like the profusion of 
anemones that laugh with it in every hue of glory under every 
ancient wall and beside every hill-fed stream. 

Spring in the north is a child that wakes from dreams of death ; 
spring in the south is a child that wakes from dreams of love. 
One is rescued and welcomed from the grave ; but the other 
eomes smiling on a sunbeam from heaven. 

All the Quaresima we abode in Florence ; and he made glad 
and perfect to me each lenten hour as it glided by ; and when 
the sun set, it left me always tired, happy, thoughtful, full of 
peace. 



CHAPTEB VI. 

THE OLD SIAH TOWSB. 

One day, I remember, we strolled slowly out by the Eomano 
gate towards the hUls as the day drew to its close. 

The old frescoes on the house wall were bright in the afternoon 
light ; there was a group of soldiers drinking ; there were some 
asses laden with straw for the plaiters' market on the morrow ; 
a bare-foot, brown-frocked monk went by amongst the soldiery ; 
the cypress and ilex road stretched up into the distance; 
coming down the Stradone was on old white horse with a pile 
of fruit upon his back, and a lad in a yellow shirt at Ids bridle ; 
about the base of the old broken statues of Petraroa some children 
played. 

** How very Uttle that is ! " said Pascartt. " And yet it is aU 
a picture. It is a pity ever to do anything inltaly; the country 
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is made just to lie still in and dream in, wiUi the body half asleep 
and the mind wide awake, but lost in fancies. Italy soothes us 
as a mother's arms lull a wayward child, if only we will let her 
do it : but if we struggle from her natural influenoes, and tiy to 
spend our lives in stnfe, then her sun stings, and her dustblmds 
us, and all her charm is gone.'' 

So, talking whilst we passed the people, and followed closely 
by tbe three dogs, he took me up to the Star Tower of Galileo 
amongst the winding paths of the hills, with the grey walls over- 
topped by white fruit blossom, and ever and again, at some break 
in their ramparts of stone, the gleam of the yellow Amo water, 
or the glisten of the marbles of the City shining on us far be- 
neath, through the silvery veil of the olive leaves. 

It was just in that loveliest moment when winter melts into 
spring. 

Everywhere under the vines the young 00m was springing in 
that tender vivid greenness that is never seen twice in a vear. 
The sodfl between the ftirrows were scarlet with the bright name 
of wild tulips, with here and there a fleck of gold where a knot 
of daffodils nodded. The roots of the olives were blue with 
nestling pimpernels and hyacinths, and along the old grey waUs 
the long, soft, thick leaf of the arums grew, shading their yet 
unborn lilies. 

The air was fuU of a dreamy fragrance ; the bullocks went on 
their slow ways with flowers in their leathern frontlets ; the con* 
tadini had flowers stuck behind their ears or in their waistbands ; 
women sat by the wayside, singing as they plaited their yeUow 
curling lengths of straw; cMldren frisked and tumbled like 
young rabbits under the budding maples ; the plum-trees strewed 
the green landscape with flashes of white like newly-fallen snow 
on alpine grass slopes; again and again amongst the tender 
pallor of the olive woods there rose the beautiful flush of a rosy 
almond tree ; at every step the passer-by trod anole deep in 
violets. 

The air was cool, but so exquisitely still, and sofk, and radiant, 
that as the old people came out of their dark, arched, stone 
chambers, and sat a Uttle in the sun, and made up into bunches 
for selling the blossoms which their children gathered by the 
million, without seeming to make the earth the poorer, one felt 
as if the sun shining on them as it did must make them young 
again — as if no one could very long be very old or very sad in 
Italy. 

It was the thought of a child, and of a happy child. When 
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one is old it must stirely be better to oieep away tinder the mists, 
into the darkness of some chimney-comer, in the chill, short twi- 
light of the loveless and bitter North, than to behold this divine 
light, cloudless and endless, which seems to beat with all the 
pulses of passion, and to laugh with all the sweet, soft, foolish 
ecstacies of love. 

Who was it that called Italy the country of the dead P Not 
they surely who have beheld her in the days of spring. 

About the feet of the Tower of Galileo, ivy and vervain, and 
the Madonna's herb, and the white sexagons of the stars of 
Bethlehem grew amongst the grasses, pigeons paced to and fro 
with pretty pride of plumage ; a dog slept on the flags ; the cool, 
moist, deep-veined creepers climbed about the stones ; there were 
peach-trees in all the beauty of their blossoms, and everywhere 
about them were close-set olive trees, with the ground between 
them scarlet with the tulips and the wild rose bushes. 

From a window a girl leaned out and hung a cage amongst 
the ivy leaves, that her bird might sing his vespers to the 
sun. 

Who will may see the scene to-day. 

So little changed — so little, if at all, from the time when the 
feet of the great student wore the timber of the tower stairs, and 
the Mr-haired scholar, who had travelled from the isles in the 
northern sea, came up between the olive stems to gaze thence 
on Vallombrosa. 

The world has spoiled most of its places of pilgrimage, but the 
old Star Tower is not harmed as yet, where it stands amongst 
its quiet garden ways, and grass-grown slopes, up high amongst 
the hills, with sounds of dripping water on its court, and wild 
wood-flowers thrusting their bright heads through its stones. 

Generations have come and gone: tyrannies have risen and 
fallen : full many a time the plain below has been red with the 
invader's fire, and the curling flame has burned the fruitful land 
to blackened barrenness; fidl many a time the silence of the 
olive thickets has been broken by the tumult of war and revolu- 
tion, and the dead bodies of men have drifted thick as leaves in 
the blood-stained current of the river. 

But nothing hcis been changed here, where the old square pile 
stands out amongst the flowering vines. 

It is as peaceful, as simple, as homely, as closely girt with 
blossoming boughs and with tulip -crimsoned grasses, now as then, 
when from its roof, in the still midnights of a far-off time, iti 
master read the secrets of the stars. 
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You can seo it to-day — any day that you will — ^this qmel 
shadowy hill-side place amongst the fields. 

But come up softly between the old gnarled olive stems ; tread 
noiselessly the windmg pathway where the wild hyacinth shakes 
its blue bells on the wind ; be reverent a little — ^ii reverence in 
this age be possible — as you climb the narrow wooden stair, and 
through the unglazed arches of the walls look westward where 
the sea lies, and southward towards Borne. 

Be reverent a little, for a little space at least : for here GhJileo 
learned the story of the sun ; and here Milton, looking on Yal- 
damo, dreamed of Paradise. 



CHAPTER vn. 

DUB AHOUI. 

We scattered the pigeons that day as they picked their way 
amoDgst the rose trees, and we went across the sombre quiet 
court, and up the wooden stairs, on to the square roof where the 
great Tuscan had sat so many and many a night with his listen- 
ing pupils round him, and, beneath, the dark stillness of the 
sleeping plains. 

" How fair she looks down there ! " said Pascar^, resting his 
eyes fondly on the City. " I have seen pretty well all the world, 
but I have never seen anything that can make one forget her. I 
am of the same way of thinking as was Yisino ; — ^better a flask 
of Tribbiano and a berlingozzo of Florence than all the kings and 
queens and courts and camps in Christendom. Look at her now ; she 
lies like a golden galley of old upon a silver moon-lightened sea.'' 

Very fair indeed she was, the lily Queen, that evening. 

There had been shadows all day, and in the west there were 
masses of cloud, purple and blue-blacky spreading away into a 
million of soft scarlet cirri that drifted before a low wind from 
the southward, tender and yet rich in tone as any scattered 
shower of carnation leaves. 

Through that vast pomp of dusky splendour and that radiance 
of rose, ^e sun itself still shone; shone full upon the City. 

Leaning on the broken edge of the watch-tower and gazing 
down below, all Florence seemed like the seer's dream of the Kew 
Jerusalem,' every stone of her seemed transmuted; she was as 
though paven and built with gold ; straightway across the whole 
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ralley stretched the alchemy of that wondrous fireglow, and all 
the broad level lands of the Yaldigreve were transfigiured like- 
wise into one vast sheet of gold, on which the silver olives and the 
dim white villages and villas floated like frail white sails upon a 
sunlit sea. 

Farther — still farther yet, beyond that burnished ocean — ^the 
mountains and the clouds met and mingled, golden likewise, 
broken here and there into some tenderest rose-leaf flush, mira- 
culously lovely, as a poet's dreams of nameless things of God. 

We stayed long, and watched it high above on the wooden 
roof of the tower ; watched it until the sun had set, and the glow 
had died, and the stillness of evening had fallen over the hills 
and plain, and past our faces flew a little grey downy owl. 

" Your fathers saw Galileo ? " said Pascarll to the bird as it 
went, " and thought what a fool he was, no doubt, to sit moon* 
ing there with his face turned to the stars instead of hunting 
moths in the night air and slaughtering mice under the olive 
stems as they did. To be sure : — ^the owls and the world, no 
doubt, were quite of one mind concerning him. When there is 
a nice, plump, black mouse to be killed down on the clay, what 
greater folly can there be than to stay on high staring at stars ? 
Who would not be an owl ten times sooner than a Galileo ? " 

" Are you serious ? '' I asked him, when we leaned against the 
wooden rail. I had not then learned to disentangle his thoughts 
from his language. 

** Altro ! *' he cried, sending a pebble down into the olive 
foliage beneath. ** Who would not be an owl ? To escape all the 
toil and moil of the day, asleep in a cosy ivy hole ; to doze aU 
the hours away, and only awake to kill and eat ; to be able to 
swear there is no such thing as a sun, because we are too blind 
to see it — what can be finer than that ? It is such a popular 
type, too ; ten thousand times more popular than a Galileo ! " 

I looked at him where he leaned wiUi his arms on the parapet 
of the roof, and his profile, clear and dark, against the delicate 
silvery greys that had followed the rose glow in the heavens. 

He had more interest for me than (Jalileo or the owls; in no 
way could I reconcile the grace of him, the wit of him, and the 
look of his face with the mode of his life, which was scarcely 
above the grade of vagrants and of mountebanks. 

It seemed to me so strange that any man of such various learn- 
ing and such ironical perception shoxdd thus willingly pass away 
his years in the homely and grotesque career of a strolling player* 
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'< What could ever fbrst make you take this life you lead P '' I 
asked him, incredulously, when we stood together on the top of 
the Star Tower. 

'' I fell in love/' said Pascar^, promptly, leaning over the 
roof-wall to watch the shadows steal over the long cypress Stra- 
done, and come slowly upward and upward to the heights 
whereon we stood, "not for the first nor the fifth time, of 
course, hut truly enough for that matter, A set of French 
comedians camo to stir the stately silence of old Pisa. They 
were merry, poor, happy-go-lucky people who played their way 
all along the Biviera. Clever people, too — French players 
always are. 

*' Amongst them there was a girl whom we called the Zinzara, 
because of her pungent tongue. I am not sure that she was 
handsome, but she had a diahle au corps, you know — ^no, you 
don't know — ^no matter ! 

'' To see the Zinzara play Phsedre in the first, and dance the 
cancan in the afterpiece, was a revelation. I had always main- 
tained that women could not possess genius, but I gave in before 
her. Her renderings of Eacine were miracles, and so were her 
soups and salads. 

" She would scare your very soul out of you with her whirl- 
winds of passion, and her whisper was like the hiss < f a snake, 
and her eyes seemed a blaze of fire and passion, and then half- 
an-hour after you would see her in her one poor little room, with 
her CU& turned back from her long white hands, and she would 
mix you oil, and lettuces, and beet-root, or toss you a herb ome- 
lette over her stove with a skiU that half the cooks of Paris 
could not have equalled. She w£is a true Frenchwoman, the 
Zinzara. I have never seen her like since. 

" It was she who made me an actor. I had always had a 
taste for it, but when I saw this Paris mosquito the die was oast. 
I had finished all my course in Pisa. For that matter I had 
swept all before me, and won all there was to win. Indeed, 
they actually offered me a professorship of mathematics. Never 
say that I have not rejected greatness. 

*' I was two-and-twenty ; I was an Italian; I was Pascar^l; 
and they imagined that I should settle down to lead all my life 
in old PLsa like an owl in a belfry, till I grew as old, and as grey, 
and as silent, and as forgotten of God and man as Pisa is her- 
self I But they meant weU; only they knew nothing of the fit- 
ness of things. Academies never do. 

<* If I had meant to stay, the Zinzara would have swept my 
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intentions to the winds. I had a room I was yerj fond of, high 
up in a tower, with the river washing against the walls fer away 
down helow. There were scores of cobwebs, and legends, and 
ghosts attached to it, but I slept too soundly in those days to 
take heed of any one of them. I had hundreds of books Uiere, 
and my tubes, and prisms, and telescopes, and I had passed seven 
years there after the fashion of Faust, only that I had all my 
life before me, and being young broke up my leandng and 
science with nights of nonsense and days of pleasure tiiat needed 
no devil's cordial. 

'* I loved my room, and was loth to quit it, and almost it 
tempted me to stay in Pisa ; but one fine morning, as I read my 
Plato for the thousandth time, I heard a merry noise and laughter 
in the street at the foot of the tower; and looking out I saw a 
little set of people aU ready for long travel, and going gaily on 
their way. It was the Zinzara and her brethren going back 
towards their France. 

" They had the sun all about them; they had great clusters 
of cherries in their hands ; they were eating, and laughing, and 
singing ; they were dusty already, but what of that ? they were 
going to the green country, to the blue sea, to the charm of 
change, to the tumult and merriment and variety of life. 

*' The spell of the Wanderjahre was cast on me, to say 
nothing that I was really in love with that poor Zinzara. 

" An hour after I had made over my room and my books and 
my ini^truments to my best Mend, Ezio Luccone, and I had 
caught up the mosquito and her friends on the high road for 
Livomo, just as the sun reached to noon. From that day I was 
a player. 

** I stayed about two years with that troop, all that time on 
the Riviera f^r among the little mountain towns of Savoy. 

'* The Zinzara taught me all she knew. For the matter of 
that I had found my vocation, which assuredly did not lie in a 
professorial tribune. 

'* I used to write comedies and 'revues' for them. No! I 
have not a scrap of what I wrote left. What does tiiat matter ? 
If one have any ord m(W about one at all, either mental or moral, 
one never counts what shreds of the good metal one drops along 
the roads. If others pick it up, let them. To be of ever so 
little use is all one can hope for in this world. 

*' At the end of two years the troop broke up ; it is a miracle 
amongst actors when any set of them nolds together half as long, 
and I went by myself to Paris, where, too, I played. 
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*' But I never cared mncli for Paris. One cannot open one*» 
mouth when one talks that language ; and amongst those shining 
rinc roofs, and that blaze of white paint and of gilding, I grew 
thii'sty for my own great dark palaces, and still historic garden- 
ways, and moonlit plains song-haunted, and measureless dis- 
tances only swept by clouds and wind. Do you not know P Oh, 
yes ; anyone who has once breathed in Italy knows. And to 
anyone who had not, th^re would be no use in talking.^' 

" What of the Zinzara ? 

" Oh, the usual thing of the Zinzara. She loved me very 
dearly for a time, and then she picked up a Marquis out of Mo- 
naco—only a Marchese di Trufftddino I am afraid, poor thing — 
and flung the salad-bowl at my head. 

** Women always fling something at you when they are angry 
with themselves for having been in love with you; a great 
genius flings a stinging < Elle et Lui ; ' a poor actress can only 
fling a kitchen missile that comes handy. Perhaps the latter is 
the better. It is not so disagreeable to be forcibly reminded of 
the radishes and endive of the past, as it is to see all one's old 
follies and passions served up with pepper and mustard. 

" The poor Zinzara! I have not a notion what became of 
her. She had genius of a sort indisputably, both for tragedy and 
cookery. But she never fastened her mark on the world, 
though she had the making both of a Bachel and a Yatel in 
her. 

" Peace be with her wherever she be ; she enlivened two 
bright summers for me; she taught me the tricks of the stage; 
and she only broke her wooden supper-bowl, and not either my 
head or my heart." 

I was silent as he ceased speaking ; I had only the most 
vaguely innocent notions of what this his passion for the Zinzare 
might mean ; but I had a vague and restless impatience at hear- 
ing him speak of any love for any creature at all. 

His gaze went westward as he spoke. 

Close at hand, on its own quiet hill-side^ stood the little con- 
vent church of Sta. Margheritii, the highest point of all, bowered 
close amongst oUve and fruit-tree foliage, with the village slanting 
away from it in a dusky line of roofs downward to where the 
Pazzi tyrannicide was planned amongst the villa gardens. 

Pascar^ looked across to it. It is not changed since its beau- 
tiful novice left its saintly peace and stole down through the 
Rmorous olive shadows to the lawless love of Era Lippi. 

'' Do you not see Fra Filippo/' said he, '* gathering hit 
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moilk'6 frook about him, aad speeding up there to steal a glance 
at Lucrezia through the convent grating, if chance favoured ? 
What grace was there in that scamp of the Carmelites, that 
Rabehus of painting, that Ealstaff of the fine arts, that a woman, 
young and rich and beautiful, should leave all for him, and 
^eave to him bo faithfully ? Some heart and soul there must 
lave been. The city saw in him a wild, frolicsome, mad monk, 
itter to worship Silenus than Christ. But there must have 
been some soul in him — some soul tender, pitiful, spiritual, pro- 
found,— or he had never painted his S. Stefano of Prato tiU it 
made the fierce men of his own day weep, and he would never 
have loved those green, wide, laughing countries which made 
him greater than Masaccio, and the first of the Elorence painters 
of landscape. Perhaps that soul in him the young nun saw. 
Are we ever truly read, save by the one that loves us best ? 
Love is blind, the phrase runs ; nay, I would rather say Love 
sees as God sees, and with infinite wisdom has infinite paid on.'' 

His voice grew very sweet and still, and the dreamy look 
came into his eyes as he leaned there gazing across at the little 
red roof of Sta. Margherita, whose solitary bell was tolling the 
Ave Maria over its s&ent woods. 

His thoughts were far beyond me ; I was but a heedless child, 

and of where his mind had wandered I knew nothing ; and of 

the greatness of such a love as he was wishful for, doubtless, in 

his heart even then, I had no more conception or measurement 

than I had of that baser passion such as he had been lured with 

by the Zinzara. 

« » « * » 

He spoke no more ; the night had fallen quickly and com- 
pletely, as it does in Yaldamo when once the sun's disc has 
dropped behind Carrara. 

We went slowly together down the stairs and across the court 
and through the olive downward to the City, and wo passed 
within the gates again as the stars began to burn, and the sheets 
of moonlight to lie white and wide on river and piazza. The 
world, so tired though it be with fruitless pain, so dull in drowsy 
apathy, so weary of for ever giving birth to what for over 
perishes when touching on its prime, the world is once more 
yoimg again when the moon shines on Italy. 

" To my fancy," said he, softly, as we paused a moment on 
the bridge of the Graces to see the silver width of the stream 
shine away on either side into the sweet tremulous darkness oi 
Vhc hills, ** to my fancy, when the gods of the golden age were 

N 
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driven from eartli and walked no more amongst men, they looked 
back once, and said, * that we may be remembered a little in 
this land — ^we, the old banished gods of the old, fair, dead faiths, 
— ^let Paradise return to earth when the moon wakes above 
Italy/ Her nights are gifts of the gods that she has, this 
Italy of ours; it is so teite to say so — ay, because it is so 
true." 

Florence was very still that night as we went through her streets 
from the old Star Tower. 

It was the Holy week. 

Here and there, from some low open door, a Miserere was 
pealing. Here and there the shadow of a monk fell across the 
broad white stones. Here and there a lamp burned before some 
street shrine hung with those scentless flowers that are the joyless 
Christian symbol of immortality. 

But Florence never can be very sad. Her tears and smiles 
lie close together. If she draw the saintly cowl about her, her 
fair eyes laugh from beneath the folds, so that you half shall 
swear the robe of penance is a masker's domino. 

She tells her beads with one hand, but she touches her lute 
with the other. 

Even this night as we went, though it was the season of the 
saintly Quaresima, there was a mandoline trilling from some 
high casement in a palace tower; in an old dusky doorway there 
was the glisten of a girFs white dress and a cuirassier's flashing 
breast-plate; from a fretted balcony of stone fashioned with 
lilies and fawns' heads a beautiful dark woman, gathering about 
her a mantle of black and gold, dropped a single rosebud to a 
lover who waited below for the pretty symbol ; far, far away, 
across the great white luminous piazza, there came the sound of 
voices, in chorus, laughing to light scorn the lenten lamenta- 
tions ; some men and maidens had been in the meadows and 
were bringing home sheaves of the lilies, they danced as they 
came in the moonlight, and a young boy played a viol before 
them. 

Pascarel looked and listened, then went onward with a 
smile. 

'* Is not my Florence perfect? *' he murmured. ** Some say 
I talk of her as though she were a city of fairie. Well, a fairy 
city she is to every poet and every lover. Was she not builded 
in a night by Hercules as a pleasure toy for Venus and Flora, 
made with the stones from the golden Arno water, and set up in 
a meadow of lilies ? Hercules gave her his strength as a birt^« 
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right, and Flora beiDg content, tonclied the soil, and said, ' All the 
year long flowers shall blossom here, and their smile shall not 
cease in any season ; ' and Yenus, being well pleased likewise, 
called her son to her, and said, * When you dart your arrows 
hither wreathe them with roses, and wing them from the eagle 
and the dove.' " 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE LILT-QX7EEN. 

He did indeed love Florence with a tender passion. 

Paris is the Aspasia of cities, but Florence is the HeloYse; 
upon the brilliancy of her genius and her beauty there lie always 
the shadow of the cloister, and always the divinity of a great 
sacnflce. 

Men, with any soul in them, love Florence reverently ; for 
tuneful and thoughtless though her laughter be now, and 
although now the strangers of northern isles and western worlds 
coarsely intrigue in her pleasure-places, and basely cheapen her 
treasures in her streets, Florence cannot be changed or lowered, 
for in her day she suffered much and failed often, and aspired 
greatly, and set her seal with a pure hand on much of the noblest 
work of the world. 

To Pascar&l she was as a living thing. 

Not a stone of her but had a tongue for him. Not a dark 
nook in her quietest ways but for him was filled with some figure 
of the past standing out in the gold and colours of idealised 
tradition, like some form that a monk had drawn upon his missal 
vellum. 

Gay and idle, and buoyant and amorous indeed had been the 
tenour of all his days in Florence ; laughed away to the tinkle 
of mandolines, the chink of wine-glasses, the riot of carnival 
mirth, the twittering love chirp of women quickly won and 
lightly lost. 

But beneath this life of his there ran another vein, deeper and 
truer, and filled with the strong heroical blood of the past; and 
he would go through the Florence ways many and many a time, 
lost to all the daily stir around him, and seeing nothing but the 
wistful spiritual eyea of Angelioo, or the white bare feet of 
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Ginevra, or the flicker of the torch in the hand of the Black 
Gijin, or the dread of destiny on the face of Luisa Strozzi. 

He would langh at himself for his joy in it, for he would say 
that he was a citizen of the worlds and entered no narrower 
classification; but at heart the love of Florence was always 
warm with him, continual wanderer from her olive valleys though 
he was. 

He knew the story of her every stone and spandril; he 
would trace the steps of all her heroes and prophets inch by inch 
along the narrow ways ; for him her paven courts were eloquent 
with a thousand tongues; and all the curling leaves and shini n g 
traceries of her sculptures had a million whispers of the great 
workshops where great men had wrought at them amidst the 
eager reverent eyes of pupils who, in their turn, took up the 
glorious tale, and told it to the nations. 

And now and then, coming out of the Bargello into the broad 
silvery sunlight, or leaning on the old Kubaconte parapet, look- 
ing far, far awajr, to the snows of Vallombrosa, now and then he 
would bestir himself and speak of Florence, with that swift 
rush of that mellow Tuscan which has the war-clang of the 
clarion and the love-note of the lute together in it. 

''Her riches?'' said he, in one of those moments, answering 
some thoughtless word of mine. '' No. It was not the riches 
of Florence that made her power — it was her way of spending 
her riches ; a totally different thiiig, oara mia. 

"Amidst all her commerce, her wars, her hard work, her 
money-making, Florence was always dominated and spiritualised, 
at her noisiest and worst, by a poetic and picturesque imagi- 
nation. 

''Florentine life had always an ideal side to it; and an 
idealism, pure and lofty, runs through her darkest histories and 
busiest times like a thread of gold through a coat of armour and 
a vest of frieze. 

" The Florentine was a citizen, a banker, a workman, a carder 
of wool, a weaver of silk, indeed ; but he was also always a 
lover, and always a soldier; that is, always half a poet. He 
had his Caroccio and his Ginevra as well as his tools and his 
sacks of florins. He had his sword as well as his shuttle. His 
scarlet giglio was the flower of love no less than the blazonry of 
battle on his standard, and the mint stamp of the commonwealth 
on his coinage. 

" Herein lay the secret of the influence of Florence : the secret 
which rendered Uie little city, R^et^gd bv her river's side, 
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amongst her qtiiet meadows white with arams, a sacred name to 
all generations of men for all she dared and all she did. 

'' ' She amassed wealth,' they say : no douht she did — and 
why? 

"To pour it with hoth hands to melt in the fonndries of 
Ghiberti — to bring it in floods to cement the mortar that joined 
the marbles of Bmnelleschi ! She always spent to great ends 
and to mighty nses. 

" When she called a shepherd from his flocks in the green 
valley to bnild for her a bell-tower so that she might hear, night 
and morning, the call to the altar, the shepherd built for her in 
such fashion that the belfry has been the Pharos of Art for five 
centuries. 

"Here is the secret of Florence— supreme aspiration. 

"The aspiration which gave her citizens force to live in 
poverty, and clothe themselves in simplicity, so as to be able to 
give up their millions of florins to bequeath miracles in stone 
and metal and colour to the Future. The aspiration which so 
purified her soil, red with carnage, black with smoke of war, 
trodden continuously by hurrying feet of labourers, rioters, mer- 
cenaries, and murderers, that from that soil there could spring, 
in all its purity and peifection, the paradise-blossom of the Yita 
Nuova. 

" Yenice peiished for her pride and carnal lust ; Rome perished 
for her tyrannies and her blood thiist; but Florence, — ^though many 
a time nearly strangled under the heel of the Empire and the 
hand of the Church — Florence was never slain utterly either in 
body or soul; Florence still crowned herself with fiowers even 
in her throes of agony, because she kept always within her that 
love — impersonal, consecrate, void of greed — which is the purifi- 
cation of the individual life and the regeneration of the body 
politic. * "We labour for the ideal,' said the Florentines of old, 
lifting to heaven their red fiower de luce — and to this day Europe 
bows before what they did, and cannot equal it." 

" But she had so many great men, so many mighty masters ! " 
I would urge, whereon Pascal^ would glance on me with his 
lightest and yet uttermost scorn. 

" Oh wise female thing, who always traces the root to the 
branch and deduces the cause from the effect ! Did her great 
men spring up full-armed like Athene, or was it the pure, elastic 
atmosphere of her that made her mere mortals strong as im- 
mortals? The supreme success of modem government is to 
flatten dpwn ajl men into one uniform likeness, so that it ifii only 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



1 8a PASCARkL. 

bj the most frightful, and often destructive, effort that any 
originality can contrive to get loose in its own shape for a 
moment's breathing space ; but in the Commonwealth of Florence 
a man, being bom with any genius in him, drew in strength to 
do and dare greatly with the very air he breathed. 

'' Moreover, it was not only the great men that made her 
what she was. 

** It was, above all, the men who knew they were not great, 
^ni yet had the patience and unselfishness to do their appointed 
work for her zealously, «nd with every possible perfection in the 
doing of it. 

'*It was not only Orcagna planning the Loggia, but every 
workman who chiselled out a piece of its stone, that put all his 
head and heart into the doing thereof. It was not only Michael- 
angelo in his studio, but every poor painter who taught the mere 
a, b, c, d of the craft to a crowd of pupils out of the streets, who 
did whatsoever came before them to do mightily and with re- 
verence. 

'* In those days all the servants as well as the sovereigns o1 
Art were penetrated with the sense of her holiness. 

** It was the mass of patient, intelligent, poetic, and sincerfi 
servitors of art, who, instead of wildly consuming their souls in 
envy and desire, cultured their one talent to the uttermost, so 
that the mediocrity of that age would have been the excellence 
of any other. 

** Not alone from the great workshops of the great masters did 
the light shine on the people. From every scaffold where a 
palace ceiling was being decorated with its fresco, from every 
bottega where the children of the poor learned to grind and to 
mingle the colours, from every cell where some solitary monk 
studied to produce an offering to the glory of his God, from every 
nook and comer where the youths gathered in the streets to see 
some Nunziata or Ecce Homo lifted to its niche in the city wall, 
from every smallest and most hidden home of art — from the 
nest imder the eaves as well as from the cloud-reaching temples, 
—there went out amidst the multitudes an ever-flowing, ever- 
pellucid stream of light, from that Aspiration which is in itself 
Inspiration. 

**So that even to this clay the people of Italy have not for- 
gotten the supreme excellence of aU beauty, but are, by the 
sheer instinct of inherited faith, incapable of infidelity to those 
traditions; so that the commonest craftsman of them all will 
sweep his curves and shade his hues upon a plaster cornice 
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with a perfection that is the despair of the maestri of other 
nations." 

So he would talk on at diyers times, as we paced the twisting 
lines of the streets, or paused on some white olive slope to look 
backward on the tumult of the roofs, with the battlements of 
the Yecchio tower rising out like some old sea-galley from the 
waves of the rippling sunshine. And I grew quickly to share 
this tender, fantastic, filial affection of his for the City of the 
Lilies. 

ITay, -who could ^ otherwise who has once dwelt within the 
magic circles of her storied walls ? 

Say some day at noontide you feel a little weary of it aU. 

Say it is midsummer, and the strong Leone sun is white on 
every stone; and the very cicale have hushed their chatter, and 
have gone to sleep. 

Amo is nearly dry ; grass grows between its pebbles, and straw 
is laid to bleach on its deserted bed. The buildings are scorched 
and colourless ; the olives are pallid in the heat ; the cypresses 
strain thirstily upward against the sky, as though seeking a rain- 
cloud and finding none in all the shadowless wide blue. 

Say for once you are almost a renegade to her. The zinzan 
have been troublesome, and the sun beats against the blinds, and 
will not be denied. Your eyes ache with the radiance as they 
do when you throw off your mask after the opera ball. 

You, for once in a way, are tired of the city, and think you 
will arise and go to that old, cool marble court in the villa 
amongst the hills, where the vine shadows play all the day long, 
and the waters drip in the deep acanthus shadows. Or else you 
dream a little in remembrance of clear green alpine rivers, shin- 
ing in greenest meadows; of Tirol pine-slopes, rising to the 
snow with deep blue shadows asleep on bluer lakes ; of Swabian 
woods or of Thuringian forests, wet, still, and full of song of 
birds, into whose leafy darkness no daylight ever comes. 

Perhaps in the bla^nng Tuscan noon you think of these or such 
as these that you have known, and that are all lying there across 
the dreamy flush of the rosy Apennines. 

Say in the daytime you are thus, for once perhaps, faithless, — 
yet with the nightfall she will take up airesh her supremacy. 

The long l»right day draws to a close. The west is In a blaze 
of gold, against which the ilex and the acacia are black a. 
funeral plumes. The innumerable scents of fruits and flowers 
and spices, and tropical seeds, and sweet essences, that fill the 
streets at every step from shops and stalls, and monks' phar* 
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macies, are fanned out in a thousand delicions odonn on fhe 
cooling air. The wind has risen, blowing softly from mountain 
and fi^m sea across the plains through the pines of Pisa, across 
to the oak forests of green Casentino. 

Whilst the sun still glows in the intense amber of his own 
dying glory, away in the tender Tiolet hues of the east, the young 
moon rises. 

Eosy clouds drift against the azure of the zenith, and are re- 
flected as in a mirror in the shallow riyer waters. 

A little white cloud of doves flies homeward against the sky. 

All the bells chime for the Ave Maria. 

The evening Mis. 

Wonderful hues, creamy, and golden, and purple, and soft as 
the colours of a dove's throat, spread themselves slowly over the 
sky; the bell tower rises like a shaft of porcelain dear against 
the intense azure ; amongst the tall canes by the river the fire- 
ilios sparkle ; the shores are mirrored in the stream with every 
line and curve, and roof and cupola, drawn in sharp deep shadow; 
every lamp glows again thrice its size in the glass of the cunent, 
and the arches of the bridges meet their own image there ; the 
boats glide down the water that is now white under the moon, 
now amber under the lights, now black under the walls, forever 
changing; night draws on, then closes quite. 

But it is night as radiant as day, and ethereal as day can 
never be ; on the hills the cypresses still stand out against the 
faint gold that lingers in the west; there is the odour of carna- 
tions and of acacias everywhere. 

Koiseless footsteps come and go. 

People pass softly in shadow, like a dream. 

You le^ down and bask in this sweet air that is like a breath 
of paradise. 

Against your hand there are great clusters of the red oleander, 
that bum against the gleaming snowy globes of the half-opened 
magnolia flowers. The voice that is dearest to you on earth is 
low upon your ear. 

From some other casement open like yours there comes the 
distant cadence of a mandoline. A sheaf of lilies is flung from a 
balcony with a laugh. A woman goes by with a knot of pome- 
granate in her dark hair. A break of song floats down the 
silence. 

'^Addio, gioja mia, addio!" drops tenderly down the wind 
like leaves shaken frt)m a rose. 

On the parapet of the liver two lovers lean and watoh thfl 
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Btream as it glides to its graye in the grey sea-sand, as their own 
passion glides to its graye of dead desire. 

You smile, and know there is no grave for yonrs : he says so 
at the least, and you belieye. 

It is night in Italy. 

It is night in Florence. 

In all the width of the world is there aught so perfect else- 
where ? With a glad heart you wiU answer, nothi^ so perfect 
anywhere. 

In such a night why cannot the lips we love kiss us forerer— 
foreyer— forever — ^into the dreams of death f 
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THE WANDERING ARTR 

CHAPTER I, 

IL BIANCO ASPKTTO. 

Do you know the delicate delights of a summer morning in 
Italy ? — ^morning I mean between four and five of the clock, an\i 
not the fiill hot mid-day that means morning to the languid asso 
ciations of this weary century. 

The nights, perfect as they are, have scarcely more loveliness 
than the birth of light, the first rippling laughter of the early day. 

The air is cool, almost cold, and clear as glass. There is an 
endless murmur from birds' throats and wings, and from far 
away there will ring from village or city the chimes of the first 
mass. The deep broad shadows lie so fresh, so grave, so calm, 
that by them the very dust is stilled and spiritualised. 

Softly the sun comes, striking first the loftier trees and then 
Ihe blossoming magnolias, and lastly the green lowliness of the 
gentle vines ; until all above is in a glow of new-bom radiance, 
whilst all beneath the leaves still is dreamily dusk and cool. 

The sky is of a soft sea-blue ; great vapours will float here 
and there, iris coloured and snow-white. The stone parapets of 
bridge and tower shine against the purple of the mountainsj 
which are low in tone, and look like hovering storm-clouds. 
Across the fields dun oxen pass to their labour; through the 
shadows peasants go their way to mass ; down the river a raft 
drifts slowly with the pearly water swajdng against the canes ; 
all is clear, tranquil, fresh as roses washed with rain. 

In such a daybreak in the soft spring weather we left Florence 
by the gate that was once in the old days broken down for the 
mule of the Vicar of Christ to pass through into the city. 

Pascar^l was too inveterate a wanderer by instinct and habit 
to remain long in one place, even when that place was circled by 
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the hills 60 dear to him ; and he was looked for eagerly with the 
spring and summer in all the towxis and villages through Tuscany 
and Umhria, and the flowering Eomagna and the drear sea-washed 
Maremma. 

The Arte, which was light and cleverly constructed, was at 
such times sent onwards on the back of mules, on the flat cart of 
a contadino, on the top of a hay- waggon, on the shoulders of 
sturdy hill peasants, or any manner of conveyance which best 
served the moment, and the sight of the red and white flag flut- 
tering from the pile of canvas and wood was a signal for a head- 
long rush and a shout of joy from the whole population over the 
face of all the country. 

As for ourselves we walked always where there was any 
beauty, whether along the river-shores, or through the fields and 
■vineyards, or along the brown sides of the hills, or beside the 
j)lay of the tideless sea, on the hot yellow sands, or across the 
plain from one little old walled town to another. 

Pascarll and his little troop had never been extravagant enough 
to take any other mode of travel than that which their own limbs 
afforded, except when they needed to get quickly from one pro- 
vince to another. 

They always sauntered on from town to town, from village to 
village, staying on the road as fancy moved them. They had 
gone on in this way all across Italy, and half across Europe ; 
and as for me I liked nothing better than to do as they had done. 

As soon as the sun showed his red disc where he rose above 
bhe southern seas and the eastern deserts far away, we used to 
rise ourselves and set out upon our pilgrimage for the day, so 
that each portion of it was accomplished before the heats oi 
noon. Or at other times, if they had not played anywhere that 
night, we set forth when the moon showed herself, and went on 
our way through the wonderful lustre of her, which seemed to 
throb everywhere like so much conscious life. 

In these wanderings I learned for the first time how beautiful 
is the beauty of Italy. 

In the old town of Verona, I had been nothing but a passion- 
ate little rebel, hating my poor, pale prison-house for its poverty 
and monotony, whilst the people with whom I had dwelt had 
seen no wonder in that which had been about them from their 
birth, and had found their vital interests lie in the scantiness of 
the oil for their lucernate, and the uncertainty of the measure of 
the soup for their morrow. 

"With Pascar^l, and wandering thus through the length and 
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breadth of the Eomagna and of Tuscany, a surer and higher 
perception awakened in me, and my heart and my mind alike 
stirred into sympathy with that ethereal loveliness of air, of dis- 
tance, and of light, which is, as it were, the very soul of all 
Italian scenery. 

Green plains have a certain likeness, whether in Belgium, or 
Bavaria, or Britain. A row of poplars quivering in the light 
looks much alike in Flanders or in Normandy. A rich wood all 
aglow with red and gold in autumn sunsets is the same thing 
after all in Ehineland as in Devon. 

But Italy has a physiognomy that is all her own ; that is like 
nothing else, which to some minds is sad and strange, and deso- 
late, and painful, and which to others is beautiful, and full of 
consolation and delicious as a dream ; but which, be it what else 
it may, is always wholly and solely Italian, can never be met 
with elsewhere, and has a smile on it, and a sigh in it, that 
make other lands beside it seem as though they were soulless 
and were dumb. 

It is not the intensity but the ethereality of its colour which 
is its charm; for it reflects every colour this wonderful "bianco 
aspetto" of Dante. 

Colourless itself it takes by turn every hue, and returns every 
gift of the sun's rays so exquisitely, that there is no single tone 
which is not by it purified and spiritualised. 

At sunrise and at sunset most especially, but more or less 
throughout the entire day, this wondrous whiteness beams and 
blushes into the million hues of the flame opal. 

Watch it from one year to another and you shall never find it 
twice the same. 

When the blue mists of daybreak drift across it ; when the 
clouds duskily cast their violet shadows on it ; when the tre- 
mulous wood smoke curls up in the rosy air ; when the whole 
mountain side is flushed like apple-blossoms, darkening here and 
there where the pines grow into softest amethyst ; here and there 
lightened where the sun strikes into such glow, that like love it 
becomes '^ tanta rossa che appena fora dentro al fuoco nata," in 
all these changes and in a thousand others that sweep each other 
away again and again in endless succession throughout each hour 
of the twenty-four, this ** bianco aspetto " is the loveliest thing 
that the world holds. 

It is the loveliness of a dream world ; it is the loveliness which 
all other poets as well as Dante have beheld in their imparadised 
vision of a life eternal; and compared with it the denser colours 
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^id the stronger contrasts of more northern lands are almost 
coarse, and seem to haye no soul in them, and speak no message 
from the gods to man. 

Indeed all lauds are soulless where the oliye does not lift its 
consecrated boughs to heayen. 

Koble and fruitful though the face of them may be, a certain 
pathos and poetic meaning will be lacking in them, if on their 
hills and in their valleys the oliye do not hover like a soft raiu- 
cloud shimmering to silver with the light. 

For the olive is always mournful ; it is amidst trees as the 
opal amidst jewels ; its foliage, and its flowers, and its fruits, 
are all colourless ; it shivers softly as though it were cold even 
on those sun-balied hills; it seems for ever to say ''peace, 
I)eace," when there is no peace ; and to be weary because that 
whereof it is the emblem has been banished from eaith because 
men's souls delight in war. 

The landscape that has the olive is spiritual as no landscape 
can ever be from which the oliye is absent ; for where is there 
spirituality without some hue of sadness ? 

But this spiritual loveliness is one for which the human 
creature that is set amidst it needs a certain education as for the 
power of Euripides, for the dreams of Phaedrus, for the strength 
of Michaelangelo, for the symphonies of Mozart or Beethoven. 

The mind must itself be in a measure spiritualised ere aright 
It can receive it. 

It is too pure, too impalpable, too nearly divine, to be grasped 
by those for whom all beauty centres in strong heats of colour 
and great breadtlis of effect ; it floats over the senses like a string 
of perfect cadences in music; it has a breath of heaven in it; 
though on the earth it is not of the earth ; when the world was 
young, ere men had sinned on it, and gods forsaken it, it must 
have had the smile of this light that lingers here. 

This beauty, the beauty of perfect outiine, of faint transparent 
hues, of immeasurable horizons, of wondrous silvery effulgence 
in which the eyes seem to range and reach imtil the mere sense 
of sight grows into a voluptuous rapture, all this became known 
to me as I wandered through those old old lands by the side of 
Pascardl. 

Some instinct towards it had been with me always; but 
through him I learned to know what it was that I felt; and 
lesser things than this became through him also eloquent to me 
and beautiful. 

The fruitful soil where flowets rose at eyery step, as thougli 
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the wkI0 still felt the touch of the diyine thyrsns. The sad 
eypresB lismg straight against the sky's pale gold with stars of 
cyclamen wMte ahout its feet. 

The vast, dim, cayemons ohnrches, dazk as night, save where 
the lamps of the high altars burned. The lonely aisles where 
tired feet of peasants wore their way across the marble paTCment 
where great men were laid forgotten in their tombs. 

The radiant glad dawns when through the air came ringing 
the clear sounds of countless bells across the fields to wake the 
sleeping world. The old bruised shrine set at the dusky comer 
of some populous streets, so that men looking upwards saw, and 
remembered, and went the better for a fleeting thought of God 
on to the dwly labours of their humble lives. 

The moonl4;ht, magical, mystical, unutterable with the densf 
ebon shadows making but the more lustrous the wondrous silver 
world on which they slept. All these he gave me eyes to see, 
and, whilst I saw, taught me why they ^ed me with such soft 
delight. 



CHAPTER 11. 

ETOILE QUI FILB. 

Wb wandered all over the hills and the plains, along the 
course of the rivers and through the wide and rich champaign 
of the Yaldamo ; pausing here, pausing there, as thr» whun of 
the moment served, now setting up the wooden theatre on the 
hillside, amongst Ihe olive woods, now lettiilg it find its 
momentary resting-place amidst the fortresses and monasteries 
of some old God-forgotten city. 

Sometimes up amongst the mountains we had need to make 
our home with the peasants, for there was no inn to go to, and 
no fare but onions and black bread. Sometimes in the cities the 
harsh laws which still prevailed at that time in some districts 
swooped down like vultures on the free discourse of Pascardl, 
and drove him forth from the gates, leaving his gains behind him. 

Sometimes it happened to us to lose our way, or to have night 
down on us ere we knew where we were, and we had to camp 
there where we found ourselves, on some hillside, under the 
ehesmut trees, and raise a bonfire with the dead leaves, and 
sleep around it as best we could until the sun rose. 
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Bat all ibis was little hardship in that gracious weather oi 
the springtime^ and aboye us there was always the brilliance of 
the deep blue sky, and around us there was always the gay good 
humour of the hiardy and gentle people. 

The life was quite beautiful to me, and would have been so, 
I think, to any one with anything of the child or anything of 
the poet in them. The people were so fond of us, or, at least, 
of him, that all the way we roamed was strewed with endless 
little acts of tenderness and of good-will that blossomed like the 
cyclamen along our path. 

Quaint old women in huge straw hats and with smiling, 
brown, shriyeUed faces, would bring us little cheeses or golden 
honeycombs wrapped up in vine leaves. Girls, with lovely 
dreaming eyes like the San Sisto Madonna's, would come out 
from the sun-baked, flat-roofed houses with gifts of eggs packed 
cosily in rose leaves, or strewn over, for lack's sake, with Oul 
Lady's herb. 

Sometimes from the white villages with their watch towerti 
in their midst, there would ring out, for us alone, in the golden 
silence the sweetest melody of chiming bells that seemed to 
ripple like so much laughter over the low-lying roofs amongst 
the vines. 

We were always amongst the people. PascarW played for no 
one else. 

The opera-houses, where the sweet notes of men's throats 
were hired with gold and diamonds, were for the rich and well- 
to-do, for the dainty masked dames in the carnival time, and for 
the noble lovers who wove their intrigues under the shelter of 
roulade and fioritura. 

Pascar^Vs little theatre was for the populace alone; for the 
bronied vine-dressers, who laughed herculean laughter in their 
broad bare chests ; for the tanners and coopers and smiths, who 
came with the heat and the smirch of their labours upon them ; 
for the peasant women who had worked weeding in the fields all 
day, and sat in the tent with their big brown children sleeping 
at their breasts ; for any and all whose lives were hard, and 
whose bodies were bruised by toil, and who were glad to forget 
with him a little while the tax that emptied their bread-pot, 
and the hunger that gnawed at their vitals. 

Give an Italian a copper coin, and though it be the sole thing 
that he owns in the world, he will spend four-fifths of it on the 
playhouse. 

rascardl knew his countrymen's foible; and he loved best of 
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all to play for thoee who had not even the oopper piece, and wh6 
must have stood all night outdde the longed-for paradise had it 
not heen for the joyous summons which rang out to them firom 
his voice crying, — 

'' Come in— come in ; you can pay me with a laugh if I prove 
worth it. Not a soldo in any one of your pockets ?— oh, my 
friend^ you must be either the utterest fool or the honestest man 
in all the universe. Well, never mind. Come in— come in : 
laugh or hiss as you like, but come." 

And they did come by thousands; it was the audience that he 
preferred — ^he who surely by his gifts and graces might have 
done with the world almost whatever he might have chosen. 

** You have no ambition I *' I said to him one day. 

He answered me, with his bright laugh, ** 2{one — absolutely 
none ! " 

We were resting on the slope of a hill in the Casentino in the 
sweet maytime. 

It was late in the day. The land beneath us was white with 
the delicate, sad pallor of the endless olive woods. Above, the 
west was all one soft flame-radiance of that miraculous rose 
which is to all the other hues of heaven as the ethereal grace of 
Petrarca is beside all other odes of love. 

** But that is very strange ? " I reasoned to him. 

" Where would the world bo if all men thought as you do ? *' 

** Much where it is, no doubt,** he answered me, *' and un- 
stained, moreover, by the bloodshed of war. Do you think that 
the world owes anything that is worth keeping in its Arts to so 
■personal a passion as ambition ? You are very wrong. 

'* No true artist ever worked yet for ambition. He does the 
thing which is in him to do by a force far stronger than himself. 

'' The first fruits of a man's genius are always pure of greed. 

^' In time, indeed, the world gets at him and tempts him, and, 
if he be not strong, will bribe and weaken him. That is one 
reason why the creations of an artist's maturity seldom realise 
the promise of his youth. 

*^£ut no mere ambition ever raised the piles of Brunelleschi, 
shaped the gates of Ghiberti, created the Inferno and the 
Hamlet, or gave us the Concerto in C minor of Pelix Men- 
delssohn. 

** In these days men are governed by personal ambitions, and. 
as a consequence, they have ceased to produce greatly. In thc8« 
days no man will be content to chisel humbly, but to his very 
besti a corbel or a spandril for another man's St. Peter's, not a 
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«^hit; every one will have his own building all to himself, be it 
only a gaze-a-bo or a magnified cucumber-frame. 

'< After all, it was not only that Michaelangelo and lionardo 
were greater men than we, it was also because their pupils weie 
content to grind the colours and prepare the earths with utter* 
most peHectness in their simple share of the great work. Now- 
a-days, did you ask a young artist to grind your colourn, he 
would tell you with scorn that*he was not a shopboy. 

''When we can g%t back that single-hearted absorption into 
Art which characterised the medisBval schools of Italy, then we 
shall get back with it greatness of execution in Art. 

" You remember II Parm^giano, who never heard the tamult 
of the sack of Eome go on in the streets around him because 
he was so engrossed with painting at the time P The soldiers 
broke into his studio and found him, brush in hand, and ignorant 
that the city had been stormed. 

*' Well, nothing less than that makes a great artist, and it is 
just that vital absolute absorption of all personality of which 
there is nothing — absolutely nothing — ^in the modem mind. 
It is always outside its own creations ; vainly or coldly always 
outside them. 

'* The modem priest of art does not believe in his own God — 
and in art, above all other religions, who that has not faith can 
work miracles ? Art is the divining rod that will blossom like 
the almond tree ; but it will be bare and barren if the magician 
himself half scoff and wholly doubt" 

**But, surely," I reasoned with him, wistfully, " surely those 
men dreamed that they were doing what would keep their 
memories fresh in the thoughts of men for many ages ? " 

** I doubt it," said Pascarel. '* I doubt very much that they 
ever thought at all about it in that light. The true artist does 
las work because he loves it — ^because he cannot chose but do it. 
J}q you suppose the architect of Cologne Cathedral would have 
torn his plans up if he had foreseen Ms name would have been 
forgotten?" 

" But surely an immortality of remembrance—" 

"Fine immortality!" quoted Pascardl. ''Napoleon was 
right in his scoff at our Tiziano. Immortality? Bah I the 
brief noonday that carrion flies take to suck at a dead eagle. 
Inmiortality — ^be so good as to tell me, donzella mia, if you can, 
who were Eugoean of Samos, Bion and Diocchxis, Eudemus of 
Paras, Lampsaous, Damastes, Zanthus of Sardis, or Pherioydea 
pf Leros?" 
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" I neyer heard of any one of them." 

** No? And plenty of people, more learned than yoOi m in 
the Bsme plight. And yet they were all authors of Asiatic 
Gh:eece who, in their day, looked for as much < immortality' as 
Hlerodotos. To come into our own country — ^tell me who 
Trissino was, and what he did? " ^ ^ 

I confessed that the name of Trissino said no more to me ttian 
the name of any one of the little flowers that sprang up hy 
millions underneath the vines. 

*' Do you know who Trissino was? " he repeated. 

"No." 

** There again ! — ^why, he belieyed that he had restored ihe 
epic to Italian verse in all its most heroio proportions, and 
sneered at his contemporary, Ariosto, as onhr good for the 
vulgar. Did never you hear, then, of Tito and Eroole Strozzi ? " 

"No." 

"Heavens! And yet they were, or were thought, famous 
poets ; but the world is like you, and only remembers Luisa 
Strozzi because men were mad for her face, and she made a 
picturesque figure coming down the hill by Son Miniato that 
night of the fair at the Feast of the Pardon. But to descend a 
century or so; — ^what, pray, were Chauvelin, Daunou, Biouffe, 
Ghmilh, Gingu^ne, Larromigui^reP" 

I confessed my ignorance, looking across at ihe sapphire lighte 
on the Carrara mountains. 

** No, again ? And yet those men, wi*h the rest of the hun- 
dred Frenchmen of the Tribunal of Ninv)ly-nine, dreamed, 
surely, of imperishable renown. * A line in an universal his- 
tory I * as my wise Napoleon said again f Aer Cairo. True, he 
arrived later on at getting a whole page for himself; but to 
print such a page, yon must distil seas of homan blood to make 
the only ink that will not rub out witl. the wear of the ages : 
and even then, as soon as a greater co/:icxueror comes, you will 
have your page blotted and turned into a palimpsest. You 
remember how, in your old Yerona, there is a rude, dusky, 
nameless grave in the mausoleum of the Scala, and above it a 
superb equestrian in marble, with three stages of sculptured sainta 
and prophets all to himself in might and glorv ; the first, the tomb 
j>f the assassinated; the second, the tomb of the assassin? 
Believe me, Fame in the world allots things very much like the 
8cala*s sculptor." 

I was silent ; I thought of poor old wronged Ambrogib dying 
by his fireless and childless hearth, whilst as we had passed 
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through Florence the names of Bothwald and Alkestia had 
loomed large upon the walls. 

" Besides — ambition for a player ! " laughed Jascar Jl, not 
waiting for my answer, ** you might as well say let the dog- 
grass blowing there try to root itself and grow like that stone- 
pine. * Ci-git le bruit du vent ' is our only fit epitaph. 

** Thistledown, smoke, soap-bubbles, les ^toiles qui filent, qui 
filent, qui filent et disparaissent,' those are all our emblems. 

*^ They reproach us that we only live to laugh and to love, 
and take no thought for the morrow. "Why not? There is no 
morrow for us. 

"The player can leave nothing behind him; not even a 
memory. * You should have heard him,* say the old people to 
the young of the dead actor. * You should have heard him ; 
he was great, indeed, if you like.' But what do the young 
believe of that ? There is no proof. 

"Such greatness as the dead man had went out with his 
breath like a lamp that was spent. 

" We live in the present ; we live for the present. Why not, 
Tsay? 

" We are straws on the wind of the hour, too frail and too 
brittle to float into the future. Our little day of greatness is 
a mere chUd's puff-ball, inflated by men's laughter, floated by 
women's tears; what breeze so changeful as the one, what 
waters so shallow as the other? — ^the bladder dances a little 
while ; then sinks : and who remembers ? 

** Ambition for such a thing as that ? 

** Grow oaks from the thistie-down ; weave ships' cables from 
the smoke ; change the soap-bubble into a prism for astronomers ; 
arrest the falling star as a fixed planet in the spheres ; and then, 
if you will, talk of ambition for a player I " 

He h£id risen as he spoke, and walked to and fro, brushing 
the tall foliage of the imdergrowth of acacia and cane ; he spoke 
with passionate scorn, and though he laughed, there was for 
once some undertone of bitterness in his easy mirth. 

He jeered at the thing he himself was; no man's heart ia 
wholly free of care and doubt when he trenches on the Bemi- 
suicide of any self-contempt. 

"But players have been great," I said to Mm, not knowing 
well what to say. " Great in their lives at least P And 
rich?'' 

" Eich, oh yes ! " he echoed, breaking down with one hand a 
head of iris. " A million francs a week you mean, and diamond 

o 2 
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6nuff-*boxes from a prince's band^-oh ye8-<-if that be ^eatness. 
Gk>od heavens ! before you have fairly entered on a woman's 
years, bow thoroughly a woman's heart beats in you I " 

*' What do you count greatness, then P " I asJced, gathering, 
as I rested on my arms, face downward on the grass, the 
clusters of the white anemoli, and all the bright spring flowers 
of the hills. 

Pascar^l, standing beside me, looked away to the rose-radiance 
of the west with that strange introspectiye musing look in his 
eyes which comes so suddenly into Italian eyes, and has so in- 
tense a melancholy in it, and also so much of Ihat spiritual 
beauty which their country has. 

** There is an old legend," he made answer to me, "an old 
monkish tale, which tells how, in the days of King Cloyis, a 
woman, old and miserable, forsaken of all, and at the point of 
death, strayed into the Meroyingian woods, and lingering there, 
and barkening to the birds, and loying them, and so learning 
i'rom them of God, regained, by no effort of her own, her 
youth ; and lived, always young and always beautifiil, a hun- 
dred years ; through all which time she never failed to seek the 
forests when the sun rose and hear the first song of the creatures 
to whom she owed her joy. Whoever to the human soul can 
be, in ever bo faint a sense, that which the birds were to the 
woman in the Merovingian woods, he, I think, has a true great- 
ness. But I am but an outcast, you know ; and my wisdom is 
not of the world." 

Yet it seemed the true wisdom, there, at least, with the rose 
light shining across half the heavens, and the bells ringing far 
away in the plains below over the white waves of the sea of 
olives. 



CHAPTER III. 

in£ KIBAND AND THE HAXDOLINE. 

iToT many weeks after, whilst the year was still young, the 
old city of Pisa came in our way in our wanderings; and 
PascarJl would fain turn aside from the bright sea-road, and 
stay within its walls a little. 

I saw the ruined rival of Florence, the city " senza fede," 
once the mart of the world and now a desert. I saw, too, th# 
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scholar Luceone, a gentle, meek-eyed man, with the hiow of 
Ghiberti and the month of Fra Giovanni. I saw the old 
Faustus-like room in the tower, with the owls in its hroken 
masonry, and with the Amo washing its hase at one side, and 
on the other the narrow darkling street that the comedians had 
gone through with jest and song on that Easter morning which 
had decided the foitunes of Pascardl. 

The old city was sad and somhre with Orcagna's Death 
reigning oyer its solitudes as the only sovereign left to it out of 
all the arrogance and plentitnde of its years of power. 

So still it was, so nnhroken the shadows slept npon its grass- 
grown stones, so dully the yellow water dragged its way through 
die yellow sand, one might have thought that it was only that 
very day that the deathhlow had fallen on it away there where 
the wanton sea abandoned it to kiss and serve Genoa. 

'' Do you not see Marghariti of France ? " said Pascardl to me 
in Pisa one evening, as we strayed along, '' leaning there out of 
the old palace window in just such a stormy red and gold night 
as this, perhaps, sick to despair of the gilded captivity, and 
planning with the gipsies to escape? I wonder no one has 
ever painted that scene; the delicate wanton royal head 
stretdung out in the crimson dusk to hold council with the 
black-browed vagabonds. Oan you not fancy the fret of her, 
and the fever and the revolt, that made a barefoot liberty seem 
sweeter than all the Medicean pom^ ? " 

But I shook my head, and tdd him no, which saddened him 
a little as we went. A barefoot liberty was well in its way, no 
loubt, but to be a princess, was not that better? 

It seemed to me that Marguerite must have been but jesting 
with the gipsies when she schemed thus with them here in dead 
old Pisa. 

So thankless are we to fate when it is fair for us. 

I had all for which the heart of Margaret had himgered, 
beating itself like a caged bird under its jewelled bodice; I 
had it all as I went along the sad, windless, unpeopled streets, 
which his voice filled with sweetest music for me, and the red 
sun buniished into ancient pomp and panoply; I had it all 
and but half valued it — alas ! alas ! 

At Pisa, as I say, I saw that old college friend of Pascar^, 

the scholar Luceone. He was a gentle, meek-eyed man, with 

pensive eyes, and a tender sad face, like the face of Masaccio. 

^ He lived up in the Faustus chambers, with tiie owls outside 

bis casement^ and thd river water washing below, and on tfa« 
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other tbe narrow pent-up street that led away to the gate for 
Leghcnm, and was very content in them, and grateM to his 
fate, asking nothing better of the gods and men than to dwell 
there in the heart of the academic city, in the midst of the 
dreary sand plains, with the zanzari hooting and hissing all 
night amongst the ancient walls. 

He touched the self-drawn portrait of Pascar^l with many 
beautiful and tender lights, so uiat I saw that the painter had 
done himself but sorry justice. 

<< I am so happy here— so happy," said the gentle philosopher 
A> me one day, as I leaned out of the high arched grated win- 
dow £rom which Pascar^ had watched the Zinzara and her 
^roop go by on their seaward way, '< and I owe it all to him. 
He was a greater scholar than I. I was his second in mathe- 
matics, but only second, neyer his equal. Ah I you would not 
think it, you, who only see him smoking oyer his little 
comedies, or gathering beans with a pretty peasant in an inn 
garden. 

'' But it is true. There was never a greater scholar born than 
Pascardl. So great that though he had been very wild in many 
of his pranks, and in that manner a constant terror to the 
academy, they wanted sorely to keep him always for the glory 
of Pisa, and they offered him the vacant Chair of Mathematics 
when our poor old Dottore died of apoplexy. 

" Now, let Pascar^ tell you what he will, it is a fact that the 
profensorship would have been very welcome to him for awhile 
at least. He would have tired of it and gone on his own ways 
in time, no doubt, but he would have liked to have had it, for 
he loved these rooms of his, and at that time, for all he was so 
gay and even riotous, he had a passion for science, and for all 
manners of abstruse study, which he could pursue at his ease 
and leisure here. 

" But he knew that I was very poor, he knew that I had an 
old mother and a sister to keep, he knew that I pinched myself 
of bread and oil, and that I was glad to pick up the leavings of! 
the dishes of the younger students, so what does he do ? 

<< He goes straightway to the authorities, and he says to them 
in his careless fasUon, ' lUustrissimi, I thank you for your offer, 
and the honour you would do me, but do not take my meaning 
ill if I tell you that ;^ou have made a great error. I am only a 
reckless good-for-notmng, a scamp at heart, a riotous free liver, 
who, as your excellencies know, have had the gates shut against 
me scores of tLDMs, and black marks against my name always. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THB RIBAND AND THE MANDOLINM. 199 

^^ Bo not give your emptjr Chair to me ; but give it to one wlio is 

^ as good a mathematician as I am, as sound a scholar as I am^ 

^ and who, imlike me, will furthermore do you credit by the 

^ simple and blameless life that he leads. Give it to Ezio 

^ Luceone, and I, Pascar^l, will hold myself as beholden to your 

Signoria, as though I filled the Chair myself.' 

DJ " That is what Pascar^l said to them, and they were so strucV 

ji that they gave it to me, and I have held it ever since that time 

" He told you he surrendered it to follow that Trenchwomaa 

cf and her comedians. Oh! no doubt. That is just like him. But 

1 he relinquished the professorship in the month of March, and 

/ the Zinzara and her people only came into the town at Easter 

time, which fell, as I well remember, tow£u:ds the middle of 

April in that year. 

'' It has been a wonderful lliing for me, most wonderful. 
Hie stipend is quite enough to keep my mother in perfect com- 
fort; and my heart and soul are in my work; and the college 
lads love me and I love them ; and I ask no better life of God 
orman. 

** But it is Pascar^l I owe it to most surely; only I pray of 
you do not tell him that I have told you, or he will never forgive' 
me, never. I came to know it through one of the Signoria, 
which vexed him sorely; he had always tried to make me 
believe that it was only just the reward of my own merit. But 
it was all his own doing — all. 

" I was the gainer, you see; but nevertheless my heart ached 
when I saw him go for ever out of the sea gate with his pack 
on his back and his mandoline slung from his shoulder; the 
mandoline he has now ? yes. The Frenchwoman put a scarlet 
riband to it, I remember, sitting just there down in the street in 
the sun as they ate pomegranates one warm Easter day. 

" He does not know what has become of her, bo he says ; but 
he was wild about her then ; a handsome woman, I remember, 
with great burning black eyes and beautiful feet. 

'' She did with Pascar^l what she liked ; if it had not been for 
her I think the world would have heard of him. For he had 
some ambition in those days; and he is the last of the Pasearelli, 
you know. And they were really princes once ? oh, yes ! you 
may read it in Malespini and Yillani." 

So the gentie scholar would murmur on, and I would listen, 
leaning my body over the grated sill, and watching the narrow 
street for down below, where in other days the Frenchwoman had 
tat* and wound the scarlet riband about the stem of the mando- 
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line, with the lights of the son and of Pascardrs eyes shining on 
her. 

I hated to think of it; I hated to think of that far-away lore* 
lightened past of his, in which I had no memory and no share. 

Every woman, at all young and innocent of life, has felt the 
feeling that I mean when she has loyed. 

Fascardl came behind me that day, haying heard the latest 
words of his old friend. 

*' Ah, yes, cara mia," he mnrmnred, softly, while sadly. " So 
many hands have tied so many ribbons to the mandoline— yes, I 
shame to say so — and the ribbons haye all fluttered away God 
knows where, some to the dust-hole, some to the camiyal-ball, 
some to deck other men's guitars, some to lie amongst the^ cinders 
in the ragpicker's basket. But after all what does that matter ? 
the ribands never touched the chords of the mandoline; the 
ribands were only for fairs and feast-days and follies ; it takes 
something stronger and better than a riband to get music from 
the strings." 

I understood him a little though not wholly, and was com- 
forted, leaning there out of the grated window as Marguerite had 
leaned when she had communed with the gipsies, and thought 
their liberties and love lore better than the ^ded palle of the 
BfedioL 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE poet's COTJITTET. 

We did not wait very long in Pisa. 

The laughter of the Arte wakened its hollow echoes, and the 
Plorentine pennon fluttered amongst its haunted ways for a brief 
space only. And whilst it was stUl springtime — ^late spring — ^we 
left its gates and went over the ghostly plain that had been 
soaked through and through with the blood of so many centuries 
of warfare, and so back into the Yal di Greve and between the 
mountains along Amo's side. 

Only to one place was he always constant amidst his incon« 
stancy ; wander away from it perpetually as he would, no less 
surely would he ever again come back to where the Yecchio 
battlements were set sharp as lion's teeth against the sky. 

He would ^ways opme back thither; m^ Saint John'a Day, 
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and the Befibaa, and the Pasqo^, and the Berlinganoio, and the 
Gep]^, and the Capo d'Anno, and the Anna feast, when the 
flc^ of the Trades were set round the church, and all the other 
giomi fe»tw% that are as many as the golden ^fes in a child's 
string of daisies, would have been robbed of much mirth and life 
to the populace of Florence, if they had ffdled to bring through 
the gates Fascardl. 

AU that loyely May time we were afoot through Tuscany. 

Is there anything in all the world so beautiM as the spring- 
tide greenery of Italy? 

The gold of her sunsets, the wonder of her orange groTCs, the 
rose of her evening skies, the grandeur of her sterile mountains, 
on these and on their like words of adoration have been lavished 
by the million ; but who has stayed to bethink themselves of her 
homelier and humUer charms ^ 

And yet, of these also, she has so many — so many. 

Come out here in the young months of summer and leave, as 
^f e left, the highways that grim walls fence in, and stray, as we 
strayed, through the field-paths and the bridle-roads in the steps 
of me contadini, and you will find this green world about your 
feet touched with the May-day suns to tenderest and most lavish 
wealth of nature. 

The green com uncurling underneath the blossoming vines. 
The vine foliage that tosses and climbs and coils in league 
on league of verdure. The breast-high grasses full of gold and 
red and purple from the countless flowers growing with it. 

The millet filled with crimson gladioli and great scarlet 
poppies. The hill-sides that look a sheet of rose-colour where 
the lupinelli are in bloom. The tall plumes of the canes, new 
bom, by the side of every stream and rivulet. 

The sheaves of arum leaves that thrust themselves out from 
every joint of masonry or spout of broken fountain. The flame 
of roses that bums on every handsbreadth of untilled ground, 
and springs like arainbow above the doud of every darklLig roof 
or wall. The ocean spray of arbutus and acacia shedding its 
snow against the cypress darkness. The sea-green of the young 
ilex leaves scattered like light over the bronze and purple of the 
older growth. The dreamy blue of the iris lilies rising under- 
neaih the olives and along the edges of the fields. 

The soft, pretty, quiet pictures where mowers sweep down 
with their scythes tiie reedy grasses on the river banks ; where 
the gates of the villas stand wide open with the sun aslant upon 
the grassy paths beneath the vines ; where in the gloom of the 
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hoiUM ardiways the women dtplaitiiigfhebBtrawyllielif^ sliin^ 
iogMdsbeforethemaUaUYe with ^e song of the grilli; where 
the grc^ savage walls of a fortress tower on the spur of the 
monntains, above the delicate green of young oaks and the wind- 
stirred fans of the fig-trees ; where tiie f&te, in broad-leaved 
hat of straw, brushes with bare sandalled fbet through the 
bright acanthus, beaming a Babelaisian smile on the contadina 
who goes b^ him with her brown water-jar upon her head : 
where deep in that fresh, glad tumult of leaf and blossom and 
bough the children and &e goats lie together, while the wild 
thyme and the trefoil are in flower, and the little dog-rose 
is white amongst the maize; where the sharp beak of the 
galley-like boats cuts dark against the yellow current, and 
the great filmy square nets are cast outward where the poplar 
shadows tremble in the stream; all these, and a thousand like 
them, are yours in the sweet May season amongst the Tuscan 
hills and vines. 

The earth can be no greener even away yonder in the pit 
valleys of the Alps; and for the air, — ^what air can be like thl^ 
that wanders fr<Hn Adriatic to Mediteiranean across a land of 
flowers bearing lightly on its every breath and breeze the burden 
of love songs, the sighs of nightingales, the odours of budding 
fruits, the warmth of amorous suns P 

Poets of every nation have celebrated the great and the 
gorgeous scenery of this land that is the native land of every 
artist; its magmflcenee of outline, its riot of hue on ^ and 
earth, its voluptuous delights imd violet seas, its classic rums, 
and its dryad-haunted groves ; these have been over-painted and 
over-hymned till half the world is weary ; but of its sweet, lowly, 
simple loveliness that lies broadcast on every hiUside and under 
every olive orchard, amongst the iris lilies in the meadows, and 
along the loose lush grasses where the sleepy oxen slowly tread 
their fragrant path — of these, I say, not one in a thousand 
wanderers thinks, perhaps not one in ten thousand even knows. 

All that time we wandered about according to our whim and 
will, from the blue waters of Spezzia to the green fields of the 
Casentino, and from the spires of Milan to &e shadows (^ St. 
Mark. 

llTe never tarried long in any place ; the true nomadic temper 
was in Pascarti. 

The flag of our wooden Arte seldom fluttered longer than two 
or three evenings under the same knot of chestnut trees, or on 
the same hillside. A certain restlessness always impeUed its 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE POETS COUNTRY. 303 

own^ to frequent change and moyement, and though he would 
tie and dream for hours together in the sun, he preferred that the 
sun when it rose should seldom find him in the same spot where 
it had shone on him at its last setting. 

We went through all the historic country that the Apennines 
girdle with their hroad belt of vine leaves and marble; the 
country of tiie poets that has heard their "sweet singing ** 
through so many centuries, from the love-notes of Catullus to the 
death-sigh of Tasso. 

Beneath Peschiera/that still ''sits a fortress" as in Dante's 
time, to denote the old Teutonic Tyrol ways. 

On the stones of the sad City of the Lake, builded above the 
bones of that ** cruel virgin" who wandered from far Thebes to 
lay her down to rest amidst the " thousand fountains." 

Through the Eeggio district at the moimtains' foot where 
Boiardo had sung, and laughed, and loved, and fought his grace- 
ful life away. 

By sad Eerrara, repenting in widowed loneliness the crimes of 
her lord of Este against the poet who dared to plead in the teeth 
of pride ** per amor mio." 

Far northward as Cremona, where the seeding grass and the 
wild barley grew above that dreadful ditch, once filled up with 
the bleeding and stifled peasants thrust into a living death that 
the knights might spur their horses in safety over the chasm 
whilst Carlo Malatesta's golden mantle fluttered in all the pride 
of war. 

Southward within the sound of Santa Lucia's bell, in saintly 
Assisi, when the morning dews were wet on the ivy-grown 
bridge of the Claosura, and the linnets sang in the same old 
boughs that had sheltered the birds that once had chaunted their 
Easter litanies to S. Francis. 

To strange San Leo, mighty watch-tower of nature, towering 
over the wide wild waste of uptossed rocks and barren mountains. 

Along the treacherous moonlit waters of the P6, where the 
bridal hax^Q had floated to the moat tower, whilst Lucre^iainher 
albemia of woven gold bent before her lord, and the torches 
glowed on the plumes of the Moorish dancers, and the Bacchides 
was played to the sound of Mantuan music. 

On the high hills, once the eyrie of the Eagle of the Monte- 
feltro, where Dante dwelt with the great GMbelline chieftain, 
and the hazel eyes of the baby Sanzio opened to the light. 
In the green gay country where merry-hearted PuLci strung 
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together his '< heaps of Bonnets big as the dubs fhey make of 
cherry blossoms for May-day." 

Amidst the Lombard fields and garden where Ariosto, '' 'twizt 
the April and the May" of his l^e, had loves as many and as 
roseate as pomegranate blossoms in a July noon. 

By old Urbino, in whose gaunt silence the silvery echoes 
seemed to come of Baffael's laugh, and Tiziano's wooing, and 
Bembo's wit, and the voices of Yittoria and Veronica, and the 
applause of that gay and gracious court as it listened to the cantos 
of the '' FurioBo " and the pages of II Cortegiano, in the mosaic- 
chamber, whilst the sea- winds blew over Monte Carpcgna, and 
the stars rose above the iron-stone of Kero's mountain. 

'' If I had been any famous personage at all, I think I should 
have chosen to be Boiardo," said he one day as we sat under the 
shadow of a fig-tree in a little village of the plains, whilst the 
white oxen trod slowly under the blossoming vines, and the 
shallow threads of water were all blue with hyacinth and 
iris. 

''Boiardo'slife," said he, ''must have been worth the living 
from first to last in that pleasant and thrice-&mous Reggio 
country, green with the vines as this is. A beautiful life — bold, 
free, gracious, loving, and well loved ; a life full of the deeds of 
a soldier and the dreams of a poet, a life made sweet and fresh 
by the open air, heightened by passion and battle, but chiefly 
absorbed in the ideal, for did he not set the bells of Scandiano all 
a-ringing until the people all thought a new saint had been 
canonised, when it was only his joy at having found a fit name 
for his hero ? Boiardo was to be envied, I admit : much maybe 
for having begun the < Orlando,' but much mcnre for having his 
name pass into a proverb for a fair fortune. 'Heaven send 
Boiardo to your house ! ' So the country folk of all the Reggio 
district say still when they wish you well. How a man must 
have been adored by his countryside to be transmitted m down 
the stream of tradition ! " 

He spoke thus of Boiardo, nothing arrogating to himself; yet 
it was hardly less love that was won by him through all his birth 
country. 

The fame of him was not indeed spread like that of the courtly 
rhynaester of the " Orlando Innamorato," amidst nobles' palaces 
and in kings' circles, but there was not a lowly capanna betwixt 
the two seas that was not the lighter and the gladder for the fall 
of his footstep on its threshold| and not a peasant from Alp to 
Abrussi that would not bring forth to honour his coming the last 
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^red of fhe goat's flesh and the last dtop of the rough red 
wine. 

Money he had not to giye themi but he gave them all the 
riches he had — ^mirth and music and goodwill, and a strong hand 
to part them in their quarrels, and a tender patience to aid them 
in their wants, and a sunny wit to beguile them in their sorrows. 

There was, indeed, always that about him which made one 
think of Ariosto and of Gabriello's lines on that great Lom- 
bard:— 

'' Oredere nti poBses natom felidbnB horis 
FeUci falgente astro Joyis atqne JHonis." 

At his coming the people trooped out from all their villages 
and towns in wildest welcome. The shout of '' PascarM, il Pas- 
carello ! " from some shepherd in the flelds or some lads playing 
pallone on the outskirts, brought the whole population of any 
place which he approached rushing helter-skelter towards him, 
running and singing before his footsteps, and almost flghting for 
the coveted honour of giving him shelter for the night. 

He might have drunk a hundred stoups of wine, he might have 
kissed a hundred women, he might have supped at a hundred 
tables within any gates he entered. 

The poorest hamlet got together some little show of riches in 
his honour, and the best of everything, if poor that best might 
be, was dragged forth and spread out in delighted homage before 
him under tiie flg trees or the cork trees in &e mellow evening 
Ught. 

I grew to understand how and why he was so happy with his 
life, and how and why he would have been loth to leave it for 
any other. There were in it such perfect liberty, such continual 
change; and what touched him most, I think, so great a love for 
him everywhere. 

It was perhaps only a sunshiny form of selflshness, the laugh- 
inff and indolent life that this man of fine powers and of ^e 
salture led from village to village over the &ce of his native 
land. 

Yet it had a great influence over me that purified and ennobled 
my faults and my follies, and I think it had often the same over 
the populace amongst whom he dwelt. 

Por once in a hamlet on the plains, when cholera raged, I saw 
PascarM welcomed as though he had been an angel who had 
brought them healing on his wings ; and once in a turbulent 
Itreet riot in Yicensa, he controlled a Airious and death-dealing 
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raob with the mere charm of perfect courage and trick of timely 
and skilful wit 

I think the earnestness that lies in the Italian character is alto* 
gether overlooked. 

Its indolence, its gaiety, its love of pleasure, lie on the surface, 
and are steadily measured; but the depths of it are graver — ^very 
grave indeed — grave even to a profound melancholy. 

The Italian character is made up of contrasts, more strongly 
marked and vividly opposed than that of any other nation; and 
these contrasts are welded not seldom into as perfect harmony as 
is possible to human nature ; for an Italian is melodioua even in 
Lis discord, and is symmetrical even in his contrariety. 

See the country in a time of flood, of pestilence, of fire — she 
is heroic, and the woe of one is the woe of all, with an unanimity 
of action and a strength of emotion that can alone arise out of a 
national character at once tender and full of force. Northern 
nations have nothing, for example, comparable for self-sacrifice to 
the Misericordia. For consolidation, for devotion to duty, for all 
the deepest and purest forms of charity, the Order has no equal 
in Europe. 

Whera else will you see, as you can see all through Tuscany, 
the nobleman leaving his masked ball, the lover his mistress, the 
craftsman his labour, the foeman his vengeance, to go at the 
sound of the tocsin, and aid the poor and the sick and the 
dying ? 

Superficial commentators wonder that the disciples of Savo- 
narola could come from the same people as the debauchees of the 
Decamerone, but the wonder is very idle. 

A passionate sadness underlies in silence the gay and amorous 
temperament of the Italian ; and not only in metaphor, but in 
fact, will tiie hair shirt of a silent sorrow be worn by him under 
the ribboned domino that he carries so airily in his life of 
intrigue. 

No one wiU ever see it except one woman out of his many loves 
who is near enough to him to touch his heart as well as stir his 
passions ; — no one else will ever see it, but there it is — and his 
sword is there too. 

This earnestness was in PascarSl beneath all the vivacity and 
lightness of his temperament; and it produced in him that 
mingled strength and tenderness which endeared him to the 
people. 

Often when we have been in the city he has left my side as we 
laughed at some winestall in the market or played dominoei 
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before Bome (nmsliiny trattoiiA^ and has yanished in obedience to 
the bell of the Miserioordia. 

Often when we have gone through some village in which pes- 
tilence was raging, or where some sudden flood of water had 
washed away the Uttle wealth of the contadini, he has taken his 
place by the sick beds or beside the bereaved and homeless 
peasantry, with a skilfiil gentleness and brotherliness that was 
more balm to the sufferer than herbs or gold. 

I think that his laughter was all the richer over the cards and 
the wines in the little vine-hung loggia of the bettolini, because 
his eyes were dim memy a time over a suffering and penniless 
stranger who would have died unaided and unshriven but for the 
pity of the player of the Arte. And I am sure that the salte- 
rello and the stornello were, all the gayer and the sweeter on his 
mandoline, because he could touch the strings of it into melody 
that would soothe the death-bed of a child with visions of the 
angels. 



CHAPTER V. 

FCTMiL ni OLOBIA. 

This wandering life was to me perfect. I wished for nothing 
better than all that laughter at the wine fEurs; than all that 
merriment at the village festivals ; than all those stories told in 
the great threshing bams ; than all that gay chit-chat with the 
women laying their straw to bleach on ^e shores, or the men 
spreading their river nets where the leaves thrilled in the wind ; 
it was idl perfect to me, as it would have been to any other 
creature young and of healthy body, and a soul not spoiled by the 
world and its Avays. 

And as for the people ; — the dear people I — ^the more I dwelt 
amongst them the more I loved them. There is no other people 
on the face of the earth so entirely loveableeven with their many 
faults as the Italians. But what is known of them by oilier 
nations P — ^hardly anything at all. 

That the Italian patrician may be little understood outside the 
pale of his own immediate associates, it is not difficult to concave. 
His confidence is rarely bestowed; and the pride which fences 
him in is at once the most delicate and the most impenetoble 
tiiat a man can place betwixt himself and the outer world. 
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But it is passing strange that the Itdiah popolaiio, 6|>eii tO 
whosoeyer will to study him at their leisure, the Italian of the 
people, as seen in his streets and fields, by his hearth, and his 
market stall, is as little understood and as inyariably misreprc- 



French vivacity and ease have passed into a proverb ; yet, in 
reality, the French people are studied and conscious compared to 
the Italian, who is the most absolutely unstudied and unself-con- 
scious of all God's creatures. 

True, the Italian, even in the lowest strata of social life, has 
a repose and a dignity in him which befit his physiognomy and 
evince themselves in his calm and poetical attitudes. See a stone- 
breaker, or a mason, or a boatman asleep in the noonday sun, 
and you will surely see attitudes which no sculptor could wish 
bettered for his marble. 

True, too, you will do ill to make a mock of him ; high or low, 
it is the one unpardonable sin which no Italian will pardon ; he 
is given also to the immoveable obstinacy of that animal which 
he will never name save imder the delicate euphuism of " the 
little black gentleman ; '' and he has a lightning-like passion 
in him which may smite his neighbour to tiiie earth in a trice 
about a cherry-stone, or a broken broom, or any other ea^w hdU 
of the hour. 

But, then, lo I how bright he is, how gregarious, how neigh- 
bourly, how instant and graceful in courtesy, how eager and 
kindly in willingness ; how poetic his glee in song and dance, 
and holy day and pageant ; how absolute his content upon the 
most meagre fare that ever held body and soul together ; how 
certain his invariable selection of a pleasure for the eye and the 
ear rather than one for the mouth and the stomach. 

See the gay, elastic grace of him ; the mirth that ripples all 
day long about him like the sunlight, the laughter that shows his 
white teeth, the tumultuous shouts in which his lungs delight, 
the cheery sociability that brings him with a knot of his own 
kind at the street comers and under the house archways to talk 
the hours away with tireless tongue and shrewdest wit, and say, 
is there a creature kindlier or more mirthful anywhere in tha 
width of the world? 

And he will always have some delicate touch of the artist in 
him too, and always some fine instinct of the gentleman — let him 
be poor as he will, ill clad, half-starved, and ignorant even of the 
letters that make his name, let him feel the summer dust with 
bare feet, and the mountain wind through a ragged shirt, nay, let 
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him be the veriest scamp and sinner in the world — but he will 
wear his tatters with a grace ; he will bring a flower to a woman 
writh the bow of a king ; and he will resent an insolence with an 
air to which no purples and fine linen could lend dignity. 

With the people I was happy all through that sweet season of 
the spring and the summer; and to pleasure Fascar^, there was 
nothing they would not do to smooth the hardness of their modes 
of life to the donzella. 

Not that such hardships counted for much with me. 

From my infancy I had kno^m what hunger meant to the full 
as well as any beggar child, and my years in old Verona had been 
bare of all save the sternest necessities of existence. 

Fascardl was true to his word. 

It was always well with me. I never saw or heard anything 
that dear old dead Mariuccia would have deemed unfit for me had 
she been living then to shield me. Full of mirth indeed we were ; 
mirth, endless and unstrained, babbling like a brook amongst the 
Howers and weeds of daily acts and words ; but amongst it all 
there was not so much as a coarse word which could have harmed 
me ; and when we were with the populace, who were apt to bo 
coarse enough themselves in their jests and songs, Brunotta, at a 
sign from him, would slide her hand in mine and draw me gently 
away up to some little attic in the roof, or aside under some leafy 
pergola, and keep me there talking, always, as my habit was, of 
the miracles and the perfections of the life and ways of FasoarM. 

I was always to her the donzella; she was always a little shy 
with me and a little humble. 

" Tanta bellina, tanta bellina ! " she would murmur often, 
looking at me with a soft puzzled wist^lness in her bird-like 
eyes : and all that I could do availed nothing to induce her to 
set herself upon an equality with me. Day by day, instead of 
growing more familiar with me, she seemed to feel the difference 
that was between us with a dearer perception, and treated me 
with a wondering homage, of which my natural vanity was well 
contented to avail itBel£ 

Nothing in the way of worship came much amiss to me at that 
time. 

I had ceased to be troubled about the tinker's pot ; I was con* 
soled by the memories of the great race whence he came. 

I had got in my mind a little picture of him as he must needs 
have been in those days : a slender, lithe brown child with 
beautiful eyes ; full of mischief and of tenderness ; of odd fiinoies 
and of loyad impulses ; running along the white sun-baked roadi 
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of his beloved country with a little dattering burdea of kettles, 
and flagons, and stewpans slung behind his shoulders. 

And his father, too ; I pictured him also, a man of much 
humour, as he said, telling strange, marvellous stories as he sat 
in the dust of the wayside tinkering his pots ; a man who never 
could utterly forget that his people in old remote times had been 
great in the land, and who was always a little grave, with a 
Uttle touch of the old arrogance, though a good kmdly soul and 
a boon companion when the wine went round after flie village 
games. 

Tor those vanished grandeurs and powers of his race, which 
were almost mythical to him, Pascar^ himself never once cast a 
sigh down the wind. What his father had told him in childhood 
many an evening sitting under a wayside oruciflz mending the 
copper pots and pans of the countryfolk might be true or might 
not. 

The perished nobility of his forefathers woke no envy from 
him. 

<' It had been certainly a great race once ; yes,'' he was wont 
to say, while half sceptical of the fact himself, " at least, so my 
father would have it; and Malespini, if that old liar may be be- 
lieved about anything, which is doubtful. Traces of it crop up 
here and there in quaint old places ; here a tomb, there a for- 
tress, here a bronze knight tluit the children aim at in their 
games; there a manuscript, that some old monk unearths £:om 
his chapter rolls for want of something to do. 

" Oh, I believe it was all true enough. 

"There were mightyPascarfelli in the olden days. But I am very 
glad that I was not of them ; except, indeed, that I should have 
liked to strike a blow or two for Guide Oalvacanti and have 
hindered the merrymaking of those precious rascals who sent him 
out to die of the marsh fever. 

''Great? 

*' No ; certainly I would not be great. To be a great man is 
endlessly to crave something that you have not ; to kiiss the hands 
of monarchs and lick the feet of peoples. To be great ? Who 
was erer more great than Dante, and what was his experience ? 
—-the bitterness of begged bread^ and the steepness of palace 
stairs. 

** Berides, given the genius to deserve it, the upshot of a life 
c^nt for greatness is absolutely uncertain. Look at Machiavelii. 

" After having laid infallible rules for social and public success 
^th such unapproachable astuteness that bis name has become 
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a synooym for imemii^ policy, Maobiayelli passed his existonoe 
in obedience and submission to Eome, to Florence, to Charles, to 
Gosmoy to LeOy to Clement. 

'* He was bom into a time fayourabLe beyond every other to 
sudden changes of fortune — a time in which any fearless auda- 
city might easily become the stepping-stone to a supreme authority ; 
and yet Machiayelli, whom the world still holds as its ablest 
statesman — ^in principle — ^never, in practice, rose aboye the leyel 
of a seryant of ciyil and papal iyrannies, and, when his end came, 
died in obscurity and almost in penury. 

'* Theoretically, Machiayelli could role the uniyerse ; but 
practically be neyer attained to anything finer than a more or 
less advantageous change of mastera. To reign doctrinally may 
be all very well, but when it only results in serving actuidly, it 
seems very much better to be obscure and content without any 
trouble. 

' Fnmo di gloria non yale famo di pipa.* 

'' I, for one, at any rate, am thoroughly convinced of that 
truth of truths." 

I hearkened to him sorrowful ; for to my ignorant eyes the 
witch candle of &me seemed a pure and perfect planet ; and I 
Mt that the planet might have ruled his horoscope had he 
chosen. 

'^ Is there no glory at all worth having, then?" I murmured. 

He stretched himself where he rested amongst the arum- 
whitened grass, and took his cigarette from his mouth : 

'' Well, there is one, perhaps. But it is to be had about once 
in five centuries. 

** You know Or San Michele P It would have been a world's 
wonder had it stood alone, and not been companioned with such 
wondrous rivals that its own exceeding beauty scarce ever re- 
ceives fiill justice. 

" Where the jasper of Giotto and the marble of Brunelleschi, 
where the bronze of Ghiberti and the granite of Amolfo rise 
everywhere in the sunlit air to challenge vision and adoration. 
Or San Michele fuls of its fall meed from men. Yet, p^rdiance, 
in all the width of Florence there is not a nobler thing. 

** It is like some massive <3li8ket of silver oxydised by time ; 
such a casket as might have been made to hold the Tables of the 
Law by men to whose faith Sinai was a holy and imperishable 
truth. 

** I know nothing of the rule or phrase of Architecture, but it 

p 2 
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seems to me sui'ely that that square set strengtb, as of a fortress, 
toirering against the clouds, and catching the last light always 
on its fretted parapet, and everywhere emhossed and enriched 
with foliage, and tracery, and the iig^es of saints, and the 
shadows of vast arches, and the light of niches gold-starred and 
niled with diyine forms, is a gift so perfect to the whole world, 
that, passing it, one should need say a prayer for great Taddeo's 
sool. 

'^ Surely, nowhere is the nigged, changeless, mountain force 
of hewn stone piled against the sky, and the luxuriant, dream- 
like, poetic delicacy of stone carven and shaped into leafage and 
loveliness more penectly blended and made one than where Or 
San Michele rises out of the dim, many-coloured, twisting streets, 
in its mass of ebon darkness and of sUvery light. 

** Well, the other day. under the walls of it I stood, and 
looked at its Saint George where he leans upon his shield, so 
calm, so young, with his bared head and his quiet eyes. 

" * That is our Donatello's,' said a Florentine beside me — a 
man of the people, who drove a horse for hire in the public ways, 
and who paused, cracking his whip, to tell this tale to me. 
* Donatello did that, and it killed him. Do you not know P 
When he had done that Saint George, he showed it to his master. 
And the master said, "It wants one thing only." Now this 
saying onr Donatello took gravely to heart, chiefly of all because 
his master would never explain where the fault lay; and so 
much did it hurt him, that he fell ill of it, and came nigh to 
death. Then he called his master to him. ** Dear and great 
one, do tell me before I die," he said, <' what is the one thing 
my statue lacks." The master smiled, and said, "Only — 
speech." " Then I die hi^py," said our Donatello. And he- 
aled — indeed, that hour.' 

" Now, I cannot say that the pretty story is true ; it is not in 
the least true ; Donate died when he was eighty-three, in the 
Street of the Melon ; and it was he himself who cried, ' Speak 
hen — speak ! ' to his statue, as it was carried through the eity. 
But whether true or false the tale, this fact is surely true, that 
it is well — nobly and purely well — ^with a people when the men 
amongst it who ply for hire on its puUic ways think caressingly 
of a sculptor dead Ave hundred years ago, and tell such a tale 
standing idly in the noonday sun, feeling the beauty and the 
pathos of it all. 

" * Our Donatello' still to the people of Florence. * Our own 
little Donato ' BtiU, our pet and pridid« even as thou|:h ]^e )ver^ 
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Hying and working in their midst to-day, here in the ahadows of 
the Stockingmaker's Street, where his Saint George keeps watch 
and ward. 

*' ' Our little Donate' still, though dead so many hundred 
years ago. 

"That is glory, if you wilL And something more heautiful 
than any glory — Love." 

He was silent a long while, gathering lazily with his left 
hand the arum lilies to hind them together for me. 

Perhaps the wish for the moment passed oyer him that he had 
chosen to set his life up in stone, like to Donato's, in the face of 
Florence, rather than to weave its light and tangled skein out 
from the hreaths of the wandering winds and the sands of the 
shifting shore. 



CHAPTER VL 

GWYN AKA-TTK. 

" What life then would you really like ?" I asked him once, in 
hewilderment at his utter scorn for all manner and degree of 
aggrandisement, and the touch of impatience at his own mode of 
existence which now and then escaped him. 

"Gwyn Araun's!" he responded, promptly; **I think that 
Is the only perfect one that ever was known upon earth." 

"Gwyn Araun?" I asked, in amaze. " He was not a Flo- 
rentine. 

" No ; he was not a Florentine. He comes of a race called 
Fahle. We have never heen famous for harhouring his kind. 
They loved shade ; and we are all light. Gwyn Araun and his 
race are ferns that grow where it is moist and dark. They 
helong to the primsBval ages of the world. Gwyn Araun, to 
begin with, had a hone that could transport him anywhere in 
an instant---to the moon if he wished. He could converse with 
the stars and the flowers, the clouds and the trees, the gods and 
the butterflies, turn by turn. He could wander invisible, and 
take any shape that he desired. He had absolute omniscience, 
and he used his power always to save and to soothe and to 
pleasure mankind. Finally he had an ivory horn, at whose note 
of enchantment all melancholy fled. That is the only perfect 
existence I ever heard of, and he lived in the golden age of 
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^Mh, in the depths of the Scandinayian woods or Teaton forests, 
I do not q^oite remember which," 

'* And what became of him ?" 

' ' He disappeared. That is another perfection of Qwyn Araun'i 
species. They never die, they disappear. If we did the same 
it wonld be much more agreeable ; it is difficult to retain much 
idealism, when one knows one must end in a wooden box, and 
have the flies buzzing about one as about a sheep's trotters on 
a butcher's stall, Qwyn Araun vanished because he fell in 
with a sage of prosaic mind, who, being bidden by him to a 
feast of spiced meats and ambrosial draughts in jewelled dishes 
and cups of gold, saw with the eyes of the flesh only, and stub- 
bornly maintained that there was no food or drink at sdl in all the 
place, but only dead forest-leaves and brook-water. Which so 
disgusted Qwyn Araun that he fled from earth for evermore. 
Eut he comes back sometimes even still in the shape of a poet, 
invisible to men, and riding on his winged horse that can circle 
the nin in Ave seconds ; and then he spreads the divine feast 
again ; and again the prosaic sage which calls himself the World 
repeats the same scoff at it; and, again, Gwyn Araun flies away 
7n sorrow and disdain. That is, as the World phrases it— the 
poet perishes broken-hearted." 

This was the manner in which PascarM would talk to me 
when the mood was on him, lying under the vines in the noon 
heats, lazily touching a chord of his mandoline, or wandering 
down some hill-side when the moon was bigh amongst the trem- 
bling stalks of maize. 

Ak^ the charm of the quaint, fantastic, half-spiritual, sportive, 
pathetic, whimsical discourse of his so grew upon me, little by 
little; that it acted like a spell. All my rebdlion against my 
fate, my desires for riches, my feverish dreams of strange for- 
tunes and of high estate, sank away into an absolute contentment. 
Beside a dreamer who only thought a life like the Genius Qyryn 
Araun's worth the envying, all mere ambition looked meretri- 
cious and empty j and beside a philosopher who broke his dry 
bread contentedly under a peasant's house-vine, after a half 
day's march along the mountains, one becomes ashamed to yearn 
after such pitiful things as pearls and rubies and flue raiment 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

OUTET. 

Pascakel believed in genius. It was his religion. For me- 
diocrity his contempt was boundless. 

Genius he had himself, and of the rarest sort. The countless 
trifles which he flung away with such lavishness amongst the 
populace were gems of the utmost perfection in their kind. 

The brightest wit, the subtlest philosophy, the most gracious 
charms of poetry and symmetry characterised these ephemeral 
creations which he composed one after another, without effort, 
almost, one could have said, without thought, and which, when 
they had served their turn for a few nights, he remembered no 
longer, and which would have been thrown away and lost for 
ever had not little Toccb, who worshipped him, been wont ten- 
derly to collect the scattered scraps and ends of paper on which 
Pascai^l wrote down these fancies in a careless stenography 
which served him and baffled all others. 

My own dreams that I might have any touch of genius in me 
he dismissed with unutterable contempt, half gay, half tender. 

" Gtenius ! " he cried. " Cara mia, when you sang in tiie 
Market-place of Verona, you were a perfect picture, that I grant. 
But a dog leapt on you with muddy paws, and you paused in 
your singiAg to brush the snow off your yellow skirts. If you 
had any genius, singing as you sang, what would yoii have 
known though fifty dogs should have soiled your gown ? You 
)iave no genius. Be thankful. What do women want with it 
when they have as fair a face as you ? At your best you wiU 
never be more than a mandoline, which will answer in true 
chords to the touch of a fine player. You will never originate a 
cadence one whit more than the mandoline ever does." 

** And what shall I be at my worst ? " I cried, not well pleased 
at his verdict. 

** Ob, at your worst, of course, you will be the mandoline 
with every string broken, like everything else at its worst. But 
what is more probable is, that you will fall into the hands of 
some musician who will just get out of you all the vile flourishes 
and ornate fioriture which go down as good music in this world, 
you all the while believing the bungler who runs his roulades on 
you to be a great maestro. 
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<' It is women's way. They always loTe colour better than 
form, rhetoric better than logic, priestcraft better than philo- 
sophy, and flourishes better than fugues. It has been said 
scores of times before I said it. 

''Nay/' he pursued, thinking he had pained me, ''you have 
a bright wit enough, and a beautiful voice, though you sing 
without knowing yery well what you do sing. But genius you 
have not, look you ; say your thanksgiving to the Madonna at 
the next shrine we come to; genius you have nof 

" What is it P" 

" Well, it is hard to tell; but this is certain, that it puts peas 
unboiled into the shoes of every pilgrim who really gets up to 
its Olivet. 

" Genius has all manner of dead dreams and soiiowfnl lost 
loves for its scallop-shells ; and the palm that it carries is the 
bundle of rods wherewith fools have beaten it for calling them 
bHnd. 

*' Genius has eyes so dear that it sees straight down into the 
hearts of others through all their veils of sophistry and simula- 
tion ; and its own heart is pierced often to the quick for shame 
of what it reads there. 

" It has such long and futhful remembrance of other worlds 
and other lives which most mortals have forgotten, that beside 
the beauty of those memories all things of efurth seem poor and 
valueless. 

" Men call this imagination or idealism ; the name does not 
matter much; whether it be desire or remembrance it comes to 
the same issue ; so that genius, going ever beyond the thing it 
sees in infinite longing for some higher greatness which it has 
either lost or otherwise cannot reach, finds the art, and the hu- 
manity, and the creations, and the affections which seem to 
others so exquisite most imperfect and scarcely to be endured. 

*' The heaven of Phsedrus is the world which haunts Genius 
— where there shall not be women but Woman, not friends but 
Friendship, not poems but Poetry ; everything in its uttermost 
wholeness and p^ection ; so that there shall be no possibility 
of regret nor any place for desire. 

" For in this present world there is only one thing which can 
content it, and that thing is music; because music has nothing 
to do with earth, but sighs always for the lands beyond the sun. 

"And yet dl this while genius, though sick at heart, and 
alone, ana finding little in man or in woman, in human art or in 
human nature, that can equal what it remembers — or, as men 
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ehoote to toy, it imagines — ^ishalf a oMld too, always : for some- 
thing of the eternal light which streams from the tibrone of God 
if always shed about it, though sadly dimmed and broken by the 
douds and yapours that men oall their atmosphere. 

'' Half a child edways, taking a delight in the frolic of the 
kids, the dancing of the daffodils, the playtime of the children, 
the romp of the winds with the waters, the loves of the birds in 
the blossoms. Half a child always, but always with tears lying 
dose to its laughter, and always with desires that are death in 
its dreams. 

'' Ko ; you have not genius, cara niia. Say your grazie at the 
next shrine we pass." 

I heard him with humiliation and a sense of my own littleness. 

Though he had never cared to make gold or fame with it, 
there was in everytiiing that this man did or said the indefinable 
charm of that originality and that poetry which are called for 
want of a better definition by the name of genius. 

And I had dared to think my poor little trick of song, which 
I shared with the blackbird on the cherry bough, had been 
genius likewise ! 

I felt ashamed of my presumption. I had only talent — a 
facile and delicate talent enough, but nothing that was higher. 
My song was pure and fiexile, and could reach with wonderfal 
ease high and far, as the stroke of a bell sounded on high oyer a 
sunny, still counlTy. 

But it was no more than the bird's gift as it sings under the 
pink cherry-blossom. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

BOOLE BUISSONNIfiEE. 

It won me much love, however, amongst the people. 

Amongst the people and the little troop of Pascardl I was 
most often spoken of by my old Veronese name of L'Uccello. 

Although he would nerer let me act, he now and then per- 
mitted me to sing to his audiences. 

Whenever he did give his consent, which was but rarely, I 
used to run on to the little stage with rapture, and look down 
on the multitude of swarthy, eager, admiring fSeices with a 
delight that was half childishness and half vanity. 
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They were good teachers too, in 1^ careless ^cole bniasono 
niire, those little knots of the Italian popnlace, unerring in 
their censure of any imperfection, enthusiastic in their welcome 
of any excellence. 

They gave me stimulus and strength ; it stung me to be hissed 
tor a false half-note by some black-browed pewterer or some 
open-eyed tavemer's boy. In much these people were my 
masters, by accuracy of ear and facility of execution: and the 
roughness of their inexorable criticism, joined with the sincerity 
of their hard-won homage, completed for me the musicsu 
education which Ambrogib had so well commenced. 

Now and then it so happened that I pleased them so well, 
that when the little curtain dropped they would break in gay 
riot on to the stage, and bear me off in the midst of them, 
covering me with flowers, and shouting vivas through the quiet 
of ihe scattered village and the moonlit fid^ds. 

Poor old XJccello ! I thought of him often as his oountry 
people hailed me by his name. 

Of all the poetic figures of the Cinque Cento there is surely 
none more pathetic than his; going so timidly about in the 
midst of the great, gorgeous, busy, passionate Florenthie life, 
absorbed in the one vast conception, with which scarce any man 
ever credits him ; painting on the walls of his humble home the 
likenesses of the animals which he loved so well and was too 
poor to keep ; living with his birds that fluttered for ever round 
his patient head, as he sat and worked out the immeasurable 
gifts which the world takes at his hands without once thinking 
of the giver. 

'' Ah, mia cara ! Si yoi sapevete quanto la Prospettiva m'd 
dolce!" 

How one hears the gentle words sighed out in the long nights, 
of whose cold and sleeplessness the old man felt nothing, as he 
dreamed over his one priceless discovery. 

And in his life Florence knew him not ; Florence laughed at 
him ; Florence only saw in him a meek, quaint, fanciful, timid 
soul, good for very little in the victorious city. 

There were only his birds that knew, lus birds that talked 
with him and solaced him^ we may be sure, even as their 
bi'ethren did St. Francis. 

The good and sad old ITccello ! — I used to think of him often, 
very often, when the people shouted his name about me after 
I had pleased them with my voice, as we went homeward from 
the theatre in the summer nights with the olive shadows all 
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aliye with £re-flies, and the stretx^hing plains of millet white as 
the waves of a starlit sea. 

The adoration of me under my old Yeronese name that the vil- 
lagers gave me far and wide, inspired me with many strong 
desires to show myseK upon his stage in the towns and in the 
cities to a hushed many-coloured crowd as I had done in the 
Cathedral Square at Yerona. 

But to this wish Pascar^l showed himself inexorable. 

It was all very well to sing in some little homely paese 
amongst the hills, or amidst the fields in Tuscany, or the Adrian 
Bomagna, in my amber and purple skirts, when there was no 
one there to hear but the contain! off the farms, or the straw- 
plaiters, and stone-cutters of the village. These were my nights 
of triumph. 

But all the same, I aspired to some wider sphere. I wanted 
to be heard in the cities. I wanted to take my share in amusing 
the larger crowds, when we paused in the alpine shadows of 
jQIilano, or amidst the Bomanesque wonders of Bavenna, or 
beneath the aerial and gorgeous pinnacles of S. Marco. 

But of this Pascarfl would not hear. 

"No, donzella, it is not for you," he would answer; and 
I found it of no avail to urge my cause ; for Pascar^ was too 
Italian not to have a woollen thread of obstinacy running here 
and there through the soft bright-coloured velvets of his 
temperament. 

"Why is it not for me?" I said, one day, as we came down 
from San Karcello and went on our way towards the little 
town of Pistoia. 

We were that day at Gavinana, I remember; having gone up 
under the chestnut trees, over the rocky road, in the bright 
coolness of early morning. 

The heav^ June rains had swelled the mountain streams that 
were tumbling and foaming with delicious sound far below in 
the Bio Gonfio. The broad green lawn of the Yecohetto under 
its de^ chestnut shade was lonely and wet and fragrant, as 
though it had never been steeped red in the bbod of the last 
Bepublic, and in the grove of the Docdo the thrushes were 
singng where once there had shivered the lances of ELorence. 

We had been talking of those times when the tower diimes of 
the little castello had all rung loudly a Mtormo^ and where the 
shady grass-grown market-place, that now only echoed with the 
tinkle of a mule's bell and the splash of its quiet fountain, had 
heard the savage shouts of Spain, as great Eerruccio fell pierced 
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with a thoiuand wounds from pike and arquebuse, and thinking 
to the last of Florence. 

We had been talking of all these times as we sat at our simple 
meal of bread and wine and melons, under the ancient chestnuts, 
and Pascar^ had been sighing, as was his wont that his lot 
had not been in those vivid and virile days. 

*^ There was so much more colour in those days/' he had said, 
rolling a big green papone before him with his foot. ''If, 
indeed, it were laid on sometimes too roughly. And then there 
was so much more play for character. Nowadays, if a man dare 
go out of the common ways to seek a manner of life suited 
to him and unlike others, he is voted a vagabond, or, at least, a 
lunatic, supposing he is rich enough to get the sentence so 
softened. In those days the impossible was possible— a paradox P 
oh, of course. The perfection of those days was, that they were 
full of paradoxes. No democracy will ever compass the im- 
mensity of Hope, the vastness of Possibility, wi& which the 
Church of those ages filled the lives of the poorest poor. Not 
hope spiritual only, but hope terrestrial, hope material and sub- 
stantial. A swineherd, glad to gnaw the husks that his pigs 
left, might become the Yicc-regent of Christ, and spurn emperors 
I)rostrate before his throne. The most famished student who 
girt his lean loins to pass the gates of Pavia or Bavenua, knew 
that if he bowed his head for l£e tonsure he might live to lift it 
in a pontiff's arrogance in the mighty reality and the yet 
mightier metaphor of a Oanosa. The abuses of the medisBval 
Church have been gibbeted in every language ; but I doubt if 
the wonderful absolute equality which that Church actually con- 
tained and caused has ever been sufficiently remembered. Then 
only think how great it was to he great in those years, when men 
were fresh enough of heart to feel emotion and not ashamed to 
show it. Think of Petrarca's entry into Bome ; think of the 
superb life of Eaffael; think of the crowds l^at hung on the 
lips of the Improvisatori ; think of the influence of S. Bruno, of 
S. Bernard, of 8. Francis ; think of the enormous power on his 
generation of Fra Girolamo ! And if one were not great at all, 
but only a sort of brute with stronger sinews than most men, 
what a fearless and happy brute one might be, riding with 
Hawkwood's Lances, or fighting with the Bkck Bands ! Whilst 
if one were a peaceable, gentle soul, with a turn for art and 
grace, what a calm, tender life one might lead in little, old, 
quiet cities, painting praying saints on their tiptoes, or moulding 
marriage-plates in majolica I It must have been such a great 
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tiling to live when the Torld was still all open-eyed with wonder 
at itself, like a child or \i% sixth birthday. Nowadays, science 
makes a great discoverr the tired world yawns, feels its pockets, 
and only asks, * Will' it pay ? * Galileo ran the risk of the 
stake, and Giordano Bruno suffered at it; but I think that 
chance of the faggots must have been better to bear than the 
languid apathy and the absorbed avarice of the present age, 
which is chiefly tolerant because it has no interest except in new 
invented ways for getting money and for spending it." 

Then, moralising thus, he had sliced the papone, and we had 
made our morning feast before the matins bell had rung over 
t!:e little ancient deserted town. 

The birds had been singing under the broad green leaves above 
our heads, the sunshine was sweet and clear upon the old towers 
and the worn grey stones; in the stillness the little torrents 
liiade sad rushing sounds; across the piazza went an old monk 
and a little barefoot child with her arms round a golden 
pumpkin. 

That was all — all — where once the last battle of free Florence 
had been fought out and lost. 

It was one of those tranquil, innocent, joyous days, which had 
so little in them, and yet so much, days of bright weather, of 
tireless feet, of innocent dreams, of unspeakable gladness, days 
when the whole land was before us to stray at fancy, and the 
people made us welcome from the one sea-shore to the other. 

When our morning meal was over, and the wrinkled rinds of 
the melons flung to the black pig that had strayed out of a house 
by the church and borne us company, sniffing for chestnuts 
v» here the last javelin had pierced Ferruccio, we left the little 
town upon its spur of wooded rock, and sauntered out by the 
Porta Piavana down the leafy ways to Pistoia, whither the Arte 
liad gone on backs of mules before us, and where Pascar^ 
intended to act that night. 

Pistoia was but a small place, but it was in a humble way a 
city, and the people a month or two before had made a fuss with 
me there, and had gathered under the casement of the locanda to 
listen to me singing within, and had cheered and applauded me 
half through the night. 

I begged to be seen on the stage there, but PascarW was, as on 
all other occasions, inexorable. 

" Why is it not for me ? " I argued with him. '* Surely it is 
good enough for your sister, why is it not good enough for 
meP" 
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His twi% flushed, and as we walked along the road, by the 
foaming water, he cut impatiently at the tall canes that grew bj 
the side of the stones. 

<' What has that to do with itf' he answered me. <<Bni- 
ndtta is a silly little thing, whose feet are the cleverest part 
about her ; she cannot read, she cannot be harmed, she is happy 
in her humble estate. But you — in time to come — be a great 
singer, if you -vnll. There wiU be nothing to hinder you. But 
you shall not do your future such an ill-turn as to be seen on my 
stage whilst you are too young to know all tiie risk you would 
run, and all the tarnish you would gain. Besides, your father 
lives, no doubt, though we And no tidings of him. I do not 
choose to take the chance of one day being upbraided by him for 
having allowed his daughter to show herralf in a booih amongst 
stroUing players, whilst she was too much of a baby to dream of 
the life-long injury that she wrought herself.'' 

I walked silenUy beside him with a swelling heart, and a 
pride sorely wounded. 

A baby! 

I consumed my soul in muteness and bitterness, while watch- 
ing the canes bend and break under his petulant strokes, whilst 
the Gbnflo flashed brownly amidst the pebbles of ^its precipitous 
bed. 

Then with that instinct of coquetry which comes untaught to 
every woman in whose &ce men ever care to look, I turned 
my head over my shoulder, and glanced at him fbll in the 
eyes. 

'< A baby ! " echoed I ; '' I am a head taller than Brunotta, 
and you — ^you seem to think me woman enough sometimes ! " 

His eyes flashed into mine a regard so sudden, so subtle, so 
ardent, that the languor and the fire of it seemed to sweep over 
me like a sirocco. 

He stood still a moment, ^d caught my hands and kissed 
them; his own were burning. 

We went on by the curving course of the torrent, quite silent 
till our travel of that day was done. 

Oh, glad and gracious days I 

I love to linger on them, for they were lightened with the 
sweetest sunlight of my life. Never since for me have flowers 
blossomed, and fruits ripened, and waters murmured, and grass- 
hoppers and grilli sung, as in the spring and summer of that 
wondrous time. 

To rise when all the world was flushed with the soft red 
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of the earliest dawn; to go through the breast-high oom at 
speed, with scarlet poppies clasping fiie gliding feet ; to see the 
pnrple wraith of rain haunting the silyery fairness of the hills; 
to watch the shadows chase the sunrays on the dusky purple of 
the mountain-sides; to feel the living light of the cloudless day 
beat as with a mHlion pulses all around; to go out into the 
lustre of the night aflame with lucciole, until the dark stilJ 
plains blazed like a phosphorescent sea; to breathe the won- 
drous air, soft as the first kisses of men's love, and rich as wine 
with the strong odours of a world of flowers ; these were my 
joys, joys at once of the senses and the soul. 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE FEAST 07 ST. JOHK. 

Little Beunotta had always seemed to me as innocent as 
mindless, and as happy a thing as any firefly that danced away 
its little life amongst the boughs of the magnolias and over the 
fields of maize. 

She was supremely ignorant, infinitely good-natared, and 
always content, humming on her heedless way with aU the 
light-heartedness of youth ; and all that buoyancy of nature, 
which seems to go in exact proportion to the poverty and igno- 
rance of every creature. Brunotta, with nothing in the world 
but a pretty face and two twinkling feet that could dance her 
every night into as much money as would pay for her bread on 
the morrow, was happy always — ^as it is not given to any to be 
happy when once they have become the owners of either mind 
or gold. 

Brunctta, indeed, when she saw her brother and myself 
lingering to watch the sunset fires pale into the ethereal lumi- 
nance of the night, would shrug her shoulders and go in to see 
that there were enough onions put in the soup, or that the 
donna di facienda did not get at our leathern flask of wine and 
weaken it with water. 

Brunotta, when he and I were, as she called it, stargazing in 
some old niionastic church where, neglected or forgotten by the 
world, some painting of Eozzi or G'rolano was slowly dropping 
to pieces in the damp and darkness, Brunotta would be busf 
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in the i«t«ra Idtchen ironing oat her dancing skirts, or standing 
chattering oyer all the gossip of the town at the well in the 
market-place with the young men and the old mothers. 

Bronotta, with dl her homage for PascarU, was not as arerse 
as might have hcen wished to the coarse compliments of the 
youngsters of the places we passed throngh, and on more than one 
occasion at our coming unexpectedly upon her had shot round 
the comer of a garden wall, or through the portals of a public 
building with suspicious swiftness and shyness, leaving to con« 
front us some stunly contadino in his brown doak and red shirt 
sleeves, cracking his whip over his mule's head with a sheepish 
look of conscious guiltiness. 

Bmnotta was certainly only a little plump brown earthen 
pipkin of commonest clay, and had nothing in common with the 
tine porcelain of her broker's nature, but she was a little cheery 
tender soul, full of good- will to all living creatures; and ii 
Pascardl saw any faults in her he never chid them, but treated 
licr with the habitual indulgence and good-humoured oblivion 
that he might have shown to a child too much a favourite ever 
to be rebi&ed, but too ignorant to be ever consulted or con- 
sidered. 

I held her in sincere affection : she was very good to me, 
and observed with me always that wondering, deferential 
homage which she had from the first blended with her cordial 
fiuniliarity. 

*< Tou are a donzella, and Pascardl says you are not as we 
are," was her formula always in answer to my expostulations 
against the services she rendered me, and the distance which she 
would occasionally remember to set between herself and me. 

She would trot to and fro untiringly in my service. She would 
always take care that some daintier fare than their own was 
prepared for me. And wheuever any of her many adorers 
broughther offerings from the village fairs or fruits off Uieir own 
little bits of land, she would always bring me the best of it all, 
and urge me to take it: — '* It is worth nothing, signorina, 
nothing at all ; but just to please me ! " she would say. 

And then I used to pretend to be charmed with the thing — 
perhaps some hideous paste necklace or some gaudy-flowered 
handkerchief, which was of no more use to me than uie statues 
in the piazza; and it was all done so honestly and with such good- 
will that 1 got to love the little dancer out of sheerest gratitude. 

One day she pressed one of these gifts upon me, a choicer one 
than common, a band for the hair, of the Sicilian fashion^ 
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and of real silver. I took it and fastened back my own hair 
with it as I had seen Sicilian women do ; it was really pretty, 
and I said so. 

" Oh, do keep it, signorina ! " she urged on me for the twen- 
tieth time. " Fray keep it. Look ! I have got all these oowds 
for myself— real corals. They suit me very much better. That 
silver fillet is made too delicate for me. My great coarse black 
braids would break it ; and it looks so pretty just holding-in all 
that loose gold of your hair." 

It was San Giovanni's day; the great feast of the Saint 
of Florence, a beautiful smiling Midsummer day, with the 
pleasant breath of a sea-wind blowing through the radiance ol 
its warmth and light. 

At sunrise all the chimes were pealing, and all the high altars 
were dressed with masses of roses and lilies, and all the city was 
waking up to one of those days of mingled masses and mirth 
which are the delight of the Italian popolani. 

Our Arte stood brave on the green meadow, where the grass 
was high along the little stream where Calandrino once searched 
for the magicd stone of invisibility, and that day the theatre had 
many rivals for the popular favour. 

AU the lines of the buildings were threaded with gay coloured 
lamps, to be lit when the night should fall, and all down the 
caserne woods, under the oaks and the ilex, the canvas of 
mountebanks' booths, and the bright colours of itinerant shows, 
and the little dainty bell-tents of the vendors of bibiti and 
berlingozzi were ranged one on another in a pretty pleasure 
camp. 

All the day long the people were threading the streets and 
the woods with that pleasure in the simple sense of sunshine 
and of sociability which is characteristic of the Tuscan tempera- 
ment. 

All the day long we wandered and laughed, and chattered and 
sang songs, and ate and drank under the trees, and watched the 
humours of the crowds. 

I^ow big BrindeUone rolled on his old historic way ; now a 
squadron of cavalry swept through the sunlight; now a bespangled 
acrobat turned summersaults above the pines ; now the athletes 
raced each other round the circle ; now a negro climbed into the 
highest foliage to set the lamps amongst the boughs ; now a 
troop of children danced, with great bouquets in their hands, to 
the music of some piping flute and fluttering lute, tbat heralded 
801114 saltimbank's performance. 

Q 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



226 PASCARkL, 

And eyerywhere the grass blew, and the ilex Bhadowa 
flickered, and the magnolias opened pale and cool in the heat, 
and the lovers wandered away down the dim green aisles, and 
the mountains were dreamily blue, like the iris in Maytime. 

San Giovanni's day — old as the walls of Florence, dear to her 
fiinoe the earliest time that she ceased to be a pagan, and was 
baptised a Christian queen in the old basilica that is still sacred 
to the seer of the Syrian Desert. 

San Giovanni's day, — it was the very heartand core of Florence 
Hfe,— the very pearl of the people's traditions. 

Its lines of fixe trace the battlements no more, and no more 
glitter on the moonlit water ; it is dying slowly away, and the 
city instead is bidden to the Feast of the Statute. But the 
Feast of the Statute is not the same thing to the people, and 
the heart of Florence is not in it as it was in the old glories of 
their own St. John. 

But on this day, when the Arte stood beneath the Apennines, 
and we laughed and sang imder the ilex shade, San Giovanni's 
day was in the height of its power, and had no rival, save in old 
'Kin^ Carnival, whose kingdom lay buried in the winter snows, 
and never clashed with the rose garlands and sonmier sovereignty 
of St. John. 

It was a pagan way of deifying her patron saint, no doubt; 
but Florence is always half a pagan at heart — she, the daughter 
of Hercules, who saw the flying feet of Atalanta shine upon hex 
silvery hills, and heard the arrows of Apollo cleave her rosy 
air. 

She cannot ever altogether forget the old cultus, that laughter 
of hers is stiU heathen, an echo of the joyous ages when the 
symbol of immortality was the butterfly on the brow of Psyche. 

Pascar^l, who was all pagan, laughed his glad way through 
the day, enjoying and scattering enjoyment broadcast ; telling 
f(»rtunes, selling wares in the fair, pelting the children with con- 
fetti and ciambellini ; playing dance tunes on his mandoline ; 
leading the songs over the barrel of chiante broached in the 
shade of the ilex, whilst half a kid smoked by a gipsy flre^ 
and purple plums and cherries of Prato tumbled out of dusky 
Tush baskets, and the great Cavolo, who is a titular divinity in 
italy, slept in rotundity and benignity in the smoking soup-pot 
with his court of garlic and of beans around him. 

Italy has three kings — Cavolo, Camivale, and Cocomero, — and 
between them the feign of the seasons is joyous all over the 
land. 
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But PascaiU would not have been Italian soul and body as he 
was if, wiHi all bis gay good-bumonr, and bis sunny elasticity 
of temper, passion, fierce and swifb as tbe Ugbtning's play, had 
not slumbered in him to be roused when occasion served. 

Though I had wandered with him these four months and 
more, I had seldom seen him out of temper — never seen him 
fairly angered. But St. Giovanni's day showed me a little what 
his wrath could be. 

Little Brunotta excited it early in the morning, when she 
tripped like a little sparrow down the green glades of the woods 
in her brightest holyday gear, with heavy silver ornaments 
about her, and the glories of a new rose-coloured kirtle flashing 
in the sun. 

**One loves the very name of the day," said Pascar^l, as we 
walked along under tiie limes that were all in flower, with here 
and there shining a white rose-laurel, and here and there glowing 
a red pomegranate-tree all in blossom. One loves the very name 
of the day, if it were only for Ariosto. It was on a St. John's 
day that he saw Alessandxa Benucci, with the vine-leaves on her 
robes, and the laurel on her golden hair, coming through these 
very streets of Plorence with the strong June sun bright upon 
her, as the town went mad with joy because Leo and the Palle 
had won the triple crown. The dear Ariosto was a swift lover, 
no doubt, and a bold, and a most inconstant \ we have his own 
word for it. How could a man be otherwise who saw in fancy 
that face of Angelica asleep under her bower of wild roses ? 
She must have paled all living women — ^that perfect creature who 
brought Sacripant from the Circassian hills, and Agrican firom 
the Caspian seas, and made a fool of even the great Paladin 
himself. 

'' What is the good of talking so about a creature in a poem 
that never existed at all ? " said Brunotta, who had so little 
imagination in her that it was hard at times to believe la her 
nationality. " We^ too, met on St. John's day; you remember 
that night, Pascar^l?" 

*' Do you remember this day three years ? " she cried to P&s- 
cardl, who had remained silent. ' ' What weather it was ! — and all 
that press of people on the bridge — and how frightened I was be- 
cause the fireworks hissed — and how you came behind and took 
me by the waist and lifted me down into your boat — and I took 
you for some great lord, Pascar Jl ; do you remember, because 
you spoke so softly, and your white coat was so fresh and 
»lea n ^' 

1« 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



taS PASiCARkL. 

<' I remember!'' said Pascar^l, with petnlanoe, outiinf &• 
leaves with his cane as he went. 

" Took him for a lord I " I cried. " What, did you not know 
him, tiicn?— did you not recognise him P — ^how was iliatP" 

Bran6tta laughed gleeMly. 

" Why, it was the first time I saw him! " she cried, and then 
stopped short in the middle path of the green stradone, and 
Btood blinking at him and me with half-shut, frightened, shy, 
cunning, pretty brown eyes. 

Pascar^l stifled a half-dozen oaths under the droop of his 
moustaches. 

'* I had been a wanderer so long," he said coldly, *' and Bru- 
notta had never left her foster-mother and her village away 
there in the Casentino, and knew nothing except the names of 
her goats and the trick of her straw-plaiting. Come on quicker, 
donzella, or we shall miss the start of the Barberi." 

I hurried on at his desire, and Bruntota followed, penitently 
murmuring into the ear of Cocomero. I felt that there was some 
secret connected with this day of St. John. 

The little scarlet-mantled, brown, saucy thing followed us, 
sulkily, like a scolded child ; and by the glance of her, restless 
and cunning, I saw that she had done something amiss of which 
she was conscious ; but I was too happy to weary myself much 
with conjecture ; what did anything really matter after all? — 
the sun of Florence was shining above head, and Pascar^l 
laughed beside me. 

iNow, as we went along, her silver and corals glimmered 
bravely on her brown throat and arms, and the band that she had 
given me caught the sunlight in the avenue as it glistened 
beneath the lace veil, which, to pleasure Pascar^l, was always 
cast about my head in Genoese fashion, in preference to any other 
liead-dress. 

Pascarel's eyes flashing uneasily from her to me as we hurried 
to see the riderless horses start from the gates, caught for the 
first time the perception of some new ornament upon us both. 

He paused suddenly in the midst of the green walk, whilst tha 
other pleasure-seekers streamed on unnoticed. 

" Where did that trinket come from, donzella ? " he asked me, 
the swift Italian anger lighting up his eyes. 

** Brun6tta gave it me this morning," I answered him, attacb- 
ing no import to the answer. 

But he apparently attached much, for he turned sharply round 
VQon her as she followed us with the two lads. 
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" And who gave it to you, Bnin6tta P " he asked. " And how 
eamo you by those silyer and coral gew-gaws that are all new on 
you I see?" 

Bnindtta flushed under her sun-burnt skin, and shifted herself 
uneasily on to one foot like a little ruffled duck ill at ease. 

** Rossello BrAn gave them to me," she muttered. 

" Eossello Bnin ! And who, pray, may that be ? " asked 
Pascar^l, pausing there under the ilex shadows, with the angry 
light increasing in his eyes, and a restless impatience betraying 
itself on all his flexile features. 

'' Annunziata Brun's brother, the sailor. He is with his people 
a Httle while, in the Sdrucciolb," murmured Brun6tta, with her 
heart fluttering in her mouth. ''I had a bit and drop with 
'Nunziata yesterday when you were in the botteza with tiie sig- 
norina over all that ugly pottery ; and Eossello is a fair-spoken, 
honest man, and he had just come from Sicily and brought the 
things ; and he had seen the donzella in the street with you, and 
thought her handsome, and he has been friends with me for ever 
and ever so long. And the corals and things were for me, and 
that silver flllet for the signorina. And where is the harm ? I 
am sure there is no harm. Other women take all they can lay 
their hands on—" 

" And since when have you been in the practice of imitating 
them ? " asked Pascar^. 

I should not have thought that his voice could have sounded 
so sternly, or that his eyes could have had so fierce a flame in 
them as they had now where he stood before the palpitating and 
frightened Brun6tta. 

" Have you taken gifts before ? " he asked at length, when he 
had waited some time for her io speak. 

Brun6tta shifted herself on to the other foot, and put one little 
plump finger in her rosy mouth like a chidden baby. 

'* Not often," she muttered at last ; but it was easy to see the 
denial was a lie, and a lie not easy to tell, with that ML sunlight 
and those searching eyes falling relentlessly upon her. 

Her glances were roving restlessly from place to place, going 
in every direction, rather than encounter the gaze of Pascar^l ; 
and suddenly the suUen, embarrassed trouble on her face cleared; 
a look of eager relief lightened it ; she espied an object upon 
which to divert the anger of the moment from herself. 

" There is poor Eossello ! " she said, with the coolest treachery 
in the world. '*Ck^ and sodd him^his is tiie fault; not 
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With a tnia woman's justice she smrendered her aooomplioe to 
cause a diversion in her own fiBiyonr. 

She pointed out as she spoke a brown, loftily-bailt man in a 
sailor's dress, who stood amongst a troop of people round a pole, 
on which a spangled acrobat was climbing ; the sailor affected to 
be absorbed in the gymnastics, but his restless^ glittering ^es 
roved ever and again from the meadow where he stood to the 
avenue in which we were pausing. 

Pascardl, without a word, lighUy loosened the trinkets off £ru- 
notta's throat and wrists, and invited me, by a gesture, to un^Eusten 
the band from my hair ; with all the ornaments in his hands, he 
swept out of the stradone and across the pasture on which the 
tumblers and climbers were performing hard against the old 
pozzo of Narcissus. 

We stood motionless, and following him with our eyes; e 
vague fear fell upon us all, and Brundtta, who always wept 
easily, began to shake her little shoulders and sob. 

''He will lull him, as like as not," whispered Cocomero, to 
whom it seemed the passions of his chief were not unknown 
terrors and tragedies. '' Do you not remember, Brun6tta, that 
day two years ago when he was angry at Ravenna P — ^he as good 
as murdered the count for kissing you in the fair, and throwing 
him a gold piece for payment ? " 

Brundtta sobbed aloud that she remembered only too well, and 
that the count had meant nothing but courtesy, and that it was 
terrible to have to deal with a man all lightning and gunpowder 
as Peiscardl was if only a word went wrong. 

Meanwhile, across the sunny green meadow, strode Pascardl 
with that habitual action of his, which was as swift as a bird's, 
and as light as a woman's. 

We stood and watched, powerless and breathless. There was 
the lofty pole of the acrobat, the climber aloft in a blase of 
spangles, a particoloured crowd staring upward, a belt of green 
boughs, and in the midst of it all the figure of the marinaio. 

Pascar^ cut through the throng as a sickle through wheat, and 
went straight to where the sailor was, and tossed the trinkets 
into his face. 

The chattering of the eager crowd drowned every word he 
spoke, but a space between tiie gynmast and his spectators left 
the forms oi Pascardl and of Eossello BrilUi plain before us in the 
sunlight. 

The Sicilian stood like one stupefied for a moment, bewildered, 
no doubt, by the sudden fiiadi of thi) ornaments in his eyes; then 
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the silver and the coral fell together in a little heap on the inrf, 
and the sailor snatched a long knife from his girdle. 

We saw the naked blade of it, like a snake's tongue, glitter in 
the hot keen air. 

The people did not see ; they were staring upward at the acro- 
bat, and discussing furiously with one another the chances there 
were that the pole would break beneath him, and the pole was 
at that instant bending like a reed, and the poor clown was in 
jeopardy ; and the Florentines had neither eyes nor ears for any 
other thing than that reeling mast against the trees, and the 
gambling that they were rejoicing their hearts with on its 
hazards. 

We alone, left in the stradone, saw that deadly flash of the 
southern steel. 

Brun6tta screamed, and hid her eyes, and fell upon her knees, 
crying to the Yirgin ; but I said nothing. 

I stood and gazed with wide-opened eyes, unblenching, like 
one turned to stone. 

Before the dagger could sheath itself in his breast, Pascarfil, 
with one of his lithe and subtle movements, sprang and caught 
the sailor's arm in the air, and held it there fixed as in a vice. 
Then, throwing his other arm round RosseUo, he wrestled with 
him and flung him backwards on the tarf with a dull, hollow 
crush that resounded above all the glad tumult of the people's 
wagers. 

He twisted the knife out of the Sicilian's hand, snapped it 
across his own knee, and tossed the fragments across the meadow. 

Then he walked back to us through the sunshine, calm and 
colourless, and with no trace of anger on his face, singing half 
aloud to himself as he came the burden of one of my songs. 

" Do not take things again, Brun6tta," he said, gently. " It 
is bad for those who give them to you. That pole Siere will not 
break, though the people would give their souls it should. Let 
us go and see the Barberi." 

** But you might have killed him I " I murmured breathlessly 
vjlinging to his arm in terror still. 

He ODuled down into my face. 

" Altro I Of course I might have done, and I shall probably 
be very sorry that I did not before the sands of life are run out 
with me. But you see, signorina mia," laughed PascarM, 
" ilorentines were always magnanimous, that is well known. 
Don't you remember the great Asses BeU that tolled day and 
night for a month before we went to war ' for greatness of mind 
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that the foe might have full time and waming to prepare him- 
■elf P ' To he sure Semifonte, and the Amhona, and afew other 
little trifles are to he set up against our ffenerosity; hut what 
would you ?— even Florentmes are human. 

No one had interfered. 

To an Italian comhat seems the natural issue of any quarreli 
and a murmur went through the crowd of '' jealousy!" which 
explained the action to the satisfaction of alL 

Bossello Briin accepted his heating quietly, if he resolyed in 
himself to take vengeance some dark night in a lonely passage- 
way ; and Pascar^'s passion, as transient as it was violent^ left 
DO trace on him to mar his sanny and good-humoured enjoyment 
of the day. 

Jealousy ? 

As I heard the whispered word pass from mouth to mouth in 
the laughing sightseers, I felt my cheek hum and my heart heat 
high. No man is jealous of his sister ; so then his wrath had 
heen for me P 

It was pleasant for me to think so ; pleasant with a sweet, 
tumultuous, unrestful wonder that I could not altogether under- 
stand, hut that made the rest of San Giovanni's feast hours hurn 
brighter than any that had gone before. 

I remember in the fair under the trees Pascartt that afternoon 
bought Brunotta, to console her, a gorgeous necklace of silver 
and great amber beads, with a medallion of the Madonna, gleam- 
ing in many colours, suspended from the chain. But for me he 
only bought a beautiful ivory-white magnolia, just opened, with 
all the spices of Asia in its breath. 

'* It is a cup fit for the King of Thule," said he, as he handed 
it to ma 

The necklace cost several lire, and the flower but a copper 
piece ; but I would not have changed my magnolia for all the 
jewels that ever gleamed in Golconda. 



CHAPTER X. 

Oir IHB HILLS. 

SoMBUli^ there would be brought a message to Pascaidl from 
Some old rambling white castello set on a hill slope, with all its 
treeless mountain side bare and brown as a man's hand — a mes- 
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eage bidding him come up thither and amuse its duoa or cayaliere, 
where he yawned through the listless day, in the old, vast stone 
chambers, with no sound to break the monotony of the hot hours, 
except the shrill saw of the cicala and the fall of the water in the 
fountain in the court. 

Eut Pascar^ never would obey that sort of summons. 

''The signore can come to me,'* he would answer to the 
messenger, and send him back as he had come, along the blind- 
ing bleak ascent to the old yiUa where it stood with blistered 
walls in the midday sun. 

" Dio I Not I, if I know it I " he would say to Brunotta, who 
always would fain have gone up to the great nouse, as she urged 
that there was sure to be good chiante and savoury messes steam- 
ing and stewing somewhere towards three o'clock in the day ; 
and Brun6tta was of opinion with the Giant Morgante that dinner 
at least was no dream. 

'* Toil up that hill in the sun," he would reply, " to make a 
bow to Don Antonio or Ser Lorenzo, as he stirs out of his siesta 
after a surfeit of quails ? — ^what ! heat and fuss oneself before 
sunset over French drolleries and Elorentine oddities in the face 
of his Blustrissimo, to be rewarded with a yawn and a concession 
that one is not so very poor, after all, for a strolling player, and 
a little pitifiil wonder that one has never tried one's fortunes at 
the Logge theatre? Not I, if I know it. If illustrissimi want 
to crack their sides with laughter, let them come down into the 
valley to iot little wooden house, and see if I can make them do 
it there. 1 shall never go to them, that is certain.'' 

And he never did : haying a good infusion of obstinacy in his 
disposition, and, along with his Florentine republicanism, some 
lingering reluctance, no doubt, more or less strong in him, for the 
last of the once mighty Pascar^ to bend his body as a comedian, 
and tune his mandoline in old houses in which his fathers had 
feasted as equals or harried as conquerors. 

The Pascar^Ui had been cut down, root and branch, stem and 
twig, centuries before, in one of those ruthless and complete de- 
structions by massacre, and exile, and confiscation with which so 
many of the histories of the old territorial races end abruptly, 
like great hardy oaks uprooted and smitten through and through, 
and blackened to the youngest crown of leaf by a thunderbolt. 

It was all a thing of the past — such a far, far away past, too ; 
it was all emptiness, rubbish, weakness— anything contemptible 
and absurd that you might choose to call it. So he said. 

But all the same, Pascar^l, who had fought for the coronet on 
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the smelting-pot when he was a little bare-legged rogue, scour- 
ing the county from &ir to fair, Pascar^ had sometmng of the 
pnde of race in him ; and he would not go up to villa or eastello, 
no, not if it were erer so, to pleasore the noble yawning there 
among the vine shadows on the marble floors, in the long, hot 
days when the very lizards seemed to pant in the cracks of the 
earth, and the very stones seemed to shiver in their whiteness 
and their nakedness because no moss would cover and no dew 
would cool them. 

Sometimes the *' illustrissimi," nothing daunted nor offended, 
did come down from their hill fristnesses or their olive thickets 
to the fair or the festa, where their peasant folk were laughing 
their hearts out in the little wooden house of PascarM, and they 
would pay their money and enter and laugh too, which they 
were welcome to do, as ficur as he was concerned, though the 
populace would as soon have been rid of them. 

life was very dull, no doubt, in those long summers to those 
noble people in those vast dusky, silent dwellings up there on 
the bare-swept side of some spur of the Apennines, or the lone- 
liness of some Friulian or Emilian hollow, lined grey with 
olives, as a bird's nest with sheep's wool. 

Life was very doll, no doubt, to them, watching the waste 
amongst their vines, or chronicling the cones of their silkworms, 
there in the. old places where &eir fathers had rioted with 
Ezzelino as the slaughter went on in the cells of St. George, and 
had ridden love-raids in Sicida with the Biandrati. 

life was very dull, no doubt; and now and then some one of 
them would &id his way into the little theatre glimmering 
brightly with its oil lights under the silvenr moonlit leaves on 
the edge of some mountain village or hamlet of the marches, 
and there, amongst the stone-cutters, and the vine-dressers, and 
the goatherds, would sit and smile at the pasquinades of Pascar^l, 
and call for 1dm as vociferously as the rest, '' Puori ! fuoril " 
when the curtain felL 

Amongst those now and then there would be some obscure 
lordling with a face like an Attavante miniature, or some young 
Sordello, fretting his soul in the monotony of his warwasted and 
tax-shaven fief; and these would surely find their way behind 
the little stage to us, and offer to Brunotta many gay compli- 
ments, and to me very graceful phrases, backed most likely on 
the morrow with flasks of montepuloiano and great clusters of 
camellias or magnolia flowers. 

Pascarfl was wont to break the necks of the good wine with an 
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angry twist of his wrist, and pour it oat in a headlong &8hion 
to all the country folk of the place, touching none of it himself. 
He always dealt in this mode with any gifts from the yillas. 

** Let them leave us alone," he would say, impatiently. '* They 
paid their coin at the door, I suppose : there is nothing more 
needed of them. The wine I want to drink I can huy ; and when 
I can afford to huy it no longer, there is always a puhlic well in 
eyery square for any ass to drink at, heaven he praised I " 

" Che— e — e — e ! " murmured Brun6tta, wonderingly, at such 
outhursts. '' That is odd indeed. You were not like &atin the 
old times, PascarM. When the like of those nohle lads came, 
they were welcome, and you would laugh and drink with them 
just as well as with the others. What is your quarrel now ? " 

Fascardl would toss a wrinkled pomegranate up into the sun- 
shine. 

**What does it signify? None that I know of: the good 
townsfolk of Bergamo yonder cut the tliroats of a hundred odd 
Calahrians, as you may have heard, because they carved the wings 
of the fowls in a wrong fashion at supper. We Italians are an 
unaccountable people. We take our likes and our dislikes hot 
and strong, and neither gods nor devils can change us." 

After which profanity he would slake his thirst with the 
pomegranate* 

One day only he broke through this rule. 

At one time, when we were wandering through the hills that 
lie round the plain in which the little brave walled city of Lucca 
stands, there came to him many urgent messages from a viUa on 
the mountains praying him to go up thither, because the heir 
and only son of the house was a child and a cripple, and could 
not stir £rom his threshold to gain any amusement or distraction 
of his pain. 

Pascar^l resisted long, then gave way to the impulse of com- 
passion, which was always stronger witii him than any prudential 
or personal consideration. 

So as the sun went down, we left our village where the 
wooden Arte had been set up under a clump of chestnut-trees, 
and we took our way along the feuse of the hills to where the 
groat villa had stood long before in the old days when Lucca 
had hung upon her tower the chains of her £reed Gastracani. 

Pascal^ had been inclined to leave me in the contadina's 
cottage which served us for an inn ; but I had begged and be- 
sought him to let me go with them so eagerly, l£at he who 
seldom found the force to refuse me let me havo my way, and I 
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walked beside him through the thick, lough herbage fall of blue 
borage, and the white stars of Bethlem, and the many-coloured 
cups of wild anemones, Bruntftta and the two lads following in 
our wake, along the side of the hills, where the little, brown, 
bare mule track wound up, and up, and up into the heights. 

Pascar^ had the lute slung across him ; and as we went, we 
sang to it staves of contadini choruses, of love songs, and the 
like, such as the peasants sang as they guided the oxen through 
the fields or searched for the aphis in the vine leaves. 

Now and then the kids scampered from our path ; now and 
then a puff of blue wood-smoke rose through the branches from 
some charcoal-burner's cabin ; now and then, some great mag- 
nolia flower shivered its rosy needles at our feet ; far away down 
below, we could hear the Ave Maria chiming from the church 
towers in the plain ; above, low rain clouds, fretted and edged 
with amber, fioated near the sun; over all the sky was Uiat 
wondrous evening hue which is like the soft violet-blue of the 
iris, and is so dear and yet so mystical, as children's eyes are 
when they wake from dreams of angels. 

We looked up at it through the traceries of the boughs of the 
cistus, and the ilex, and the fig-tree, and we thought of the skies 
of Baflael ; and we changed the gay allegro of the popular songs 
to choric thoughts of great Palestrina and antique symphonies of 
Lasso ; and so went along the hill-path in the delicate light, 
and were glad of heart because the earth was beautiful like this, • 
and we were free to move hither and thither in its soft air as we 
would. 

No northern landscape can ever have such interchange of 
colour as the Italian fields and hills in summer. Here the fr^h vine 
foliage, hanging, curHng, climbing, in all intricacies and graces 
that ever entered the fancies of green leaves. There the tall 
millet, towering like the plumes of warriors, whilst among 
their stalks the golden lizard glitters. Here broad swathes of 
new-mown hay, starred over with butterflies of every hue. 
There a thread of water sown thick with waving canes. Here 
the shadowy amber of ripe wheat, rustled by wind and darkened 
by passing douds. There the gnarled olives silver in the sun. 
And everywhere along the edges of the com and underneath the 
maples little grassy paths running, and wild rose bushes growing, 
and acada thickets tossing, and white convolvulus glistening like 
snow, and across all this confusion of foliage and herbage always 
the tender dreamy swell of the &r mountains. 

It is only the common country where the oil and wine and 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ON THE HILLS. 337 

com are pressed and reaped ; it goes for leagues and leagues and 
leagues, over many a perished city and unrecorded battie field, 
everywhere where the soil is tilled between the mountains and 
the sea ; it is simple and lowly enough, and no poet that I know 
of has BUDg it ; but it is beautiful exceedingly, and its hues 
would be the despair of any painter. 

The villa was high upon the mountain side — ^vast, dusky, 
crumbling, desolate without, as all such places are, and within 
fall of that nameless charm of freedom, space, antiquity, and 
stillness, that does no less perpetually belong to them. 

Where these old villas stand on tneir pale olive slopes, those 
who are strange to them see only the peeling plaster, the dis- 
coloured stone, the desolate courts, the grass grown flags, the 
broken statues, the straying vines, the look of loneliness and 
of decay. 

But those who know them well love them and learn other- 
wise ; learn the infinite charm of those vast silent halls, of those 
endless echoing corridors and cloisters, of those wide wind-swept, 
sun-bathed chambers, of those shadowy logge, where the rose 
glow of the oleander bums in the dimness of the arches ; of 
those immense windows wreathed with sculpture and filled with 
the glistening silver of olive woods, and mountain snows, and 
limitiess horizons ; of those great breadths of sunlight, of those 
white wide courts, of those tangled gardens, of those breezy 
open doors, of those wild rose trees climbing high about the 
4ltrarian torso, of those clear waters felling through acanthus 
leaves, into their huge red conche; of that sense of infinite 
freedom, of infinite solitude, of infinite light, and stillness and 
calm. 

A stranger will see but the nakedness of the place, and the 
sadness thereof, by reason of its impoverishment and of its age ; 
but let him wait a little in that marble silence where the cicala 
rings from dawn to eve, let him wander a little in those peaceful 
ways where the lemon boughs are golden against the monastio 
walls, let him live a little in that liberty of air and sunshine 
where the vines uncuii in the drowsy warmth and the tulips 
spread a thousand colours to the sun, let him rest a little in it 
all, and affcer awhile all other places will seem surely to him 
dark and narrow, and gaudy and fUll of noise, and in their hues 
and substances soulless and meagre, and a Uttle coarse, beside 
the old white villa on the silent olive hills. 

It belonged to a great family, and the old chambers were still 
fuU of ancient and costly treastires; though the outside walli 
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had long been peeled bare by the sun and winds, and weeds 
might grow as tbey would amongst the oleanders and camellia 
trees on the stone terraces. 

Italy camiot be trim and smirk in modem wise and modem 
gear; half muse, half msBDad as she is, with the thyrsus and the 
calliope in her hands, and her feet scorched by the smoke of war, 
she can neither deck herself with theatric paint and power, nor 
gird herself with housewifely care and prudence. 

The wild vine on her blown hair, ^e old Etruscan gold on 
her bare breast, the tangle of knotted iyy cast about her loins, 
the snow of the field-lilies wreathing her beautiful bruised arms, 
— these are her only ornaments. 

Let her alone with them. 

She is best so. 



CHAPTER XI. 

THE HOBBLE OF LEAD. 

We went into the great open court of the villa just as the 
last sun rays died away beMnd the hills ; PascarM flicking his 
mandoline into harmony with the lazzarone song which he was 
humming to himself. 

They brought us wines and meats in the great breezy loggia, 
where the fig leaves curled around the dull tawny gold of the 
travertine cornice. 

The moon rose ; all ate and laughed and jested ; the old ser- 
vants stood and looked on and gossiped and laughed too ; great 
pufis of odour were blown, by a l^ht breeze, from the mag- 
nolias. 

This is how one lives in Italy, sauntering, talking, idling, 
dreaming, always in the open air, always amongst the flowers^ 
always finding the people ready to lean tibeir arms on an old wall 
and exchange some good-humoured chit-chat while the lizards 
run in and out the stones and the nightingale sings in the ilex 
leaves. 

Then we went within to the central hall, where the raised 
platform built for musicians was to serve us as a stage. When 
all was ready we saw that though the lad of the house was a 
cripple, indeed, who was carried in on his couch by a servant, 
the villa was at that moment full of gay people strayed over from 
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the baUis in the hills above Lucca and from the sea places of 
Spezzia and Livomo. 

As Pascar^I watched the hall fill with them from behind the 
screen that was drawn across our stage, a dark displeasure 
flushed his face ; he saw that he had been tricked into coming 
thither to arouse a set of idlers. But there was no help for it ; 
he had agreed to play, and play he did in two of his own briefest, 
wittiest, gayest, most sparkling and most satirical pieces. 

'' But you shall not sing for them, donzella," he said with an 
oath in his throat. '' You shall not sing a note for them, that I 
swear." 

I who was proud of my talent in that way, and had set my 
heart on displaying it to those brilliant looking persons, was 
sorely chagrined at his decision, and had I loved him less I 
should have rebelled against it. 

As it wa9, 1 sat in mute unwilling submission on a stool be« 
hind the screen, through the chinks of which I could see the 
great dim hall, the oil lamps, the group of noble people at the 
farther end, the doorways filled with the eager fSaces of the 
household, the high windows open to the night, and the pale 
flood of moonlight that poured through them across the marble 
floor. 

Perhaps in the solitude of those chestnut woods idlers ceased 
to be critical; or perhaps the genius of Pascar^ and the mirth 
of him swept languor and apathy before it, as fogs are swept 
away by sea winds. 

Whichever it was, as he played to them, they were stirred to 
almost as much enthusiasm as though they were his general 
audience of vine-dressers and pewterers and cobblers and shep- 
herds ; first in his comedietta, where the irony bit as sharply as 
aquafortis, and then in a bright, airy, satirical grotesque, graceful 
sort of masque, in which all his little troop were concerned and 
in which he was wont to improvise the most stinging verses that 
would suit the humour of the moment, with idl the skill and 
all the salt that ever Lorenzo Cavelli himself could have displayed 
when he lampooned the Tedeschi firom under the old three-cor- 
nered hat of Tuscan Stenterello. 

And yet very bitter were his rhymes that night ; showered in 
profusion from his flexile lips like almond blossoms shaken 
downward in an April breeze. 

Very bitter ; — I was not sure why ; — ^perhaps because he had 
been tiius entrapped into beguiling the lazy hours of a few rich 
people, or perhaps because it struck him a litHe lutrdgr that he 
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should come as a strolling player into old feudal places where the 
Pascarilli Princes would haye only come with a herald's note of 
defiance and a flutter of the Bed Lily on a white standard in the 
Bun. 

Whichever it was, or whether both in one, it gave an addi- 
tional burnish to the gold coinage of his wit that night ; he had 
never been keener, subtler, swifter, and he strung his glittering 
pasquinades together on the finest silken chord of decorous 
derision. 

" A clever rogue," I heard one of the villa people say, when 
they leaned on their couches in the shadow of the great vine- 
canopied windows, and another assenting, murmured back: 

" Beaumarchais and Lemaitre in one ; what does he do here 
strolling with a wooden booth P The fool might make his hun- 
dred francs a night in Paris." 

Then, the thing being over, they called him again and again 
upon the platform before the screen which had served for all his 
pcenery, and yet again, not satisfied, summoned him by a servant 
to go up the hall and speak to them in person. 

But thereto Pascardl gave point blank refusal. 

**Go and tell your illustrissimi," said he, "that I bow tc 
them upon the stage because I belong to my public whilst I am 
m my art ; but the moment that I cease to play I cease to be 
an artist ; and with me personally they have no more to do than 
with his holiest Holiness the Pope." 

And when the servant having delivered this message, or more 
probably having translated it into some politer guise, they sent 
ngain and yet again with no happier result ; and in the end the 
illustrious persons themselves being curious as to who could thus 
60 well amuse them without axiy adjuncts of scenery or decora- 
tion, came down the hall to visit this contumacious stroller who 
deliberately refused to obey the invitation which he should have 
construed humbly into a command. 

Pascardl received them with the frank nonchalance of his 
habitual manner, which never varied at any time for prince or 
peasant. Being a Florentine, he was a little carter, a little 
cooler with the first than with the last ; that was all. 

The great persons essayed in all ingenious ways to discover 
his history and his reasons for straying across the country like a 
mountebfuik when he had a talent that would make him welcome 
on the most fSamous boards of Europe. But Pascardl was too 
truly Italian not to be as impenetrable at some moments as hs 
M-as transparent at other. 
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•* Tuscan eyes can say everything, or can say notliing,*' and 
Pascar^Us eyes as well as his lips and hid gestures and his inflec- 
tions of voice were truly Tuscan in this sense. 

Had he cared, he could have heen as fine and as suhtle a 
master of craft as ever was he who studied men and their mo- 
tives under the houghs of the Rucellai gardens. But it would 
have heen too much trouhle for him, and the rule of his temper 
was frankness. 

Whilst they talked with him they gazed at me while I leaned 
against the screen. 

As I had come to a great house my vanity had led me, careless 
of the heat, to take out my old gorgeous dress of amher satin and 
purple velvet, which I kept for feast days and high holyday, 
loving its richness, its weight, its very incongruousness ; trea- 
suring it too a little because I had worn it that day when he had 
given me the ring of the Fates. 

One of the villa guests, a man young and handsome, with a 
look that was familiar to me in his eyes, paid mo many graceful 
dompliments, and gleaned from me much more about tne life wo 
led than his friends could gather from Pascarcl. Hearing that 1 
sometimes sang in our theatre, and was called I'lJccello by the 
people, he brought the mandoline from a comer where it had 
been cast down, and eagerly entreated me for one song at least. 

I glanced at Pascardl ; his face grew very dark. 

"You sing to villagers, wLy not to us ?" urged the foreigner 
with that look on his face which startled me with some vague 
remembrance. " It seems to me that your impresario keeps the 
fairest constellation in his histrionic heaven for his own especial 
pleasure; that is scarcely just to his audience; — or to the star 
herself." 

The boldness of his eyes and the insolence of his accent gave 
more meaning to his words than shone upon their surface. ]?as- 
car^l listening keenly, though aflecting to be in converse with 
the seigneur of the place, Pascarel swung round, his changeful 
eyes flashing and stormy in his wrath; and took the answer from 
me in hot haste. 

" My histrionic heaven does not open its gates for gold, I 
came to-night thinking to pleasure a sick lad. I And that I was 
tricked into whiling the empty hours of a herd of idlers. I 
have given yon what I choose, and you shall have nothing that 
I do not choose. Put the money you would pay me in the poor- 
box of your chapel, and learn for once, oh, most illustrious, that 
ve of Florence never were docile to dictation yet." 
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With that sole sudden outbreak of the anger whioh had been 
gathering in him all the evening through since he had first seen 
that he had been decoyed thither on an exaggerated pretext, he 
swept the mandoline from my lap, signed to the two lads to 
follow him, and with a salutation to the owner of the villa, took 
my hand with his gravest grace and led me fi'om the hall. 

The people he had thus suddenly abandoned were too amazed 
or too incensed to follow him. We went out unmolested into 
the moonlight. 

Their servant indeed was sent after him with a profuse present 
in money, and even a silver box embossed with the count's own 
arms ; but Pascar^l tossed them all back ag£iin with so impetuous a 
disdain and so headlong a torrent of fiery words, that the bearer 
fled in terror, crying cloud that he never had thought to have 
lived to see the day when a Plorentine would have refused a 
payment. 

After that we went on in silence down the white terrace steps 
and under the avenues of ilex and cypress, Brunotta in the rear, 
and shaking hei little plump shoulders in pitiful sobs, because 
she would have had so good a supper if only PascarSl had not 
been so impetuous ; she had seen it all laid out on the table in 
the lo^ia, and she had even smelt it too ; for the ideas of Bru- 
notta fbund their paradise in 

" Un* oca beurica piu che burre," 

and similar juicy dainties, and she had all Pulci's disdain for 

" Qualche fratta fnitta," 

and the like poor stuff for supper ; being hardly Italian at all in 
her tastes, except so far as her love of idSing and of dancing may 
be counted to her credit. 

Pascarll for once did not attempt to console her, but strode on 
apace through the gardens. He did not slacken his steps nor 
speak until he was out of the gates of their vineyards, and once 
more on the mule path along the side of the hills. 

Then he turned to me, for him a little roughly. 

" What made you look so much, donzella, at that insolent 
fool who bade you sing ? You were half inclined to do his bid- 
ding — too ! " 

" He had a look of my father in his eyes," I answered him 
dreamily, still haunted by the vague and shadowy resemblcmoe. 
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'* Ahl what, was that all?" laughed Pasoar^l, with a con- 
tented sound in his voice. 

All ! it seemed to me that it was very much. 

I was always pursued by the fancy that perchance some day 
or another those very great people to whom my father un- 
doubtedly belonged would somewhere arise and claim me. 

In the old time I had wished it ferventlyy and spent upon the 
vision of it many golden hours of fancy, but now it made me 
shudder a little. jN'o life could seem more perfect to me than the 
one I led. Even my father himself I had some fear rather than 
much strong desire of meeting. 

** "Why were you so angered against them P " I asked him in 
counter question. "They meant well, I think; and I heard 
one of them say that with your genius you would make a hun- 
dred francs a night in Paris ? " 

In the moonHght, as he walked beside me, I saw the quick 
disdain smile on his mobile lips. 

** If I could make a thousand — still I should lose my liberty." 

" But you would be famous ?" 

"Famous? Oh yes! About as much so as the bull they 
decorate for Mardi Gras, and lead about with music, and eat 
afterwards in stews and steaks. A day's carnival of flowers, and 
then the chopping-block of the critical butchers, and then anni- 
hilation in tiie teeth of the world's oblivion; — ^a player's fame 
lasts just as long as the bull's. But perhaps — ^if you wish it, 
donzella, — ^perhaps ^" 

"Perhaps what?" 

** Perhaps — one day I will go up for my Mardi Gras and risk 
my murder afterwards, if you have a fancy to handle my paper 
laurels in those soft little fingers of yours. Perhaps? — ^Who 
knows?" 

So we went on along the rough hill-side, and PascarSl recovered 
the serenity of his temper, and again strains of Pergolesi and of 
Lasso were heard in Ihe moonlight as we went down through 
the glistening herbage with the smell of the flowering vines 
rising up to us from &e plains below. 

It was midnight when we reached the little village in a 
cleft amongst the rocks and chesnut woods where our temporary 
home had been made. 

All its small world was asleep. There was no light except 
where a knot of fireflies burned under the great leaves of the 
gourds and the pumpkins in the contadina's gardens. 

Where our wooden Arte was planted, its red and white flag 

e2 
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drooped in the moonlight and the clear drowsy air, as though it 
were sad to think how in other times its scarlet giglio had been 
'borne in victory aloft oyer clumps of spears along tiiiat plain be- 
neath where Lucca lay. 

Pascardl glanced up at his flag as he passed his theatre. 

'• I told you truly, donzella," he said, with a certain sadness 
in his Toice, "truly, the night I saw you first, that Art, being 
once weighed by the gold it brings, changes the Hermes' wings 
it lent you for an ass's hobble of leather and lead. Like the 
ass, you can grace so shackled, but it is all that you can da 
Unhappily women always prefer grazing to flying. Sarto's wife 
has many sisters." 

"With that he bade me go within, for we had to rise with the 
sun on the morrow ; and as I imdreseed by the light from the 
gleaming skies I could hear the little shrill voice of Brundtta 
still piping its lamentations over the savoury meats she had lost, 
and tlm)ugh the casement screen of the vine leaves I could see 
the shadow of Pascar^ passing slowly to and fro along the slip 
of turf in front of the porch, thinking his own thoughts, no 
doubts, of the paper laurels and the hobble of lead. 

And all the while the living fires of the lucciole burned above 
the green seas of flax and maize, and shone like clusters of 
fallen stars along the side of Shelley's Serchi^. 



CHAPTER Xn. 

THE LEGEND OP THE LUCCIOLE. 

*' The pretty lAcciole ; one cannot wonder that the poets love 
them, and that the children believe them to be fairies carrjdng 
their little lanterns on their road to dance in the magic circle 
under the leaves in the woods. 

" But you know what the Wcciole really are ? No ? Oh, for 
shame ! 

•* I heard it when I was a boy from a dark-eyed woman, with 
a mouth like a rose, who leaned down from her loggia in the 
summer-time, and gleaned them from the acanthus coils to set 
them in her hair. 

" The liicciole are just this : they are all the love words that 
are spoken in Italy. 
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'' For these are so eager and tender and burning that no other 
^nd hears their like, as they fall fi'om the loyers' lips in the 
iustrons moonlit midnights, when the mask is thrown down 
with the knots of roses, and the ball is left far away and for- 
gotten, and the hands are folded fast in one another, and the soft 
sighs hremble to silence in the softer warmth of caresses. 

" Now, long, long ago, the god Eros, who has always reigned 
supreme in this land, the god Eros, floating one summer night, 
as is his wont, from balcony to balcony, from breast to breast, 
breathing through mortal mouths those amorous ardours, be- 
thought himself that it was sad that things so beautiful should 
perish with a breath, and to himself, thus musing, said : — 

" * These murmuring and burning words, — surely they should 
be deathless, for they are so old, so old, and yet they are so new, 
and no man's mouth is weary of them, and no woman's ear is 
tired. They ought surely to live for ever. They are too perfect 
to die with a breath. See — I whom men call Love — ^I will give 
these sweet words wings, and let their fire bum in them like 
the stars, and fling them out upon the summer nights, and let 
them live their lives in glory there amongst the dewy darkness 
of the myrtle and the blush flowers of the wild pomegranate. 
And 80 no love word shall be ever lost, but shine amidst the 
flowers as a liicciola.' 

'' As Eros said so did he; wherefore the liicciole gleam in 
millions all through the months of summer whilst the magnolias 
shed their rose-flushed arrows on the balconies, and the vine 
shadows dreamily darken the logge wherever the lovers lean. 

" Year after year they bum, tender and fitful fires, along the 
green garden ways and under the women's casements — deep in a 
lily's white heart, or high, where the rose-laurels climb. 

" Some say they die in a day ; some say they live on for ages. 
Who shall tell P They look always the same. 

" For are they not winged words of passion — the same yes- 
lerday, to-day, and for ever ? 

" And this is the truth of the liicciole. 

" Let him who doubts, walk abroad in the gorgeous nights of 
the midsummer, when ^ey make pale the red oleander, and 
light to flame the magnolia whiteness, while the notes of the 
lute thrill the stillness, and under the shade of the ilex two 
shadows lean one on the other. 

*' He win doubt no more then — ^if he love/* 

♦ ♦♦««« 

J heard Pascaril tell this legend a few nights l^ter Q9 In the 
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Bultry June weather, when tht/ lucciole were bright oyer all the 
land ; sparkling in the grasses, dancing in the boughs, clustering 
around the corn-stalks, and lighting the chestnut forests. 

We were in a little village in the mountains, a little beautiful 
green nook in a deep gorge with one of the many hill-torrents 
bubbling and foaming headlong down its rocks. Th& people had 
clustered round him at sunset, and had caressed him, and 
clamoured for a song, a story, a personation, anything ; and he, 
with a touch or two of the mandoline, and leaning his back 
against a great castagno tree, had rhymed for them, in the quick 
improvisation that was at once natiure and habit with him, and 
strung together for this knot of charcoal burners and of 
quarry workers strings of golden fancies and pearls of wit and 
wisdom. 

All kinds of poetic imaginations and of quaint conceits fell 
lightly into rhythm off his lips with all the tender, gay, sympa- 
thetic humour of Pul6i and of Bemi in them. He had refused 
to pleasure the noble idlers in the white villa above the Serchio, 
but he begrudged nothing to this little community of rough 
foresters as they gathered about him under the shadow of the 
chestnuts with the warmth of the afterglow and the dreamy 
' obscurity of the descending night upon their upturned faces. 

Many things that he said may have been obscure to them, for 
when the mood for speech was on him he forgot all except the 
thoughts which thronged upon his fertile and lavish fancy. Yet 
they in a manner understood it all, for the Italian peasant is 
quickly touched to ''fine issues," and has a poetic pathos in him 
which utters itself in his rhymed rispetti and ritomelli. 

He had chosen the better part, no doubt, since he was so con- 
tent; in wandering thus amongst his country people he was free 
as any swallow on the wing. But he had said truly, Sarto's wite 
has many sisters; to women the crowns of Francis seem ever 
better than peace of conscience and immunity from care. As I 
looked at him where he stood under the broad green shadows of 
the chestnut, with the starlight of the early night upon his fSace, 
and the musical^ sonorous Tuscan rhyllim coursing off his 
tongue, I could not but wish that the world knew him as I 
knew him; that the great people of the great cities should be his 
auditors rather than these labourers of the mountains and the 
forests. 

I wanted to fasten the gilded string round the foot and draw 
the broidesed hood over the eyes of my free and fearless hawk, 
in Heu of leaving him to lean on the wild west wind and spread 
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his wings to the sun in full liberty : that is to say, child though 
I was, I was a woman. 

A little later, when he had shaken himself loose from the people, 
and we were sitting under the chestnuts alone on the edge of the 
hillside with the liicciole-Hghtened plain before us, far, fer down 
below, I returned to the old story with which in those days I 
must sadly and often have teazed him. I tried so hard, I know, 
to persuade him that the hobble of lead was a golden band that 
fastened only more firmly the pinion of Hermes. But he shook 
his head and laughed, and would not be convinced. 

'* What would you ? " he said, almost impatient at the last. 
" I am not the great genius you think me. I am only a wan- 
dering idler with a trick of my tongue, that half the peasants in 
the country share with me, and a whole knapsack of droll, 
quaint, out-of-the-way fancies as jumbled and, perhaps, as 
worthless as the odds and ends of a curiosity dealer's barrow. 

*' I promised you last night to go up for the paper laurels ? 
Nay, 'promise* I never did. I said I might, to please you. 
But not even to please you, I think, shall I ever bring myself to 
go into harness. The nomadic life is what suits me. 

" Women do not see the beauty of it — ^no ! They are for ever 
breaking bounds and roaming in imagination, but it is always 
into some land flowing with milk and honey, and abounding in 
creature comforts. Even my divine Angelica never forgot a 
banquet. Now I do not care for banquets, and I care very much 
for liberty. 

** You cannot alter me, my donzella. Nature cast me in her 
gipsy mould so many years before ever you were bom. It may 
sound very shocking to say so, but between ourselves I have very 
little doubt, I assure you, that Menighella's life was a great deal 
happier than Michelangelo's. 

"You know that cheery, simple, merry wanderer whom 
Michelangelo loved so well? straying over the country with his 
sketches that the contadini bought at fair and market; his 
8. Francesco, that the peasants would have frocked in gay colours 
in utter defiance of fact and the frate ; his quaint little saints in 
pasteboard, and his waxen C^sts, for which his illustrious 
friend gave the models. 

"Think of the fanciful pleasant days he had in all the little 
towns and castella, with his light load of apostles in terracotta 
and martyrs in miliboard; welcome for all the baptisms and 
weddings, and feasts and fairs ; and bidden to sup here, drink 
there, laugh with this one. sorrow with that, according as th« 
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people bought a S. Anna to bless a baby's biith, or a S. Petrus 
to guard a mother's grave. ^ 

'' Ohy take my word for it, roying, humble, merry Menighella 
must haye been much happier than his mighty Mend, badgered 
by Pope and council, and hunted by patrons from city to city ; 
besides, the ambulant artist can have been no fool, and must 
haye had a soul in him, or he had neyer been so dear to 
Michelangelo." 

I listened to him, glad as I was eyer of hearkening to the 
swift sweet music of his voice. It was a perfect night : the 
forests were still as death; the great moon hung yellow and 
lustrous as gold above the dark edge of the high mountains. 

" But men you honour did not disdain fame ? " I said, a little 
timidly, to him, for I had always of him that soft sweet fear — 
wliich yet is not fear — without which no woman's or girl's love 
is worth a fallen chustnut husk. '* Look at your Ariosto I and I 
think yon are as great a poet as he, only yon never wiU write 
down a word." 

He laughed gently. 

"As great a poet as Ariosto, because I can string the terza 
rima at times as an old woman reels thread off her distaff? Oh, 
my child, you would make me as vain, if I believed you, as 
the dauber Niccolb Soggd when he dared to challenge Del 
Sarto. 

'' It is national in us, that is all, that knack of verse. Jules 
Janin says somewhere, ' to pay an Italian poet is needless ; say 
an Italian, and the poet is a matter of course.* Now I would 
not go as far as that, but there is a certain truth in his pretty 
compliment. Wc are always poets at lieart and Eomeos when 
the moon rises. 

"It always seems as if that well-spring of poetry and art 
which arose in Italy, to feed and fertilize the world when it was 
half dead and wholly barren under the tyrannies of the Church 
and the lusts of Feudalism ; it would always seem, I say, as 
though that water of life had so saturated the Italian soil, that 
the lowliest hut upon its hills and plains wUl ever nomish and 
put forth some flower of fancy. 

" The people cannot read, but they can rhyme. They cannot 
reason, but they can keep perfect rhythm. They cannot write 
their own names, but written on their hearts are the names of 
those who made their country's greatness. They believe in the 
virtues of a red rag tied to a stick amidst their fieldSi but they 
treasure tenderly the heroes and the prophets of an imfoiigotteQ 
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time. They aro ignorant of all laws of science or of sound, but 
when they go home by moonlight through the maize yonder 
alight with l\\cciole, they will never falsify a note, or overload a 
harmony, in their love songs. 

*'The j»oetry, the art, in them is sheer instinct; it is not 
the genius of isolated accident, but the genius of inalienable 
heritage. 

"It is universal. It is an Easter ^%% that lies alike in 
the hands of gentle and simple ; not a Eoc's ^g%y that falls &om 
the skies once in a thousand years. Being thus diffused it has 
ceased to produce individual and conspicuous achievement : but 
it is this diffusion which — bringing with it a perpetual ideality 
and an eternal youth — will render possible for us our Italia 
Rediviva." 

As he ceased to speak, as though in answer to him, there 
came from the distemce the sound of a man's singing. Down 
below, through the maize, there was going a little knot of 
peasants ; they carried great bundles of green canes on their 
shoulders ; the liicoiole flashed from their feet as they passed 
away into the darkness where their little homes were gathered 
round a campanile ; the voices, softly sighing, died awa^ in the 
wild sweet love songs that echo all over the land unwritten by 
any human hand, only passed from mouth to mouth, from age to 
age, telling the one eternal story. 

We listened till all was silent. 

He turned to me and smiled. 

*' Does all poetry want to be written to live ? Ah, no ! cara 
mia— not so long as men love." 

A soft strange trouble, that yet was infinitely peaceful, stole 
on me. I sat quiet in the white moonlight, and put my hand 
into my breast and felt for the stone Fates, They were quite 
warm where they rested against the beating of my heart. 

The tears filled my eyes suddenly; sweet tears, and glad; I 
could not have told whence nor why they came. 

"Ah! you are right, you are right," I murmured. "What 
does fame matter ? your life is so beautiful as it is !" 

He stretohed his hand out and held mine closely, and sighed 
a little as he answered. His moods were so swift in variation ; 
his fancy was so vivid and so fast ; one could never quite be cer- 
tain whether any mood would last with him much longer than a 
butterfly may rest upon a flower, 

"Ah, dear donzelm!" he said, with a sigh, "perhaps^ that is 
too mudi to Bay. I am afraid so. It is hard to find a beautiful 
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life in these days; riches are not hard to come by; eyen saccess, 
if one is not too particular as to the roots of it, is moderately 
easy likewise ; Inxory, there is no donbt, was never at any time 
60 generaL But beauty 

" Perhaps there was never any kind of life so really beautiful 
as that of the improvisator^ in the middle ages ; such as Bernardo 
Accolti's for example. What a life that must have been : the 
sun cau never have set on it. 

" Roaming the length and breadth of the land, the guest of all 
that was most brilliant and most graceful in each city; every- 
where the streets garlanded and the shops closed at his coming ; 
everywhere the whole people, from princes to be^ars, gathered 
in the vast squares, in the breathless sunlight, hushed like little 
listening children at the first words that fell from his lips. 

" All the pageantry, all the warfare, all the genius, all the 
tumult of the age, spread like a wondrous gold-threaded tapestry 
before him for him to tread on it as he chose. All the passion 
and the poetry of the era dose to his hand like flowers to be 
woven into his own myrtle wreath as he would. All the nation, 
from its cardinals to its contadini, like so many chords of an 
leolian harp, that the breath of his mouth could thrill like the 
winds of the summer. 

" The mountain lord, the brigand chief, the fierce free lance, 
the begging friar, the weaver and the armourer, the prince- 
bishop and the Ghetto Jew, the damsel at her lattice, and the 
page in his satin hose, the Pope's mistress above in her silk-hung 
balctmy, and the trooper's leman below with a wound in her 
ragged breast — ^all the vast motley of the century his to paint and 
to sing as he would in the great san-bumt piazza, with the 
swallows wheeling against the blue sky, and on the edge of 
the listening crowd — who knows? — ^perhaps the angel face of 
Rafi'aelle. 

" And then always for rest, TTrbino, with the breath of the 
Adrian sea and the breeze of the Apennine hills blowing through 
its palace chambers, and the night waning on Bembo's tireless 
wit, and the morning breaking above the Honte del Cavallo 
before the Coart of Love had solved one-half its problems, A 
beautiful life that, a beautiful life that, if you will. 

'* I am not sure that I do not envy Bernardo even more than 
Boiardo, though the fire of his words was quenched with the 
ashes of his body, and when we read him now, we find him duH 
as dust, and wonder what the speU was that once held aU Bome 
speechless as he spoke. 
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'' Welly there is a compensation in all things. Bernardo had 
lis life : a perfect life surely, if a whole people's applause, and 
years that were as one long feast day, count for anything. But 
Bernardo's is an empty name now to all save a few scholars who 
only hold him as a poor stilted sterile fool ; and where is the 
child that has not heard of One who died war-worn, and heart- 
sick, and exiled, alone in Gothic Ravenna ? " 

His voice sank dreamily into silence. 

"We stayed there both silent a little while under the chestnut 
sliadows ; the wind from the south blew over us on its way to 
wander over the country of the poets. Then, sUently still, we 
arose and went homeward; the moonlight white about our 
lingering feet. 

I leaned long at my little lattice that night, watching the 
Idcciole where they shone amidst the waves of millet and 
amongst the tendrils of the vines ; rocking on the bough of a 
rose, or glancing in clusters where the leaves of the arum grew 
thickest. 

I stretched my hands out and caught one as it w^it by my 
casement, and held it, half gladly and half timidly, as a child 
holds a ladybird that it deems a fairy. 

Had it been a love word once on any woman's ear? "Had 
Romeo breathed it, or Paolo ? Had it died of its own sweet- 
ness, as love will ? Had it life eternal, as he said, amongst the 
roses ? 

It told me nothing, but burned there ; a little star ; captured 
in the hoUow of my hand. 

I looked at it a Httle while, then let it go and dance upon the 
wind. 

** What do I want with you ? " I murmured to it ; "if you 
be living fires, yet you are dead words. And I have his — all 
his — ^for me alone." 

Then half ashamed that even the liicciole should hear me, I 
shut the lattice, and, whilst my face grew warm as with some 
noonday fervour of the sun, I stole into my bed and slept an J 
dreamed. 
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CHAPTER Xin. 

THE TOMB OF THE Kl^a. 

FsoH tie date of St. John's Day, Bruntftta treated me witi) 
coldness and with something that was almost like aversion. Hei 
gifts and goodness to me ceased, and nothing that I conld do or 
say would win a smile from her. 

I had noticed sometimes before that when we were with Bra- 
notta he treated me differently, with more deference, but with 
far less tenderness. Before Brunotta he never kissed my hands, 
nor let his eyes dwell on me fondly, nor called me all the 
pretty caressing names that he lavished on me when we were 
alone. 

Sometimes, too, I noticed the bright merry eyes of the little 
Tnscan watch me with a keen, hard suspicion, and at times she 
would turn away from us with some little sullen, petulant 
phrase that was only not satirical because her powers were not 
equal to more than a childish sulkiness. 

But the only result of this change of manner in her was 
to send her more to the companionship of her favourite Coco- 
mero, who was a good, silly, laughter-loving lad, always 
comically afraid of the flail of her tongue ; and to leave Fascar^l 
and me more free to wander by ourselves through the vine* 
shadows of the country sides and the dim arcades of the ancient 
cities. And I was too glad of this to give the cause more 
thought. 

Cocomero and BruniStta were so weU suited to one another, 
they loved to wrangle for a lean poulet, to gossip at a village 
well, to cheapen trumpery at the fairs, to tussle with the tavern 
keepers, to cheat the guards at the town gates by bringing in a 
smuggled snipe or water melon. 

These were their daily joys ; whilst to them Pascardl and I 
seemed utter fools, dreaming through the fields content with a 
bird's song, or wandering for hours in some old silent grass-grown 
place abandoned by the world, but to us memorable for the saJLe 
of some great life that there had opened to the light in the dead 
ages. 

" If it were not for me you would dl go without bit or drop 
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from dawn to moonrise/' Brun6tta would cry^ displaying some 
booty from the farms that she had borne into the town nnder the 
very noses of the unsuspecting guards at the gateway, and which 
was made tenfold more sweet to her by the falsehoods and perils 
which she had incurred in its transit. ''A beautiful plump 
peahen — eating for a prince — and spinach and herbs to garnish 
it — all for three soldi — worth walking out four miles for any day 
— ^things are so dear in the markets. Spinello lived and died 
here ? — and you two have been dreaming over him and Petrarca 
all day ? The Saints help us ! What fools are clever folk ! 
And who was he when all is said ? A dauber in colour ? Oh, I 
know; his paintings are in the little church — ^whitewash would 
look as welly and it kills insects too. A Madonna one must have, 
of course, but Our Lady I know is quite content with a wa^f 
figure of her, and those pretty paper flowers and some coloured 
tapers — they look much better than the frescoes — Che-che I how 
fat the hen is ! — and all for three soldi, Pascar^l ! " 

Pascardl would shrug his shoulders with silent ine£Eable dis- 
dain, and go out into the archway of the house and stand under 
the vine-leaves, sending smoke into the air with a troubled and 
impatient contempt upon his face. 

They were as far asunder as the poles these two who travelled 
together, played together, lived and laughed together, and yet 
never caught sight one moment of each other's souls. 

That day he and I let the fat peahen stew on neglected 
amongst its herbs over the little charcoal pan, and wandered 
about the old, old streets of Arezzo, talking of Maecenas and Pe- 
trarca and the merry Bacco in Toscana, and thinking wistfully 
of that noble old cathedral that was levelled with the dust for the 
war lust of the Medici. 

He was sad at heart that day; the contact of Brunotta's low 
little soul seemed to have jarred on him ; his hours of melancholy 
were not frequent, but the gloom, when once it settled tiere, 
was deep. Sometimes he was curt and full of scorn in it; this 
day he was gentle, and his eyes dwelt on me with a soft pain in 
them. 

We searched, and vainly, for Spinello's tomb ; like the cathe- 
dral, it was lost in the summer dust. 

There was a tired -looking, humble olive, that by its look had 
grown there beneath the walls five hundred years if one ; but all 
the pomp and beauty of the pagan temple had dissolved like a 
dream of the night. We sat in the shadow of the olive, and in 
9ur fancies rebmlded the temple. 
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It was full midsummer. 

The Tuscan sun was burning in a cloudless heayen. A doud 
of swallows were silTer in the light. The mountams were soft 
in hue as rose-leaves. Ererywhere in the plains of mause the 
shrill cicale were loudly singing their rude love odes. Above 
the grey walls there was a flu3i of pomegranate flowers, and 
amongst tiiem there hummed the yellow porselline that the 
people so prettily say bring happiness wheresoever they rest. 

^e city so great in Etruscan, in Latin, and in Benaissance 
days, was very quiet in cloudless sunshine. 

It was all bright and hot, northward over the Tuscan olive 
valleys, and southward, where tawny Tiber dragged his way, 
deep bosomed in the TTmbrian oakwoods. 

" It is just the same country," said Pascar^l, glancing down 
north and south. ''Just the same scene as when Maecenas was 
bom here, and Pliny pondered beneath the garden-trees upon the 
hillsyonder. 

"The city has crumbled to dust twice, and been rebuilded in 
new fashions, though the new is now so old that we cannot find 
Spinello's tomb, but I doubt if the district has changed a whit 
since Livy wrote of it. 

" What a ^reat book a great student might wiite upon Arezzo ! 
What an epitome in this single town of the Etruscan, of the 
Eoman, and of the Mediseval life ! And of the Benaissance 
alone what countless and various types I 

"Fighting ecclesiastical Tarlati; shrewd, gay, mcoryBedi; 
our idealic Petrarca; good heavens! one could string great 
Arezzan names until the sunset ! 

" The history of this one town might be the history of Italy, 
and of all its wonderful complexities and contrarieties of 
character and of circumstance. 

" B^-the-bye I hear they have found a new Etruscan tomb in 
that olive orchard where you see the little cloud of people. The 
tomb of a king they say by his ornaments. Myself I should like 
to know something of the omament-makei's. 

"What manner of men were they, those earliest gold- workeri 
whose art is the despair of modem goldsmiths? 

"Did they sit in the sun as we do now and hear the cicale 
chatter ? Did they labour for love of the art or greed of the 
shining metal? Did their hearts go down to the grave with 
those chains on those fair dead women ? 

"What a sad tender grace there is about that old Etruria! 
A. whole nation swept off the face of the soil, and leaving only a 
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few pladd dead that melt to dust as the air touches them^ and 
a handful or two of golden chains that neither rust nor time can 
alter. 

" Their temples, their palaces, their laws, their armies, their 
very history, all have perished ; and only these golden toys of 
theirs live and shine in the modem daylight. 

"Ah, Dio mio ! how full the world is of wonder! Only its 
wonders are all the children of Death, and chill us when 
wo touch them." 

So he spoke his fanciful thoughts aloud, lying stretched on 
the hillside, under the walls of the city. His meditations often 
clothed themselves in that facile and picture-like speech which is 
national with the Italian; for amongst these people, who have all 
more or less in them of the improvisatore abundant, detail and 
fluent expression are natural as the breath of the lungs and the 
lips is to others. 

" We will go and look when the shadows lengthen at that 
Etruscan tomb," he said, taking a little lizard in the hollow of 
his hand. " We shall not find old Spinello's if we hunt all the 
week. • 

'Appenaisegai 
De I'alte sue ruine il lido serba. 
Mnoiono le citt2i ; muoiono i regni : 
Copre i fasti e le pompe arena ed erba : 
El 'uom dresser mortal par che si sdegni. 
Oil nostra mente cupida e snperba ! ' 

*'His tomb is gone," he pursued, and his voice sounded 
hushed and sad in the dreaming silence of the sunny plains. 
" And that great Latin inscription is trodden somewhere under- 
neath those clods that the bidlocks are treading. What does it 
matter? He had a good life here for ninety years. 

"It must have been sach a good life — a painter's — ^in those 
days; those early days of art. Fancy the gladness of it then — 
modem painters can know nothing of it. 

"When all the delicate delights of distance were only half 
perceived ; when the treatment of light and shadow was barely 
dreamed of; when aerial perspective was just breaking on the 
mind in all its wonder and power; when it was still regarded as 
a marvellous boldness to draw £:om the natural form in a natural 
fashion; — ^in those early days only fancy the delights of a 
painter! 

"Something fresh to be won at each step; something 
new to be penetrated at each moment; something beautiful 
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and rash to be ventured on with each touch of oolout, — ^the 
painter in those days had all the breathless pleasure of an 
explorer; without leaving his birthplace he knew the joys of 
Columbus. 

" And then the reverence that waited on him. 

'^ He was a man who glorified God amongst a people that 
believed in €k>d. 

*' What he did was a reality to himself and those around him. 
Spinello fainted before the Satanas he portrayed, and Angelico 
deemed it blasphemy to alter a feature of the angels who visited 
him that tiiey might live visibly for men in his colours in the 
cloister. 

" Of all men the artist was nearest to heaven, therefore of all 
men was he held most blessed. 

** When Francis of Yalois stooped for the brush he only repre- 
sented the spirit of the age he lived in. It is what all wise kings 
do. It is fiieir only form of genius. 

" Now-a-days what can men do in the Arts P Nothing. 

"All has been painted — all sung— all said. 

" All is twice told — ^in verse, in stone, in colour. There is no 
untraversed ocean to tempt the Columbus of any Art. 

*'It is dreary — very dreary — ^that. All has been said and 
done so much better than we can ever say or do it again. 
One envies those men who gathered all the paradise flowers 
half opened, and could watdi them bloom. 

" Axt can only live by Faith : and what faith have we ? 

" Instead of Art we have indeed Science ; but Science is very 
sad, for she doubts all things and would prove all things, and 
doubt is endless, and proof is a quagmire that looks like solid 
earth, and is but shifting waters." 

His voice was sad as it fell on the stillness of Arezzo — Arezzo 
who had seen the dead gods come and go, and the old faiths rise 
and fall, there whore the mule trod its patient way and the 
cicala sang its summer song above the place where the temple of 
the Bona Dea and the Church of Christ had alike passed away, 
so that no man could tell their place. 

It was all quiet around. 

The black and gold demoizelle hummed above in the red pome- 
granate flowers. The long curling leaves and auburn feathers of 
the maize were motionless in the windless air. Beneath the 
vines great pumpkins shone like gold, and little lizards glanced 
like emeralds in the light. 

It was ail so bright, so quiet, so full of sweet summer life, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE TOMB OF THE KING. 257 

iidk-6, where a whole nation had passed away &om the faoe of the 
earthy learing but a few crumbled stones as the sum of its story. 

'' I would rather haye been Spinello than Petrarca," he pur- 
Buedy after awhile. <' Tes ; though the sonnets will live as long 
as men love : and the old man's work has almost every line of it 
crumbled away. 

" But one can fEuicy nothing better than a life suoh as Spinello 
led for nigh a century up on tiie hill here, painting, because he 
loved it, till deatii took him. Of all lives, perhaps, .that this 
woiid has ever seen, the lives of painters, I say, in those days, 
were the most perfect. 

*^ Kot only the magnificent pageants of Leonardo's, of EafGa- 
elle's, of Giorgone's : but the lowlier lives — ^the lives of men such 
as Santi, and Eidolfi, and Benozzo, and !Francia, and Timoteo, 
and many lesser men than they, painters in fresco, and grisaille, 
painters of miniatures, painters of majolica and montelupo, 
painters who were never great, but who attained infinite peace- 
fulness and beauty in their native towns and cities all over the 
face of Italy. 

'' In quiet places, such as Arezso and Yolterra, and Modena 
and TJrbino, and Gortona and Perugia, there would grow up a 
gentle lad who from infancy most loved to stand and gaze at the 
missal paintings in his mother's house, and the coena in the 
monk's refectory, and when he had fulfilled some twelve or 
fifteen years, his people would give in to his wish and send him 
to some bottega to learn the management of colours. 

** Then he would grow to be a man; and his town would be 
proud of him, and find him the choicest of aU work in its churches 
and its convents, so that all his days were filled without hid ever 
wandering out of reach of his native vesper bells. 

'' He would make his dwelling in the heart of his birthplace, 
close under its cathedral, with the tender sadness of the olive 
hills stretching above and around; in the basiliche or the 
monasteries his labour would daily lie ; he would have a docile 
band of hopeful boyish pupils with innocent eyes of wonder for 
all he did or said; he would paint his wife's fsice for the Ma- 
donna's, and his littie son's for the child Angel's ; he would go 
out into the fields and gather the oHve bough, and the feathery 
torn, and the golden fruits, and paint them tenderly on grounds 
of gold or blue, in symbol of those heavenly things of which the 
bells were for ever teUing all those who chose to hear; he would 
jjit in the lustrous nights in the shade of his own vines and pity 
those who were not as he was ; now and then horsemen would 

a 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



g58 PASCARkU 

come ^amug in across the hills and bring news with tfaem oi 
battles fought, of cities lost and won ; and he wonld listen with 
the rest in tiie market-place, and go home thropghthe moonlight 
fbiTilritig that it was well to create the holy things before which 
the fiercest leiter and the mdest free lance would dr<^ the point 
of the sword and make the sign of the cross. 

*'It mHst have been a good life — good to its dose in tiie 
cathedral crypt — and so common too ; there were scores snch liyed 
out in these little towns of Italy, half monastery and half for- 
tress, that were scattered OTer hill and plain, by sea and riyer, on 
marsh and mountain, from the daydawn of Cimabue to the after- 
glow of the Carracci. 

'' And tiieir work liyes after them ; the little towns are all 
grey and still and half-peopled now ; tiie iris grows on the ram« 
parts, the canes waye in the moats, the shadows sleep in the 
silent market-place, the great conyents shelter half a dozen 
monks, the dim majestic churches are damp and desolate, and 
haye the scent of the sepulchre. 

''But there, aboye the altars, the wife liyes in the Madonna 
and the child smiles in tiie Angel, and the oliye and the wheat 
are fadeless on their ground of gold and blue ; and by the tomb 
in the crypt the sacristan will shade his lantern and murmui 
with a sac^ tenderness : 

"* Here he sleeps.* 

"*He,' eyen now, so long, long after, to the people of his 
birthplace. Who can want more of life— or deatii ? " 

So he talked on in that dreamy, wistful manner that was as 
natural with him in some moments as his buoyant and ironical 
gaiety at others. 

Then he rose as the shadows grew longer and pulled down a 
knot of pomegranate blossom for me, and we went together under 
the old walls, across the maize fields, down the Blope of the hills 
to the oliye OTohard, where a peasant, digging deep his trenches 
against the autumn rains, had struck his mattock on the sepxdchre 
>f the Etruscan king. 

There was only a littie heap of fine dust when we reached 
the spot. 

"When they uncover the dead faces — the faces dead two thou- 
sand years — they are always perfect in these Etruscan tombs ; 
but at the first touch of light they seem to shiyer ; they cannot 
bear the day ; in a moment they dissolye like a snow flower that 
the sunrays strike; there are only left the golden chains lying in 
the grey soft dust. 
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The violated grave yawned under the olive tree ; the coffin had 
jeen broken open ; the peasant had eagerly rifled its jewels; a 
little throng of people from Arezzo were standing looking at the 
mound of ashes ; the sad silvery olives were aU around ; above, 
in the city, there were bells ringing. 

TVe looked too : then went away in silence along the edge of 
the ripening maize. 

The dead king had reigned here on the hills ages ere Rome had 
been ; ages here Horace had sung of Soracte ; ages ere the chariots 
of Augustus had rolled through the broad amber seas of the 
Umbrian harvests ; ages ere the marshes by Trasinone southward, 
yonder across the fields, had been rod with the slaughter of 
consul and cohort, and strewn with the fasces and eagles. 

The dead king had reigned here ; and after two thousand years 
his nameless dust was rifled for the greed of peasants, and lay 
friendless in the sun there beneath the olive branches. 

"We went through the gates in silence. 

At our resting-place in the Yia dell* Orto, where the eyes of 
Petrarca had opened to the light, Brun6tta met us in the arched 
entrance, in the rosy evening stillness, with shrill rebuke for her 
peahen overstewed and spoilt by waiting. 



CHAPTEB XIV. 

THE eOLD OP BTEUMA. 

Pascabel played that night in Arezzo. But a strange fancy 
came to him. 

At the last moment, as his turn came for tlie stage, he flung off 
his gay dress and abandoned the jesting little piece he was pre- 
pared for, and flung the grave Florentine lucco about him, and 
went before the lamps with only his mandoline. 

H!e struck a few chords of it, tender and far-reaching, that 
made silence fall on the little crowd of Tuscans and TJmbriana 
that filled the Arte, which was unroofed that night to the breath- 
less summer skies. 

Then he began to speak to them, quite quietly at first, with 
his luminous eyes drooped and full of retrospection, his voice as 
clear as a bell on the great stiUness. 

A certain fire of improvisation fell on him, aod his words 

8 2 
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dropped naturally into the swing and measiire of the terta rima. 
Terse to the Itahan is natural as laaghterto the child or as tears 
to the woman. 

The dust of the dead king under the oliye trees outside their 

gates was his key-note; a note grave and tender, on which 
b redundant fancy strung every variety of meditation and of 
metaphor. 

All the life of the dead ages revived in his words and gestures. 

The lost people of unknown Etruria lived again in his pas- 
sionate fancy. 

'^ There was a gold worker in Etruscan Arezzo ; the delicate 
metal bent to his hand finedrawn as the thread of a spider's web; 
^e was poor and alone, but quite happy ; an old olive grew bf 
his door and he worked in its shade sill the do^r ; the gold was in 
his hands like a maiden's hair, and he talked to it, and wove it, 
and loved it 

•'One day the king's daughter went by, and her horse sought 
a drink at his well. She rode on and took no thought of him ; 
but his olive was no more the tree of peace by his threshold. 

''He haunted the steps of her temples and palaces until the 
king's people beat him away with rods. He could work no more 
for hb masters, and he fell into great wretchedness, and the olive 
tree pined for him and withered away grey and useless as the 
silver beard of an old dead man. 

" Now it came to pass that there was a famine in the land — ^in 
these broad plains of Tuscany and TJmbria, where the yellow 
waves of the wheat spread so far and wide : and all the people 
besought the Bona Dea whose curse was on the black and barren 
land. 

" And the oracle of the temple spake and said, ' Let a sheaf of 
corn be made of gold and bound up with twelve thousand 
gossamer threads in gold, finer than the web of the spider, and 
the lands shall blossom and wear full harvest.' 

" Etruria was full of gold workers, and hundreds on himdreds 
essayed the task, but aU failed ; for who should work gold so 
that the spider's spinning should be less fine and less frail P 

" Then he who had loved the king's daughter rose from his 
wretchedness, and remembered his ancient learning, and said^ 
• Give me gold, I will try.' 

"At first they mocked him ; a poor naked outcast, crawling 
feebly in the sun. But the famine increased ; aU the city was 
full of lamentation by day and night; mothers dew their children 
not to hear their piercing cries. 
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"The king came down from bis weary throne and said, * Let 
tlio beggar have gold, and try ; it can be no worse with us if b« 
fail, since thus we peiish.' 

" So they gave him gold, and he shut himself alone for six 
days, and on the seventh he opened the door and came out into 
the sunshine amongst the multitude of the breathless people, and 
in his hands were the golden webs of twelve thousand threads, so 
fine that the spider's gauze beside them seemed coarse. 

** The people were silent ; the passion of a great joy and fear 
was on them ; by tens of thousands they dragged their fleshless 
limbs after him, always in silence, to the temple of the Bona 
Dca. 

"There was a great blight everywhere; the black earth 
sickened under it ; the famished people watched with bloodshot 
ravenous eyes ; was the weaving fine enough ? Would the goddess 
accept the offering ? 

''There was silence in the temple; the strong sun shone on 
the web of twelve thousand threads. 

" Then the oracle spoke, and said, 'By gold shall Etruria live. 
Let the earth rejoice and bear.' 

" And in one moment, on all the earth whereon Etruria held 
dominion, the green blades broke through the parching soil, and 
grew and ripened in a second's space in every valley and on 
every hill. 

" Then the multitude cried with one voice, * Bear him to the 
palace, crown him on the king's right hand. Let him have hia 
will in all the land. From the bonds of death he has set ur 
freel' 

" But he, still on his knees on the threshold of the temple, 
looked up, and said, ' Nay, I want nothing ; — ^has it mado her 
smile?' 

" And with that he stretched his hands gently outwards to the 
sun and died. 

" The king's daughter never knew that it was for her the 
golden web was woven. 

"But the gods knew, and said, *By its gold workers let 
Etruria live. For this man's love was great, and its witness 
shall endure when the nation has perished from the earth and 
its very records have passed away as the clouds dissolve before 
daylight.' 

" So to this hour, through all the Etrurian land, the vanished 
people are ever to be traced by the golden links that shine through 
the dost of the tombs ; and the Etrurian gold is without speck o? 
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daw, or equal any where^ but rises from its burial ever and agun 
where the olives shiver iu the summer winds and the maize 
feathers blow above the buried cities." 

It is nothing as I say it now, this tale of his, that fell from his 
lips that night instead of jest and laughter : but as he spoke it, 
with the deep blue skies over our heads, with the sweet, cool, 
acacia-scented air streaming in from the open doors, with the rise 
and fall of his wonderful voice that could sigh like a sea-shell 
and sound defiance like a clarion, with that old Etrurian land 
around lying white beneath the moon, with the mighty Tiber 
rolling there away beyond the oak-woods, with the dust of the 
dead king so near, under the olive-tree on the side of the hill ; — 
with all these — with the shadows on the Florentine robes and th« 
Florentine face of Pascardl, in the tawny half-lights of the dim 
Arte, the tale had a strange poetry and pathos that moved the 
passionate people as they heard it to tears. 

And when, as it drew to a close, the swift facile words came 
faster and faster from his lips, falling without strain or visible 
consciousness into the sonorous rhythm of the Fetrarcan sonnets; 
— when he passed from the past to the present and spoke of the 
living Italy which had become the inheritrix of Etruscan grace 
and Latin power, and was the daughter of such mighty dead, that 
her descended nobility became a divine obligation; — ^when, with 
all his soul kindling at the fire of his thoughts into a poet's faith 
and a prophet's inspiration, he stood, with outstretched arms and 
flashing eyes, calling on the treasures of the past to become the 
weapons of the future, and the divided children of the nation to 
bind themselves into one bond of brotherhood by the chain of a 
perfect purpose woven fine and indestructible as the gold chain of 
Etruria by the force of love; — when his impetuous and impas- 
sioned improvisation swept like a storm- wind over the listening 
people, the moonlight from the cloudless skies shining full upon 
his face, — then a greater force than that of the player fell upon 
him, and he who held them thus silent in Arezzo, ruled them by 
the strength of the patriot and the spell of the poet. 

The people streamed out quite quiet when his voice had ceased, 
and went quietly along their various ways through the haunted 
streets of Petrarca's city. 

In many eyes there was the gleam of tears. 

They did not dare to cluster ro\md him with shout and song 
that night, and bear him off as was their wont to some wine feast 
within the walls. They left him alone, as one Tvho was their 
master and apart from them* 
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Only Bome lads, quite young, whose fathers had died with 
Carlo Alberto and with Ugo Bassi, drew near him timidly, and 
gently kissed his garments as in homage. 

These were all his thanks in grey Arezzo. Birt could any 
greed of pomp or storm of plaudit have been greater? 

He himself said never a word, but left us to go indoors to our 
rest in the street of Orto, and went away outward through the 
gates into the shining country where the moon was white upon 
the fields of olive. 



CHAPTER XV. 

THE SOEFTRB OF iFEATHSIiS. 

I BEMEMBEB that night, that sweet hot August night, I sat 
ivleepless at the open window, watching down' the moon-lightened 
street for the sheer sake of seeing Pasc&r^l pass through its 
shadows when he should come homeward. 

The hours went slowly by, and he did not come. The old 
street was silent as a grave; beneath me, before the entrance of 
an old palace, two Italians stood talking together. They looked 
gentle people, and their accent was pure and scholarly. 

** What genius has that stroller Pascardl I ^' said one of them ; 
'' and what a sway over the people, and what a rush of words, 
and what a choice of powers ! In the Trecento he would have 
beai at the head of Tuscany ! " 

" Oh, altro I " assented the other, heartily. " But in our 
modem days it is not the men of genius who are eminent ; it is 
the men of talent. All the earth over, it is careful and cautious 
^mbination which now succeeds ; and it is exactly this of which 
the nervousness, the impetuosity, the impressionabilily, the force 
and the weakness of men of genius, are incapable. Tlus man 
Pascal^ might have led High Italy when she was a group of 
art-cities, that could be grasped together like a bundle of divin- 
ing rods or &:ebrands, and hurled at church or empire by a hand 
that was fearless enough and able enough not to let them scorch 
it. But what place is there for a man of his sort of capricious 
inspiration, and poetic temper, in any part of modem Europe ? 
What Europe crowns now are-— drill-sergeants and accountants." 
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And the Tuscan haTing said so much, sauntered on with his 
friend throngh the high, dark archway where the acanthus was 
dinging about the old sculptured bosses of some race whose yery 
name had pmshed in Aiezzo. 

As they disappeared^ there came into the street the figure of 
Pascaril; his white dross caught the gleam of the moonbeams, 
and he passed thoughtfully down the grey stones, through the 
cool brown shadows. 

The church clocks of Arezzo were tolling four o'clock ; in the 
east there was l^e first tremulous lighting of the skies that 
heralds daybreak. 

He came slowly down the street, yery slowly, under the lean- 
ing antiaue walls that had heard the first frail wail of Petrarch's 
opening life. 

Looking up, he saw me where I leaned aboye. There was a 
Trecento stone gallery to my casement, and in it was growing, 
set in a great red conca, a gum-cistus, all white with flower. 

I looked down to him tlm>ugh the leayes. 

''Ah, donzella! up so yay early?" he said to me. ''That 
is not wise when we are not upon the road. What ! not been 
to bed? Oh, that is yery wilfuL" 

" You have^ not been to bed yourself," I said to him. " "What 
did you find in those fields ? I thought you would neyer oomo 
back." 

" You haye been watching for that? I shall be yery angrj 
if you ruin your health in such nonsense." 

He did not look yery angered. There was a smile on his 
mouth, and the beautiful sudden light in his eyes that I loyed 
so welL 

'*But what did you find in the fields?" I cried to him. 
" Haye you been to the king's tomb again ! " 

He paused a moment, then glanc^ down the street to see 
that it was empty. 

" "Well, no, donzella," he said, hesitatingly, with a little 
flush on his face. '' I may as well tell you — ^it will giye you 
pleasure. You were sad to-day for that poor contadmo, with 
his old sick people and his seyen children, who had had nothing 
to eat all uie summer, the worm being at his wheat, and his 
padrone a hard man? Well, I went to take him half tiie Arte's 
receipts. It was so full I could easUy spare him that without 
begrudgbg ourselyes another fat peahen. And I went to-night 
—well, because walking at night is pleasanter than by day in 
this time of the year, and I tiiought I should meet the poor 
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heart-Btrioken wretch just going out across his fruitless fields— 
as I did. Besides, tiie old woman, without food, would not 
have lived long past noon. It is no use talking to people ahout 
a chain of gold for Ital^, unless one does one little miserahle 
mite towards forging a hlliputian link of it." 

** Oh, I am so glad, so glad ! " I cried, in my thoughtless 
delight in him, leaning down through the cistus flowers of 
silver. " It is so good of you, so like you. What did the con- 
tadino say ? "Was he not happy P " 

** Ah, we will not talk about what he said," murmured Pas- 
cari&l, lightly. ''When you have seven children and an old 
father and mother all wailing for bread, and a hard padrone who 
will screw you down to the letter of the Mezzadri^, and, if the 
soil be empty, lets your mouth be empty too, — of which hard- 
ness there is very little in this Tuscany of ours, Gk)d be praised, 
— when you are in this sort of plight, of course any little gift 
brings gladness to you, and you are apt to talk a very great 
deal too much about gratitude, as this poor fellow did, until I 
was fain to run away from him, and leave him weeping over his 
two lean bullocks, who look the worse for no provender them- 
selves, poor beasts ! But get to bed, bambina mia ; these old 
streets are not too healthy in the moonlight. Good night, and 
dream of Petrarca." 

But I dreamed, instead, of Pasoaril. 

He might have ruled Tuscany in the old days of Gian della 
Bella, or the Tlberti — so they said. Well, like enough. But 
was it not better as it wasP 

I thought nothing could be freer or gladder than this life he led. 

It was like the old sceptre of peacock's plumes that Mariuccia 
had set on high, with the blessed palm-sheaf; in emblem of so 
many simple joys, of laughter in a garret, of a bowl of fleld- 
bom violets, of jests over a pan of chestnuts, of a dusty brocade 
brought down from high estate to embellish a child's masking. 

The world would have contemned, like my father, the sceptre 
of feathers. 

But could the world have given aught better in exchange f 

I thought not, — sinking to sleep, while the day-break stole 
over the dusky stillness of Arezzo. 

And I was sure that the poor contadino, hurrying homeward 
at sunrise to his capanna, in the midst of his barren fields, 
bearing food and oil to his famished children, and wine to his 
old dying people, would have thought not likewise could oni 
have asked him. 
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The gold was rare and cosUy that had been fonnd in the 
tomb of the king that day ; but it seemed to me that all the 
gold in Etroria could not have out-weighed that impulse which 
bad sent the feet of Pascard on theii: errand through the moonlit 
olives. 

We wandered awhile about old ITmbria. The mighty oak 
woods were welcome in the hot su^ of August, and there was 
no sweeter place for a Midsummer dream than where the birds 
were singing in the flower-sown shadows about S. Francis's quiet 
CarcerL 

We loitered in Gubbio, thinking of Maestro Georgio and ol 
his wondrous rainbow hues \ and we sat on the stony slopes 
where Pliny's villa once stood by the thread of hill-fed water ; 
and we watched the sunset colour bum on the Spoleto moun- 
tains^ with great rainclouds waiting the fall of night to break 
above the marshes ; and we sauntered in the clear elastic dawns, 
over the sites of the buried cities, where the goat cropped her- 
bage above the sunken altars, and the smoke of the charcoal- 
bumei*3 curled up amongst the oak boughs where the incense had 
once lieen to Jupiter Peretrius, or Yenus Pandemos. 

And thence we strayed into Tuscany for the vintage month, 
and laughed to our heart's content amongst the vines, and saw 
the wines pressed in the old^ wasteful, classic fashion, and the 
children tumble half-drunk amongst the reddening leaves, and 
the dogs gorge themselves on grapes unstinted, ^nd the greal; 
wains roll homeward laden with purple wealth through the 
narrow paths where the crocuses wer^ all alive agj^n in mil- 
lions, till the earth was like one great amethyst with them, and 
across the vast, still, sleeping valleys, where the sun was still 
hot, and the white homesteads were all hung with the golden 
ropes of that year's millet. 

We worked and laughed and feasted on grapes with the rest 
all the shining days through, and at evening the Arte was 
thronged with the lusty Contadini, their mirth the readier for a 
plenteous vintage, and their strong brown limbs grape-stained 
like the limbs of BacchoB. 

The reodti, which was of abundance, except in some few 
places, as about Arezzo, where the fly and worm had ravaged, 
made Tuscany all glad and gay, gladdest and gayest of all the 
Vul di Gr6ve, and the Mugellino, and the Val di Chiana, and 
fche other Pianurd lying close about Florence. 

We paused: in all the little towns one by one, and October 
passed away, golden and sultry, and ruddy with jest and song 
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about the great wine yats ; and tbe gar^ns fall of the strong 
sweet smell of damask autumn roses and the waxen tuberosa, 
and the grass filled at every step with the vari-coloured cups of 
tiie wild anemones. 

On the first day of the new month, which is dedicated to all 
the saints — ^in imitation of the old great Latin feast of all the 
j^ods in the times of " gli dei falsi e bugiardi," we came down 
from the heights where we had been amongst tiie forest &nns of 
the Casentino and of Yallambrosa. 

For the weather had grown chill there on the mountains, and 
wo had come slowly downward with intent to go into Florence 
and rest there through the winter frosts, until the time of Car- 
nival should have come round again, and have again passed away, 
killed with the cannonade of the Confetti. 

Before he should enter the town, however, Pascardl had taken 
a fancy to set the Arte a little while under Fitsole, so that the 
scattered people in the little paesi along the hill sides should 
have their hour's mirth under the Red Lily without being driven 
to take a long tramp for it down the stony slopes. And the 
place he chose for the Arte, and got permission to use from the 
owner, whom he knew, was a narrow piece of grassland amongst 
the stripped vineyards, with the grey bleak slopes rising above, 
and making sunrise late and sunset very early to the few who 
dwelt in that ravine of the mountain-shed Mugnone, 

The Feast of the Saints rose a cloudless und radiant day, in 
which the scent and the warmth of the summer were sure to 
prevail, so soon as the first chill crispness of the early morning 
on the heights shoidd have disappeared before the sunrays. 

I remember how we came over the mountain side in the clear 
cold of the early day. 

How we heard the matins bells ringing in the dusky depth 
where Florence was lying. 

How we watched the white mists lighting little by little as 
the sun came over the edges of the hills. 

How the libeccio was blowing keenly as we crossed the square 
of Fiesole, but fell into a mere soft breeze as we went down tiie 
winding road between the grey stone walls and the wild green 
hedges, with ever and again some scarlet glimpse of roses burn- 
ing above a villa gate. 

It was only cold enough to make tiie air free and elastic and 
inspiriting as a sea air. 

All the hillside was in a pomp of scarlet and purple, and gold 
and bronzB^ with great masses of deep green where the ilear and 
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acanthus grew, and soft pale greys where the oliyes were. 
Everywhere there were clouds of autumn flowers. At times, ai 
we passed some wine-presses under the trees, the people shouted 
us a gay good-day. At times a kid, browsing amongst the 
stripped vines, bleated a tender little note upon the silence. 

I remember how we went down the shelving zigzag ways, the 
mules having passed before us at daybreak with the Arte in 
charge of a peasant lad. Pascar^l and I were foremost ; he had 
his mandoline slung about him, and struck it now and then so 
that a sound, sweet and flne as the call of a thrush, came from 
it, and seemed to drift away down amongst the wreaths of the 
mist. 

At some little distance Brunotta followed, talking eagerly 
with Cocomero of a quarrel she had had with a contadina about 
some duck's eggs in the place where we had slept. Little Tocco 
ran hither and thither at his fancy, now chasing a lizard, now 
plucking a rose t..at nodded over a wall, now stopping to chatter 
with the women plaiting the straw. 

I remember how we went down the hill light-hearted in the 
morning air, pausing reverently as a priest passed by with the 
Santissimo for some sick creature, a white-frocked chorister 
going before him ringing the little bell along the peaceful 
ways. 

I remember how we strolled on silenced for a moment or two, 
and then talked of the winter in Florence, and fell softly, as 
people will who have learned to love one another, into recollec- 
tion of the first day we had met in the City of Lilies ; and so, 
with the west wind in our faces, came down above the bridge 
of the Badiii, where the old brown monastery stood, russet with 
age, amongst the oliye and the mist. 

I remember how we broke our fast whilst the sun was still 
low in the east, at a little dwelling-house a mile above the 
village, where Fizzichiria was scrawled in chalk along the wall, 
and the green bough above tlie doorway told that the tenant of 
the house sold wine as well. 

I remember how we sat out under the pergola where some 
grapes still hung, and brake our bread and drank sweet foaming 
draughts of milk, the cow meanwhile, in her shed hard by, 
gazing at us with her eyes of H^r^ over a great green dew-wet 
mound of trefoil ; and below, amongst the olives, the sacred 
Solitndine, rising gaunt and bare, and brown and sombre with 
innumerable memories. 

I remember how we Mt there, and laughed and clattered 
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gaily, and then took up tho mandoline afresh and sang all sorts 
of follies and of fancies, and then rose and strolled away down 
the hills to see where they would set up the Arte, and soon 
found a broad field a few roods aboye the Badiii itself, where the 
fattore, knowing us, had given eager acquiescence for the throne 
of our hedgerow Thespia to be erected. 

Ah, yes ; I remember it all so well — so well — that last day 
of that glad, poetic, fanciful, careless life which was fated to be 
broken off suddenly and for ever, as the pomegranate flower is 
snapped from its stalk by the miatnL 
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THE FBAST OF THB DBAD. 
CHAPTER I. 

THE fOUlfTAIK OF THE PINE. 

It had beea all summer — endless, cloudless summer — ^from 
the time of the carnival violets to the time of the autumn cycla- 
men. And there was no foreboding of storm or of winter in the 
air that day of AIL Saints, though, whilst I knew it not, I 
heard for the last time the soft low laughter of Pascar^l — of my 
lover ; — my lover surely, though he spoke never directly of love 
but only uttei^ it in those mUlion ways and words and charms 
of touch and eloquence of glance which are love's truest, subtlest, 
and most perilous language. 

He and I stayed in the field behind the Solitudine and threw 
ourselves down there beside a little thread-like brook whose 
water was all red and purple with anemones. Little Toccb 
wandered away as his habit was under the stripped vines ; Co- 
comero had stayed with Brunotta to help her, as they said, beat 
some linen in the shallow course of the Mugnone. 

It was yet quite early in the morning, and the gentle coolness 
of daybreak had not left the air. 

It is quite wild up there ; the hills rise steep and sombre, 
their sides dark with the cypress ; the stream runs through a 
deep gorge, and a bridge with a pointed arch rises over it quaint 
and grey ,* at this time, before the floods of winter had come 
down, it was still shallow, and a man was wading it with a 
fishing-net upon his back. 

Southward, above us, rose the old Etrurian slopes, and the 
walls and towers of the city that perished for daring to aspire to 
be rival of the Scarlet laly. 

Westward towered the great Salviati pile amongst its vines 
and olives : and lower down was the smdler, humbler villa set 
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in a sea of roses, and girt with willow and lemon and magnolia, 
whither the great nobles were wont to come down in the hush 
of the fniit-scented nights to their love trysts; directly at our 
feet was the gloom of the Solitudine ; away there in the far 
centre, betwixt the lines of hills, Florence was stretched as a 
white swan may spread her wings to sleep upon her river nest. 
Tet not so far but what we heard each note of her warning 
chimes ; for it was the feast-day of the saints, as I have said, 
and the bells of her countless churches were calling to one 
another. 

All about us were the vine lands and the olive woods, the 
rich rank vegetation sown thick with wild anemones. And so 
we resolved that there the theatre should stand, and then we 
threw ourselves down amidst the thick grass and the trefoil 
with the delicate heads of the cyclamens about us in tens of 
thousands. 

" No theatre was ever better placed," said Pascaril, lying at 
my feet amongst the olives. ''Not even where ankle deep in 
thyme the Latins laughed over the roaring fun of Plautus. 
It is a little profane, I fear, to set a playhouse so near the 
Badii? 

" When one thinks how often those great sad eyes of Dante's 
have gazed through this same mist of olive leaves away to 
the dome of the Duomo yonder. It is very profane, I am 
afraid. 

" Wh^i one thinks of all those monks, too, of 8an Marco-in- 
TJrbe, who used to come up here to their mountain Badiik to rest 
their eyes and souls a little out of hearing of the city riot : — 
Savonarola who, in all his life of storm and prayer, and triumph 
and torment, had time to cherish a damask rose-tree : — and that 
bravest of brave souls, Domenico, whom one loves, I think, 
almost better than any other saint or hero of them all : — ^Fra 
Bartolomm^ must have worked here too ; though there is not 
his mark upon the walls : — and the divine Angelico sometiroes 
left the dim old convent down in Florence to come hither and 
paint for the Solitudine. 

'* They must have been amongst his most blessed days — alone 
here wifii his pure thoughts and visions; and the precious 
colours waiting on his hand ; and about him the solitude of the 
cloisters, and the country silence of the hiU sides. How wise he 
was, — how very wise, — to put away from him the proffered 
mitre and the possible tiara 1 

*' Yes ; this is every inch of it haunted ground, sacred ground, 
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though the bullockB tread it with the ploughshare and th« 
reapers strip the Tines. 

'' Bo Tou erer think of those artist-monks who hare strewed 
Italj with altar-pieces and missal miniatures till there is not 
anj little lonely dusky town of hers that is not rich by art P Bo 
youofben think of them? I do. 

''There must have been a beauty in their lires — a great 
beauty — ^though they missed of much, of more than they ever 
knew or dreamed of, let us hope. In yisions of the Madonna 
they grew blind to the meaning of a woman's smile, and illund- 
natmg the golden olive wreath aboye the heads of saints they 
lost the laughter of the children under the homely olive trees 
without. 

*' But they did a noble work in their day ; and leisure for 
meditation is no mean treasure, though the modern world does 
not number it amongst its joys. 

'' One can understand how men bom with nervous frames and 
spiritual fancies into the world when it was one vast battle- 
ground, where its thrones were won by steel and poison, and its 
religion enforced by torch and faggot, grew so weary of the 
never-ending turmoil, and of the riotous life which was always 
either a pageant or a slaughter-house, that it seemed beautiful 
to them to withdraw thomselves into some peaceful place like 
this Badi^ and spend their years in study and in recommendation 
of their souls to God, with the green and fruitful fields before 
their cloister windows, and no intruders on the summer stillness 
as they painted their dreams of a worthier and fairer world 
except the blue butterflies that strayed in on a sunbeam, or 
the gold porsellini that hummed at the lilies in the Virgin's 
ehalice." 

His voice dro}^)ed in its dreamy melody down the tranquil 
air joining the hum of the insects, the chimes of the distant 
bells, and the splash in the shallow Mugnone as the flsher 
waded over its stones. Stones which were now so dry that a 
rabbit could have hopped from one to another of them without 
wetting its white feet ; although in winter time the little moun- 
tain stream so often rages in tempest and wrecks the home- 
steads, and deluges stalls and byres. 

He shifted his attitude a little, and his hand played amongst 
the anemones ; . the lights and the shadows changed on his 
face as the boughs above were blown to and fro by the fresh sea 
wind. 

" X am not sure," he went on, '' that if I had been bom the© 
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I should not have been a monkish painter myself; though I 
fear I should have worn a cuirass like lighting Era Benedetto, 
ind scaled the walls like libertine Fra Lippi. The Angel Monk 
rould have found no fraternity, I fear, with me. 

** Will he be angered, think you, that we set the Arte so near 
to his altar-piece? — and Savonarola, who said to all gaieties 
Betro Satanas? — or Dante, who had small patience with any 
puppets or pleasure-seekers P He was so much here, or so they 
say, when he would withdraw from Guelph and Ghibelline, and 
be at peace a little while. One can believe he wrote better here, 
in the quiet of the hills and with sad Fiesolo so near, than down 
in the street by San Martino where it was all so cramped and 
dark. 

"Yes; — ^I am troubled about that; — ^it is irreverent to set 
the little lily flag of the Arte flying here. And the villagers of 
Marco Yecchio are lusty of long, and will laugh loud and 
trouble the stillness of the old Solitudine. Yet it must have 
heard worse in its time : many a shriek as the Salviati steel 
went through a peasant's breast for daring to breatho against 
seigneurial rights ; many a crash and clamour of crossed arms 
down there in the defile as the lances of Hawkwood swept from 
the mountains; many a groan stifled there in the waters as the 
Imperial reiters clattered with devil's joy through the curse 
and the smoke of the burning hill sides. Do you not see it all ? 

''And Dante, with his crimson lucco trailing, coming up 
wearily there through Marco Yecchio, and glancing at the dead 
horses on the bridge, and the empty casques, and the broken 
lance heads amongst the grass under the vines, and then going 
on his way into the quiet of the Badia, sick at heart P 

"Yes: certainly Dante must have seen and heard worse 
things than Toto's little cap and plume and the villagers' harm- 
less laughter before our stage to-night. And though I have 
spoken evil and light things to you, donzella, of players, yet I 
am not sure that we have not done more good if we could sum 
it up than half the preachers and the poets. With the poets 
indeed we have gone hand in hand from all time ; and without 
us Shakespeare and Bacine, Calderon and Ooldoni, would have 
been dumb to their nations ; and as for the preachers, Savonarola 
was a good man and true, and Francesco d'Assissi was blessed 
of all peoples, and the name of San Bruno is great for all time ; 
but on the whole I doubt if any of them did more to blow a 
health-giving breeze through the world's lazar houses than have 
done in another fetshion our much slandered Pantomime." 
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Pascaitt was silent awhile; when he spoke it was with some 
impatienoe. 

<< The great Austrian diamond, the Lemon StenOi was picked 
up for two soldi in our Hercato Yecchio off a pedlar's staU. If 
I chanced on such luck as that, donzella ! " 

He stopped abruptly ; his thoughts seemed to me irrelevant 
and oddly strung together— Dante and the ducal diamond P 

" If you did P " I echoed. " Well ?— what if you did ? Tell 
me?" 

He laughed a little. 

'* Nay, the fece of the world would be changed for me. That 
is all.'' 

"Changed! And can you want that? Are you not 
happy?" 

** Six months— and all my life before — I was. Yes." 

My eyes filled with a sudden rush of tears that blotted out 
the sight of Florence. Eor the first time I thought him 
cruel. 

*' That means— before you found me ! If I torment you, 
let me go? And yet sometimes you seem so glad to have 
me!—" 

I was but a child, and I spoke as a child : but the fire that 
swept over me firom the momentarily uplifted eyes oi PascarM, 
scorched the word to silence on my tx^nbling mouth. 

He caught iny hands and kissed them with eager and tremulous 
tenderness, tus ids habit often was with me. 

'* Do not jest about tliat. You are the life of my life," he 
murmured, holding my hands against his lips the while. Then 
he was sclent too. 

" But-' T whirred him, wistfolly, perplexed strangely, and 
vaguely touched to apprehension — ** but, if I gave you pleasure 
indeed^ why should you be so much less gay than wh^i you 
knew me first P Then, all things contented you ; you laughed, 
and were nev^ troubled. And now you seem to be forever 
wistful for some fate you have not ; you, who were used to say 
that you would hardly change with Boiardo or Bernardo ! " 

His face was turned &om me as he listened, and he moved a 
little restlessly. 

'' Cara mia," he said, endeavouring, I thought, to speak more 
jestingly, with but little success, for he was too frank of nature 
to counterfeit well the gaiety that in happy moments was so 
natural to him — *'oh, cara mia, you have read-*or I have re- 
cited to you — the Orlcmdo Innamorato many and many a time- 
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00 you not remember how, when Einaldo found himself in 
ArdeUy the single garden-lily struck him to earth — ^all Paladin 
though he was — and the blows of the white and red roses left 
him more dead than aliye, and made the sharp edge of his good 
sword Fusberta of no more strength or worih than a straw P 
Every man comes, soon or late, to that unequal flower-combat 
in the enchanted forest ; and the annour that has been proof 
against the dragons, and the shield that has been undinted by 
the giants, are of no avail to help him, once by the Pountain of 
the Pine." 

My cheeks grew warm and my heart throbbed quickly in 
wild tumult as I heard ; I said nothing; I felt a sweet dreamy 
happiness steal over me. 

For was not the garden-lily that struck down Binaldo the 
weapon of the youth who was called Love ? 

And was not the Pountain of the Pine the one from which 
Rinaldo, drinking after the wounds of the lily, grew blind to 
both the worlds of truth and magic, and saw only ''la dolce 
vista del viso sereno " of the Sister of the Lion, of the Hose of 
Pentecost ? 

If he said so much, why not yet a little more ? the dim 
wonder of it drifted vaguely over me, but it was only vaguely, 
for I was happy in the knowledge that I was dear to him, and I 
was too young to question of what sort or of what strength this 
half silent and half eloquent love might be. 

"Let us talk of what we would do if we found another 
Lemon Stone in the market," he scdd gaily, with a certain im- 
patience in his voice. " Ah, you are ashamed of me for han- 
kering after riches at the last like this P Well, I am ashamed 
of myself, but if I found it I doubt if I should ke^ it. What- 
ever I own in the evening is always gone before the next day's 
sunset. But only think how odd it must be, to go through tiie 
market poor as Job ; hungry perhaps, and with the hot pave- 
ment scorching your feet through the holes in your boots ; and 
then to see a queer-shaped bit of glass, and give a copper -piece 
for it, because you are sorry for that poor dd wretch^ whose 
only stock in trade is that stall of miserable Bxiba^ and then to 
go home to your garret with it, and be struck by some strange 
look in it as the sun's rays catch it so, that you take it over the 
way to your friend at the little pharmacy, who is a man of 
science in his small way, under his bunches of herbs and his 
glass retorts : and then all at once to know that by that shining 
thing no bigger than a walnut, you are become aU in a minute 

T 2 
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the master of a kingdom— only think of it all ; I could almost 
calk myself mad with the yery fimcy of it. But in those stories 
of diamonds they nerer tell ns what beoomes of that first buyer 
of it, who has all the real sorcery and music of its history. 
One would like to know if he ever went back to the market-stall 
and shared his gains. One would hope he always did; but 
human nature being what it ia, that is doubtful, yery doubtful, 
I am afraid." 

I listened to him in some wonder ; PascarM, the man of all 
the world to whom riches were most indifferent and who had 
resisted all manner of temptations and refused to turn his genius 
into gold — ^to dream thus of the treasures locked in a cube of 
carbon! I struck him on the lips with a scourge of seeding 
grasses, and scolded him for his new-bom avarice. 

*' Dear donzella," he made answer in his caressing yoice, and 
with more warmth on the darkness of his fsice thjm the sun 
brought there, " you must have read a thousand and one eastern 
tales in your time. Did never you read of the shepherd who 
was quite happy guarding his flocks in the wide Persian plains, 
and roaming at will with no thought but where to find a fresh 
watercourse when his beasts were athirst, or a cool grove of palm 
and date wheieiii to lay him down when the stars arose— quite 
happy all his years, until one day the king's daughter rode by 
and her shadow fell betwixt him and the sun P And he waa 
never again content: never, never again. Have you not read of 
himr 

'' But I am not a king^s daughter I" I cried, and then was 
silent ; there on the hillside that was sown with cyclamen, close 
above the Badiii. 

He laughed a little ; a low, soft, sad laugh that had more ten- 
derness in it than tears have :— doubtless at the unconscious in- 
genuousness with which I took to myself the Persian tale. 

He drew me down dose to him where he leaned at my feet 
amongst the grass. 

" You come of great people, I suppose; people who would 
scarcely care to see you on a strolling player's booth. And you 
have a higher kingdom than any; the kii^dom of innocence ;— — 
wherein I have no right to trespass." 

He was silent a long while, whilst the chimes rung slowly 
from above, wherd Eiesole was calling her scattered flock to tbt 
fold. 

'* You have heard of Alaran," he said, abruptly. " Alaran, 
of Acqu), who bore off the daughter of Emperor Otho, and 
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haying noQiiDg in the world hut two horses, kept one to convey 
her away with, and sold the other to huy a hut in the forest, 
where he turned charcoal-humer. Legend says that the imperial 
Alaxia was happy as the hirds in the woods in this humhle 
estate, and that one day great Otho going hunting in all his 
pomp, after he was summoned to the Eoman crown, called for a 
cup of water to a peasant-girl, and looking down on the face of 
the woman who hrought it, saw the face of Alazia gladder, and 
not a whit less proud than it had heen in his own p^ce. What 
do you say to the story? do you wonder that the princess was 
content with the hut in the oak glades?" 

His eyes sought mine with eager wistfulness. I laughed a 
little happily, and thought I knew why she had heen so glad 
there in the charcoal-hurner's cabin. 

"No; I do not wonder," I said, softly, more to myself than 
liim. ** Once I should have wondered, but now — I under- 
stand." 

He did not ask me why, but his hand closed fast and warm tyn 
mine. 

" Ah ! my donzella," he said, softly and very sadly, after a 
little time. " So you think — so you think, being a child. But 
you might repent. See here, — I am content with my life — it is 
good enough in its way, though nameless and fruitless also 
perhaps. But I cannot disguise from myself that it is not a Ht 
life for you. 

" You are truly a 'donzella;* you have the hands, and the 
feet, and the voice and the ways, and all the pretty imperious 
graces that belong to those gentle bom. 

*' You were reared hardly ? Yes, I know. 

" But you have the instincts of a baby princess for ail 
that. 

" Could you be content always to go a-foot in all weathers, to 
sleep in little humble places, to eat homely fare as we do, to live 
with the people — the Italian people, it is true, but still the 
people only ? 

" And l3iat is why I wish for the Lemon Stone. 

** Do you understand now ?" 

I half laughed and half cried as I heard him, with the glad 
golden morning all around, and my hand folded close in his. 

It was only a sceptre of peacock's plumes that we had. 

I knew that ; but it seemed to me better than the winged 
sceptre of gold and ivory that symbolled the empire of the 
world. 
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I tossed a shower of anemone cups above our heads as I cried 
to him, — 

'' I do not understand! I do not want to understand ! I 
shall be content anyhow, anywhere, any time — ^always — with 
you!" 

He let go my hands — for him almost roughly — and rose quickly 
to his feet, and paced to and fro quickly under the trees silently, 
with t^e broad flap of his hat drawn down oyer his eyes. He 
brushed and trampled the anemones ruthlessly as he went; I 
could not tell what moyed him, whether anger or pain. 

I loved him well — ^indeed, — Gloved him with all the ardour and 
simplicity of a child who had never before had any great affec- 
tion for any living thing; but I missed that subtle sympathy, 
that perfect passion and patience which alone enable one heart 
to feel each pang or each joy that makes another beat. 

His moods were as changeful as the winds, and at times there 
Tvas a restless impatience and depression on him which was fax 
beyond my understanding. 

I did not comprehend ik>w what I had said amiss; the idea 
had occurred to me that he wds growing tired of me, and it made 
me sad ; in the early days ho had never been capricious thus. 
I did not go to him therefore, but sat still amongst the grasses 
and the fruitless boughs of the vines. 

Ah, Dio mio ! if I had gone to him and asked him why he 
was so grave, he might have spoken — who knows ? — and the 
face of the world would have been changed for us. For what 
would I not have pardoned had he asked me P 

After a little while, he mastered whatever emotion had moved 
him, and came to me again. He spoke in his old gentle caress- 
ing way, a little colder, perhaps, if anything, and less gay. 

" Dear donzella, you are very good to care to wander with 
me,'' he said softly. '' But I fear it is but a sorry mode of 
existence fox you; and I fear your horoscope contained some- 
thing better for your future than a strolling player's homeless 
career. The clear planet that presided over your birth cannot 
have been the tiusel star on the painted foreheads of the Pan- 
tomind. But, altrol we have had enough, and too much, of 
such serious chatter. Some day we must talk seriously indeed, 
and I must — ^but never mind now. It is All Saints' Day, and, 
perhaps the last day of summer. There was frost at sunrise. 
Let ns be happy while we can, carina. Such a morning as this," 
he said, after a pau^e, laughing himself back into that gaiety of 
soul which lived side by side in his nature with a certain pas* 
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sioA&ie and poetic sadness : " and all this red gold of autumn 
ours, and a whole long sunny day in which to wander as we like, 
it is infamous to he melancholy, or to he athirst for lemon stones, 
or for anything more than the good that we have got. Lean 
hackward to he in the shade of that tree ; and let your hand lie 
quiet in mine — so ; and now I will tell you a story.'* 

I loved his stories ; I had the insatiable delight in them of a 
young mind to which romances were unknown ; and his skill in 
telling them was marvellous. 

The heroical absurdities of the Morgant^ Maggiore, and the 
Furioso, the grotesque fairyland, and miraculous adventures of 
Easile ; the feuds and love-tales of the populace, as Cortese sang 
them fresh from the market-place of Masaniello ; the narratives 
of Boccaccio ; the jests of Berni ; the comedies of Goldoni — all 
these and their like were stripped of all coarseness and harmful- 
ness which they might possess, and served to me decorated by 
all the grace and playfulness of his own fancy added to them. 

I was readily consoled : when he was gay and good to me, no 
shadows had power to rest on me. 

No lemon stone could have added anything to my perfect 
peace and gladness as I lay there under the golden-fruited pear- 
tree amongst the cyclamens, with my hand in his, listening to 
the sweet, sonorous cadence of his voice, while the Lily of 
Florence floated on the flag of the wooden theatre, and the 
robins chirped amongst the many-coloured autumn blossoms, and 
the sun was high, and the radiance was cloudless above the 
Solitudine. 

I was a child ; I needed nothing more than the joy of the 
moment; and whatever darkness he might see in the future it 
was all light to me ; for did it not lie in the sweet simshine of 
his smile ? 

It was All Saints' Day ; we could hear the bells ringing in the 
dty all the morning long ; we leaned there on the hillside, and 
took no thought for the morrow — the morrow that was the Feait 
of the Dead. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE NieHT or ALL 8AI2(T3. 

That evening he did not play at his Arte, and we Btrolled 
down the hillside into Florence as the sun set. 

Brun6tta elected to stay behind ; she had some shirts to iron, 
OS she said, and wished to sup afterwards with a blacksmith's 
wife in Marco Vecchio. Coco was missing when we left the 
hills, and little Tocco alone ran beside us, throwing his ruzzola 
as gleefully as though he had been six years instead of sixteen. 

It was a beautiful warm red and gold evening, promising to 
be stormy on the morrow, but splendid then, as the sun set, and 
full of odour from the full wine-presses where they stood beneath 
the trees, and the glow of roses that burned over every villa wall. 

We went into the city on the caretta of a contadino piled with 
fresh hay ; for we cut hay all the year round in Italy. 

The old mule stumbled down the stony wa^s ; I sat amidst 
the flower-sown grasses, and drew the dead daisies in it through 
my fingers; Pascardl walked beside me; the boy ran on before; 
the contadino told us stories of his crops and vines, and of the 
prices he had made by his wife's home-woven linen ; sometimea 
-A'o had to draw up against the wall and wait to let a waggon- 
load of grapes go by ; all along the road the people were sitting 
out at their doors. 

It had been a good vintage time, and all the world was con- 
tent ; at the gates even the soldiers who took the custom dues 
rere in good humour, laughing over flasks of new red wine. 

The city was all life and Hght. It was a beloved feast of the 
people, and the streets were foil. 

All the bells were pealing; there was miuio everywhere. 
Women leaned from the casements with roses in their hands. 
Over all the place there was a curious dreamy golden hue, 
deepened here and there into deep bronxe shadows, at times 
broken by a flush of scarlet, as a wood fire glowed through an 
open doorway, at times paled into a pearly coolness when the 
last daylight gleamed upon the marble of a statue or a tomb. 

The Florentines were all out, flocking to the churches, to the 
theatres, to the bands of music, to the* coffee houses, playing 
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doniinoeB in the street, chaanting praises at the respers, wan- 
dering by the river side, or gamblLig at morra at the ccNuers of 
the streets. 

We ate black figs and drank black coffee hard by the old 
palace of the Strozzi, with the cornice of Cronaca still catching 
the snnrays, whilst the walls below were black as night, and 
the passers-by were illumined by lantern and lamplight shed 
from doorway and casement, ana little bright specks of fiame 
like glowworms sparkled as the stands of the chesnut sellers 
wandered from place to place, and the vendors of amaretti and 
brigidini shouted £rom comer to comer. 

Then having long before lost little Tocc5, where some strcct- 
tombola for toys and fruits had attracted him, we too wandered 
away, and strayed with others up the stairs of the little Logg^ 
theatre, above the old mediaeval granary, and laughed our hearts 
out over the merry melodies of Don Bucefalo, and then came out 
again into the streets into the starlight. 

" To-morrow will be the Feast of the Dead," said Pascar^l, 
his voice drooping softly, as we went through the Street of the 
Dead. '* There will be only the sound of the Miserere all over 
Florence to-morrow. 

" Well, no city has so trae a cause to pray for her dead, for 
none other has dead so great. 

" Will any pray for Ginevra, I wonder ? I think you will, 
gioja mia. Do you not see her, on just such a night as this, 
flying down this very place f 

" There is no story so perfect as the Ginevra tale. 

« The dreadful loneliness of the great dome as she awoke be- 
neath it ; the vast haunted stillness, with here and ^ere the 
whiteness oil a moonbeam; these quiet gloomy streets at mid- 
night; the black shadows; these yawning archways, like the 
gates of tombs; the trembling, hunted, heart-sick thing, with 
her bare feet wounded on the stones, and the grave-clothes falling 
from her shivering limbs; ever3rwhere denial, ineredidity, horror, 
superstition ; everywhere the dosed wicket and the cry of terror 
as at some unearthly apparition. 

'' Then at last tiie lover's Hireshold, the timid summons of 
despair, the open door, the instant welcome ; not a doubt, not a 
question, not a fear — ^What matter whether living or dead, of 
heaven or of hell P 

<< What matter whence she came ? 

'< What matter what she brought P 

'' Welcome, thrice welcome, as flowers in the Maytime. 
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** Welcome and preoioua — suioe the face was hera/** 

His voice had a thrill of pasaion in it that seemed upon my 
ear, in the silence of the deserted street, sweet as the song of 
nightingales in the Uex forests in the nights of Midsummer. ] 
felt — without well knowing what I felt — that it was not Oi 
Ginevra only he was thinking. 

" And it was all true too, here in this Via della Morte," he 
said, yery softly and sadly, after awhile, drawing me closer 
against him as we went under the solemn shadow of the leaning 
walls ; and he uncovered his head reverently in the moonlight, 
as though there had passed hy him all those dead, for whom his 
Florence on the morrow would heseech her God. 

We went on in silence until we had passed through the Gat« 
of San Gallo to go homewards towards the hills. 

'' That cost us in all just four soldi,'' laughed Pascar^l, as the 
city harriers closed hehind us. ''Figs and coffee and music, 
and all for the price a rich man gives for one cigar, or one peach, 
away in Paris. What do we want with a Lemon Stone ? Our 
coffee would he in eggshell china, to he sure, and we should 
have red velvet arm chairs at the Pergola ; hut should we be 
any the happier really? tell me, donzeUa, should we ?" 

'* How could we be any happier ?" I answered him dreamily. 

It had only cost four soldi, that sweet starlight evening, 
amongst the laughter of the people and the ringing cadence of 
the Bucefalo ; but what of that ? 

The gladness was with us that never comes twice in a lifetime, 
and oiir hearts had an echo for the music that made it sweet as 
the voices of angels. 

He did not answer. 

As I glanced at his face, there was a certain vague disquietude 
upon it that stole there all suddenly, whUe his eyes beamed on 
mine in the shadows, witii the look that had made silence fall 
between us that day beside the Bio Gon£o. 

'' Ah, carina, you do not know, you do not know/' he mur- 
mured softly. 

What was it that I did not know ? That look in his eyes 
made my heart beat in a strange tumult, and I did ;iot ask him. 

We went in silence up the hilly road, with the stars shining 
overheads He passed his arm around me to aid me in the toil- 
some way, and drew my hand in his. 

No palace floor strewn with roses was ever softer to the san- 
dalled feet of an eastern queen than seemed that iconj dreary 
way to me. 
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The road was quite deserted at that hour. The moonraya 
made it white and calm. 

The dust of it was changed to silver, and its jagged walls 
seemed like ivory where the light touched them, aiid like mala- 
chite and porphyry where the green ivy and the golden vine 
leaves crossed each other. 

From the winepresses fall of juice of the grapes there came 
strong fruitlike odours. 

In the stillness we could hear the goats hrowsing off the grass 
under the stripped vines. There were sweet scents of roses, of 
pasture, of grazing cattle, as we passed the villa gates. Away 
in the city helow there was a sound of men singing to the chords 
of a lute. Ahove, against the lustre of the skies, rose the white 
outlines of sad Fiesole. 

We paused a moment to rest within the garden walls of a 
villino. Cypresses were swaying plumelike in the wind ; wild 
roses were blowing, half closed, with the dews shut in their 
hearts ; a stream of water dropped slowly into a marble shell ; 
clusters of yellow grapes hung about a broken statue of dead 
Hyacinthus. 

We stood there close together, with the stars above us, and on 
the cool night air the scent of the crushed grapes and fallen 
leaves. 

In the soft gloom, his eyes burned into mine; his arms drew 
me closer ; his lips touched my hands, my cheeks, my throat. 

Are there any who have not known these hours ? — they have 
heard but half the language, have seen but half the sun. 

We spoke but little. What need were there for words ? 

We went slowly, after awhile, homeward up the road, which 
at another time would have seemed steep and dreary enough, but 
to me was beautiful as the earth can only be once in the length 
of any life. 

There were no lights in Marco Vecchio, nor in the little 
humble place where we had made our dwelling. There was 
only the moonlight glistening on the convent walls above upon 
the heights, and a falling star that ran swifb and bright until it 
dropped in the sea of the olive woods. 

I went up to my little bare chamber, where the brick floor 
was white from the rays of the moon. 

He stayed without, walking to and fro beneath Uie bronzed 
leaves of the walnuts. 

I was sleepless and full of those dreams bom 4^ memory', which 
vca tm ^ter than all the dreams of £Emcy. 
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The smkll square casement of my chamber was hung ronnd 
with thick acanthus coils ; beyond them the stars of Orion 
gleamed in the deep blue of the skies. 

All the hillside sloped away dimly towards florenoe, pale 
under the moon, and only black where the cypress grew. The 
worn marbles and dull firescoes of the old historic villas gleamed 
like silver, and below in the valley the lights of the city glowed 
as a cluster of lucciole glows in the harvest amidst the blowing 
maize. 

The roof of the house was low; the upper chambers were 
underneath the eaves, some broken blocks of macigoo, grown 
over by a fig-tree, were beneath my window. He, lookup up- 
ward, saw me leaning there. 

He paused a moment ; then, lithe as a deer, swung himself b^ 
the boughs of the fig until he could touch me where he stood. 

The great dark leaves were all round him ; the moonlight was 
upon his face. He drew my hands about his neck, and murmured 
the sweetest words of passion that lie iu the tongue of Tasso, of 
Romeo, of Francesca. 

The perfect night was all around us. We were alone beneath 
the throbbing stars, amidst the burning roses. 

There, in the old Badi4, men, dreaming of heaven, had missed 
the heaven that we entered by a touch, a look, a breath. 



CHAPTER ni. 

SUKSISB. 

I LAT awake tor very happiness that night, and rose so soon 
as the sun came over the hills and through the broad screen of 
the fig foliage. 

It was a beautiful wet, cool dewy world into which I ran 
joyous and bare-headed from out the little lowly capanna on to 
the misty side of the hills. 

I was a child in my joy : I was full of the present ; I had no 
thought beyond; I reasoned on nothing ; I reflected on nothing; 
I only wanted to hear him say once more he loved me. 

Life was not more real to me than if we had been geni'i, like 
the Gwyn Araun he envied; it was a wonderful perfect flower- 
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like thing that I held in eagerness and ecstaoy, doubting not that 
it came from God. 

I ran into the sweet, cold, rosy, misty morning, with the 
bronze of the reddened vine leaves about my feet, and looked up 
at the blue sky and laughed a little gladly and low, and then 
felt my eyes fill with delicious tears, and stood still, wondering 
if ever any creature had been bo blessed as I. 

About me was all the gold and crimson of the autumn foliage ; 
the whole hill-side seemed to bum with it up to the brown wallp 
of the old Badiii; but away in the valley there was a dense while 
fog in which Florence was hidden from sight ; even the golden 
cross of her cathedral was no longer visible. 

I dropped on to a stone bench in the olive orchard of the 
cottage, and sat and dreamed, and listened for the footfall of 
Pasc£u:^l. But all was quite silent round me. 

My heart fell a little. I had thought that he would have 
been watching as eagerly fca* the dawn as I was. 

After a while bells began to ring in the city under the pale 
shadows of the fog. I could hear them where I sat on the hill- 
side ; but they sounded muffled and sad. 

A. woman came through the olives to cross the bridge of San 
Marco. She passed me closely ; she was weeping quietly. 

I looked at her in a sort of wonder ; — in this world — ^my 
beautifdl, wonderful fairy world — ^how was any sorrow possible ? 

''I go to pray for my lost children," she said, gently, in 
answer to the look upon my face. '' It is the Feast of the ^ead. 
May you never know grief, my pretty signorina." 

She went on under the olives. I shivered a little where I sat, 
with the red vine coils bright about my feet : the mist dense as 
douds in the valley. 

Florence was veiled in her white shroud ; she was mourning 
her dead. 

I had forgotten what the day was. 

I gave a swift thought to the lonely nameless graves in oold 
Verona. 

What had happened ? Nothing. 

And yet in wb stead of my perfect joy there stole on me a 
vague fear- 
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CHAPTER IV. 

8VNSKT. 

All was quite still on the hill-side. 

A few peasants went through the trees to matins in the old 
monastery chnroh. 

The hells rang on wearily and moumfdlly, echoing through 
the fog. 

Litde Tocob ran down to me with a rozzol^ in his hand. 

'' He went into the town hefore the sun was up \ he left me 
this for you." 

On it Pascar^l had written, '' I must go into Florence, hut will 
be back ere sunset." 

A great darkness fell on me. The bells seemed to be wailing 
for the dead. 

It was only a day, indeed; but then I had dreamed such 
perfect dreams of thu single little day amongst the red autumn 
leayes, hearing of his love forever and forever and forever, and 
yet never enough. Alone with him on these haunted sacred 
bills. 

A lattice was thrown sharply open ; a shrill yoice called — 

^ Ho is gone into the town, and never let me know; and I 
wtmt coffee, and pins, and a shoestring, and the saints know what 
uot \ and nothing is to be had in this beastly place, be it ever so. 
ToiH'O, run in the village and see if you can buy aught worth the 
t>atiiig. He would never cared if he lived on acorns ! " 

It was Brunotta making her daily lamentation. 

I rose, and wandered away out of hearing ; that little sharp 
voluble voice jarred upon me. 

lattle Tocco passed me, running with a few scudi to do hw 
errand. 

I stayed him a moment on the hill. 

" Do you know why he is gone? " I asked him, wistfully* 

T0CO& shook his curly head. 

** Not I. But I think — at least the cowherd said so — that he 
seemed troubled as he left the house at day-dawn. Perhaps he 
is gone to pr^ for someone dead. It is the day of the dead, you 
know. But I must make haste, si jnorina, or BrunAta will box 
my ears, surely." 
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The lad flew down the slope and across the bridge to the village. 
I strayed away amongst l^e oliyes, choosing hunger in that peace 
and stillness rather than encounter the perpetually ringing chimes 
of Brun6tta*s chatter. 

Under the wall of the Yilla of Mario a dairywoman gave me a 
draught of milk and a crust, and I wandered by myself all the 
morning, dreaming, dreaming, dreaming always of him. Of him 
alone. 

Had he gone to pray for any dead that he loved P 

My heart for a moment was heavy at the thought. I was 
jealous even of a memory that might be dear to him ; but not for 
very long. He loved me now. 

What matter the rest P 

So many hands had touched the mandoline— ves, no doubt. 
But I had a sweet, vague sure instinct that one cnord had been 
reached by me alone. 

When the day had passed the meridian, all my spirits rose 
again. He had said that he would be back before sunset. I 
might hope for him eveiy moment. 

I returned through the fields and orchards lingeringly and 
happily ; the mists had all lifted by noon. 

It was another clear summer-like day. The golden cross of 
the duomo glittered in the hoUow where the city lay. 

In the vfiage, the people, having prayed for their dead, were 
out in their holiday gear; they were Mking cheerfuUy of the 
abundant vintage, and some of them were dancing imder the red 
vine foliage to &e sound of a flute and a flddle. 

I saw, afar off, Brun6tta, brave in a scarlet kirtle and white 
bodice, with the amber beads of St. John's Day round her throat, 
merrily footing the salterreUo with a brawny blacksmith of San 
Marco. Her white teeth shone, her little rosy face laughed, her 
small plump feet twinkled ceaselessly, the sunshine fell about 
her, the gold and bronze of the dying vine leaves hung above her 
head ; she was as happy as a grillo in the grasses. 

I went into the garden of the capanna we had lodged at and 
sat down in a green nook of it, whence I could see the bridge 
and the white road beyond as it shelved down towards Florence. 

I lost sight of the dancers under the vines, but I could watch 
liim.come up tcom the city, or fly to meet him if no one looked. 

The little garden was gay with all kinds of autumn flowers; 
for the daughter of the house was one of the flowersellers of 
Florence. There were great bands of scarlet salvia blossoming, 
and many yellow heads of gourds and pumpkins. 
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A pergola siretclied from the threshold to the garden wicket ; 
grapes still husg on it, and the leafage was a hriUiant tangle of 
red and green and gold. I sat on a bench in one corner of this, 
whence I could see the shallow sunlit river ; children were 
wading in it with many joyons cries, and a grey mule was drink- 
ing at the ford. 

I was shut in by the green leaves. 

Now and then a great lustrous bee or moth went humming 
through the bean blossoms. I could see through the vine foliage 
the white wall of the house and the open window of the kitchen ; 
the padrona went to and fro past the window in a white coif and 
H red petticoat, with copper vessels in her hands. 

Lazily, every now and then, I lifted my arm over my head, 
and drew down one of the grapes off the clusters that hung ahove 
there. A grey cat was walking slowly through the maze of the 
pumpkins on the groimd. Beyond the garden walls there were 
the fields and the vineyards, and beyond all these again, Fiesole 
and the mountains. 

Ave Maria bells were ringing dreamily down in the valdarno. 

It was five of the dock in the afternoon ; there was no light 
on the sun-dial on the wall, but a tawny glow like molten gold 
was shed over everything from the western skies above the 
hills. 

The rabbits were scudding with bustle and glee amongst the 
cabbages. Far away at the other end of the garden two little 
children were gathering great yellow pears off the side of a 
shed, eating and laughing as they filled the rush baskets with 
the fruit. 

A white pigeon spread silver wings against the deep cloudless 
blue of the sky. The houseleek on the red sloping roof turned 
to vivid gold. The woman of the house hummed to herself 
fragments of song as she went to and fro past her open window; 
and I could hear the merry music of the flute where the villagers 
were still dancing. 

Why do I think of all these things ? I do not know : only 
the leaves and the flowers, and the beasts and the unconscious 
people that have all been about one in any great misery seem 
to become a portion of it, and bum themselves into one's brain 
—forever. 

The sadness of the daybreak had passed away from me with 
the vanished mists. My future seemed to glow before me^ 
golden, beautifiil, indistinct, sacred, as the cross of the cathedral 
glowed down in the valley 
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I sat and dreamed oyer the tender music of his ymce, which 
could lend to the simplest phrase or commonest greeting all the 
eloquence of a caress. 

For the last time in my life I was happy with that perfect 
happiness only possible in extreme youth, which is only half 
conscious of itself, and does not awaken to question either ita 
wisdom or its hereafter. 

After a while there was a rustle and a step^ and Brunotta, hot 
and tired, pushed her way through the leaves. 

She stopped short as she saw me. 

"I thought you were on the hills, signorina," she said, 
sullenly, and stood posed on one foot, like a little sulky bird, oi 
her habit was when not quite at her ease. 

I looked up and smiled on her. I loved every living thing 
that day, and though she had been capricious and out of temper 
with me recently, I had never forgotten all the goodness she had 
shown me in the early days of my wanderings with the Arte. 

" Have you had a good dance, Brunotta ? *' I asked her. " 1 
saw you in the village with that big black Domenico." 

'' There is no harm in stretching one's limbs awhile," said 
Bruntftta, sulkily, as though I had accused her of some fault. " I 
went to mass in the morning, of course. Of course one always 
prays for the dead. They never haunt you if you do. Though, 
for the matter of that, I knew a good soul in Casentino who paid 
a dozen masses every Quaresima to keep her husband quiet in 
his grave, and it was all not one bit of use ; he was a pedlar, 
and was Uiought murdered for good and all by brigands, but just 
when she was married to a rich poulterer, and comfortable, he 
came to life again, and all the church money was wasted that she 
had paid for six years and more ; — ^if that was not enough to try 
a woman ! — still, I always say prayers for them, for they can do 
one a great deal of hurt £Pthey Uke. And I am always afraid my 
old father may come any night, for there was a matter of fifteen 
soldi for goat's milk that we quarrelled about the venr day he 
fell down in a fit ; and his very last words were, * If I get out 
of my grave, I will have those soldi, you wicked wench.' He 
said that even with L'Olio Santo upon hinu" 

And Brunotta paused, overcome with her recollections, look- 
ing vaguely and stiU sulkily at me, as she rested one foot on the 
other. 

I listened with a little wonder; it was the first time she had 
ever spoken of her fitther, though she had often told me of the 
croeltii^ of her fostes-mother in Casentino; and this dying 
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thought of the soldi seemed to me wholly unlike the gay, 
uronical, humorous, and whimsically proud man whom Pascar^J 
had so often described to me as the grayer of the prince's coronet 
upon the old tin tinker's pot. 

KoreoTor, if Pascaril had been fifbeen when his father had 
died, how could BnuuStta, who was so many many years younger 
than he, remember the dead man at all P 

<< You mean your £[)ster-mother's husband?" I said, looking 
away down the white road and thinking little of her, only eagerly 
watching for the shadow so familiar and so dear to me to foU 
across the sunny bridge. 

"I mean my fether," said Brunotta, stubbornly, and was 
silent, with the guilty, conscious, cunning look upon her face 
that she had worn on the day of the San Gioyanni. 

I did not think much of her. 

My eyes went across the bridge to that little white glimpse of 
road on which with eyery second I hoped to see the elastic 
slender figure, the white dress, the dark oyal face, like an old 
picture, ti^at I had so often watched for in such happy hours, 
but neyer watched for with such a beating, eager, tremulous 
heart as now. 

When at last I looked at her she was still in the same position, 
looking like an angered chidden child, but with a certain appro- 
hensiye cunning on her ruddy face. 

*' Why, Brun6tta, how you stare at me I " I cried, growing a 
little tired of her gaze. '^ Is there anything strange in me to- 
day?" 

In answer, her lip fell, her plump shoulders heaved, and she 
began to sob aloud. 

My heart stood still with terror. My fancy flew to eyery kind 
of eyil that might haye befallen him. 

"What is it?" I cried, breathless with fear. "Any acci- 
dent-^any sorrow — ^to him? " 

Brun6tta dropped at my feet in the dust, a little ruffled heap, 
like a gay^plumaged bird that is beaten down by the rain. 

" ^ is well enough ! Or I daresay he is," she muttered, 
sitting there upon the sand. 

She caught hold of my skirts with both hands, and hid her 
£EU>e, and began to sob aloud. 

" No, no, he is well enough. It is you, signorina. Will you 
go away, and let us be happy once more ? We were so happy 
before you came. I haye been telling him so, oyer so many days 
past, but it is all no use. You haye bewitched him, and he cares 
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nothing for me. Will you be generous and go away ? You are 
so handsome, and men care so much for you. It will be sure to 
be well with you anywhere." 

" Qo away ! " I echoed, stupidly. I thought I could not 
fairly be aw^e. 

** I was so sorry for you in the wood that day," she went on, 
pushing my skirts aside, and speaking in petulant passion, while 
her roimd black eyes swam in tears. "Ah, Holy G^su ! It is 
always one's good deeds ^hat turn round and sting us like wasps. 
It is very hard to do right in this world. It costs one so much. 
And I was fond of you, donzella ; oh yes ! I am fond of you still, 
if only you will go right away. I will pray for you night and 
morning to oui own black Madonna of Impruneta, and she will 
look after you, and see you want for nothing. I am sure she will 
if I ask her; for I never miss mass on her feasts — ^not once; 
and whenever I have owed her a candle for any good that she 
did me I always have paid it, in the very finest wax, too. She 
will care for you, that I am sure ; and, besides, what will you 
want for, anywhere ? You can do as you will with men. There 
is no strength like that strength. It comes to one here and there, 
in tens of millions, they say ; and you have it. I do not grudge 
you it. Oh no. I would not have you think that " 

"Think what?" I cried to her, still amazed and bewildered, 
and not dreaming the truth. 

" That I am jealous of you. Oh no, I am not jealous. But 
if you would just go away. "We were so well till you came. 
That first night he was wise and I the fool. He said to me, 
* Why bind up with our hedgerow flowers this beautiful stray 
hothouse rose ? ' And I, like a fool, only laughed at him, and 
Baw no harm. Though, of course, I might have known full well 
what the end would be. He will kill me, I daresay, for speak- 
ing to you. So he must. I would rather die." 

I rose and drew away the hem of my dress with which her 
hands were nervously playing. I looked down on her in in- 
credulous amaze. 

" Are you mad, Brunotta ? What is it you mean ? How can 
I hurt you i Cannot you speak simply and straightly, and say 
what it is that you want ? " 

She cast a scared glance down the long green aisle of the 
pergola to make herself sure she was not overheard : there was 
only at the farther end the white wall of the house and the 
open casement^ with the woman still moving to and fro and still 
pinging. 
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" I mean you to go away," she muttered, under her breath, 
with a certain sound almost of fierceness in her voice. " To 
leave him. Cannot you understand P " 

" No, I do not understand. Why should you want me away ? 
You were the first who asked me to stay. You mean something 
more, Brun6tta. Speak out " 

" I know I was the first to ask you to wait with us," she 
cried, with a great sob, half of pain, half of passion. " Have I 
not said it is always what we do best that most hurts us ? It is 
always so. I speak as plainly as I can. I tell you to go. 

** Ho will kill me, no doubt; so he must. From the very first 
you bewitched him. 

'* I might have known a man as poor as Pascar^l does not give 
away twelve gold florins, making believe they were got back from 
a thief, without love having something to say in it. He worked 
very hard to make up those florins ; he did all kinds of coopers' 
and coppersmiths' work ever so long, and you never knew. 

** You were so glad to get back your florins you believed any 
follies he told you. 

" He has loved you from the first, that I am sure. That day 
when he half killed the Sicilian it was out of rage for you, not 
for me. And only look at him now ! 

*' Before he saw you, there was not such a gay-hearted, mis- 
chief-loving, careless creature in all the country. He loved his 
wine, and his wit, and his comrades, and his nonsense, and ho 
had kisses and jests for every wroman he met. I was never 
jealous of them, 

** And now not once in ten times will he sup with the men 
when they ask him : as for the women, he never looks at one ; 
and when he is alone— I mean when you are not there — ^he just 
sits dreaming, dreaming, dreamiDg, and never a word to throw at 
a dog!" 

She paused, breathless from the rapidity and vehemence of her 
words, and I stood as breathless before her. My face burned ; 
my heart beat ; my brain whirled. All wonder, all ofience, all 
amazement, were drowned in me under the flood of my own 
delicious happiness — ^he loved me. 

I did not think to answer her. I was thinking only of that 
perfect sympathy, this unutterable gladness, which bound my 
life to his with edlver cords. 

A strolling player ! I could have laughed aloud in delicious 
mockery of my old dead pride. A tinker's son I "What matter ? 
[ cried in my heart; I knew him a king amongst men. 
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The litUe shrilly petulant voice of Brun6tta came strangely on 
my ears, as though from fer, very far away, 

**B[e willkill me if ever he know ! " she was crying. "Por 
he said to me that first night when we had foimd you in the wood, 
'Not a word, Brun6tta, neyer a word — as you value my love and 
your Hfe.' And I promised him ; nay, I swore by all the saints 
that I would never tell. 

"No doubt they will bum me below, some time, for that; 
though if they put women in hell for just breaking their word, I 
cannot think how they find room in the place. 

" It is bad to break a promise, I know. But I have begged 
Pascar^l to send you away from us, and he will not. And so at 
last I must speak, and I will. It is three years ago last San 
Giovanni's day since he said to me, * Piccinina, will you wander 
with me?' 

" "We were at the fireworks on the Carraia bridge, you know, 
and I was frightened and screamed because a rocket fell near me ; 
and he lifted me down into a boat he had got on the river ; and 
there were young men with him, and coloured lanthoms, and 
wines and sweetmeats, and they sang ; and it was all so merry 
and good, that when he asked me I thought the life would be 
one big feast day always. 

" And I was so sick of the casentino, and the goats and the 
strawplaiting; and one had to tell a thousand lies to get a scudo 
for oneself, the old people were so sharp and so mean; and then 
all one's savings went in absolution, of course ; and such a friss 
to get leave to go off to a fair as never was, and such a rage if a 
youngster kissed one ! I remember being beaten black and blue 
by the old woman after this very fair up here at Piesole because 
I went to have my fortune told at the Buda, and there was a 
brave-looking boy from Prato who was fall of money, and ^" 

She stopped and coloured all over to the brown rings of her 
pretty hair, and glanced at me with ciuming eyes, whilst I 
ustened, comprehending nothing that she said, and waiting in 
astonished silence to hear the purport of her words. 

^' So you see, signorina," she went on, breathlessly, " I thought 
to myself, when Pascardl in his boat said to me, half joking, 
* Pretty bird, will you fly away with us ? ' I thought to myself 
I would jump at it, and get away once and for all from the goats 
and the plaiting; and then, you know, Pascar^ looks l&e a 
marquis; and I knew I should dance as much as ever I Hked; 
and who could tell that he had it in him to be such a tyrant, and 
would make such a fuss about taking a trinket ? 
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''Ever since thut Gioyanni'B night I hare been true to him, 
quite true to him, that I vow ; and if I have had a neckkerchief 
here and an earring there from a man or two, what does it 
signify P 

" I haye never given anything back for it, that I swear by all 
the saints — scarce a fair word even, for Pascal^ is so fierce. 
And how can one live in a playhouse as if one were in a convent ? 
It is ridiculous to say such things ; and if one may not laugh and 
gossip, whatever is life worth having P 

"And I have put up with all that, though at my age (me does 
not like to be cooped up like an abbess ; and I have borne with 
his temper — and it can be a horrid one, as you might see that 
day with poor Bosello Br&n — and I have always had a care that 
he should have a good supper, though for himself he never 
knows whether he is eating a capon or a crow. 

" And then all in a minute it is the donzella this, the donzella 
that, and one is set aside in everything — a stranger, who has not 
even so much as a silver bodkin for her hair that she can call 
her own. 

" But if you will go away it will be well again. 

" It is your face bewitches him ; and that pretty, proud, saucy 
way you have with you. But if you will go away he will think 
nothing about you in a month. He forgets very soon, does 
Pascardl." 

I heard her in perfect bewilderment, my thoughts too astray in 
their own sweet confusion for me to be able Mrly to seize the 
sense of her words. 

''But, Brunotta, I cannot understand," I murmured. " Why 
should you not have come with your brother when you found 
him on Giovanni's night? and why should I be asked to go 
away now that he—" 

I stopped abruptly. Hy face burned, and I tamed a little 
away from her. I remembered that the affection between us 
was his secret, and must not be given to the winds by me. 

Brun6tta's hands clutched nervously at the scarlet fringes of 
her dancing skirt ; her face paled a little under its ruddy brown ; 
her eyes glanced slyly through the leaves ; she strained her throat 
to see that there was no hearer 'in the little garden or at the 
wicket in the acacia hedge ; then she dropped her head sullenly, 
and, with a little cunning laugh, like a child when it has broken 
some precious toy, muttered beneath her breath — 

" Signorina, he is not my brother ! " 

*' Not your brother?" I echoed, vaguely. 
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Her meauing did not dawn on me. I had never been deceived 
by any creature ; so far as I knew, no one had ever told me an 
untruth ; to give and receive good faith had always seemed to me 
a law of life as natural as to draw the breath. 

And of any evil I had but the most shadowy conception. 
There were women in the world who were wicked ; so much I 
knew ; but of what shape or meaning their wickedness took J 
had but the vaguest imagining. 

** Ko ! Kobody but a baby like you would ever have believed 
that folly," said Brun6tta, still crouched at my feet in the dust, 
her fingers plucking at her scarlet fringe. *' How you should 
ever have believed it I cannot think. There have been thou- 
sands and thousands of things that ought to have told you if you 
had not been as blind as an owl in the daylight. But if you will 
just go away, it will be as if it never had been. You must never 
say that I told you ; he would murder me. Go away quietly. 
You will come to no harm. You have a face that is your Mend 
anywhere. And I will pray to our Lady for you, I wOl, honestly, 
and she will have a care or you. Whenever I have promised her 
anything I have always paid it faithfully. "We fell in with a 
horrible storm off Catania once, and I vowed her three pounds of 
candles if we got out of it safe, and I bought them in the very 
finest wax and offered them up at San Frediano the moment I 
set foot in Florence ** 

"Not your brother?" I echoed, dreamily watching the grey 
cat straying amongst the pumpkins. *' You mean you were only 
his foster-sister. I am not astonished at that." 

" He is no brother of mine at all," she retorted, sullenly, •* I 
tell you he is no kith nor kin of mine. I only saw him for the 
first time that San Giovanni's day three years and more ago. I 
had never set eyes upon him before. You might have guessed at 
once— only you are such a baby. And I never would have told 
you, only I know you love him yourself, and he loves you." 

I listened with a strange sound like rushing waters beating at 
my brain. I did not understand, and yet the green fields, the 
red vine-leaves, the evening sky, that had grown grey as the 
Sim had sunk behind the hills — all eddied round me in a dizzy 
maze. 

A man — any man, however base, I think — would have had 
pity on my innocence and bewilderment. But a woman who is 
jealous has no pity, and Brun6tta had none. 

She laughed, a forced littie laugh, hard, cunning, and cruel— 
a laugh of envy and vengeance together. 
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*' How strdnge you look, signorina ! I am sore I never dreamt 
you half belieyed that story. Who that had eyes in their heads 
toM think he was my hrother ? ' ' 

'' Not TOUT hrother ? " I echoed the words mechanically. 

That ralsehoods were daily human food, that a lie was the 
^imall hrass coinage in which the interchange of the world was 
carried on to the equal conyenience of all, was a truth of which 
I had no suspicion. 

'* Not your hrother I " I repeated again. " What do you mean ? 
Whit is he, then?*' 

A <iea4lly coldness clutched at my heart as I spoke. I did not 
now what I feared or what I thought, hut a great woe seemed 
suddenly to gather close about me. 

Brunotta threw herself on her knees at my feet in the 
chequered shadows from the foliage overhead. She sobbed con- 
vulsively in a passion of repentance and of tears. 

" I had sworn to him never to tell you. And now I have 
told; and he will kill me if ever he know. 

" When we met you in the wood that miserable day, and I, 
like a fool, asked you to join your life with ours, he took me 
aside, and he said to me, ' What does the donzella think that we 
are to each other ? ' And I answered him that you had taken it 
into your head that I was his sister, and thai I had not contra- 
dicted you — ^that was all. 

" Then he said to me, ' So let it rest, then. Mark my word ; 
I will not haye her ears soiled with the truth. She is innocence 
itself. If she go with us she must neyer know. It is a sorry 
sort of protection, but she might fall under worse.' And that 
night he made me solemnly promise him — ^nay, I swore to the 
saints — that I would never teU you the truth of my relation 
with him. 

** I meant to keep my word ; I did, indeed. I never was 

•pted to break it till that storm about Rosello Brun. That 
.. .de .11*' tVel mad against you. 

* ' At first 1 had thought, ' She is a donzella ; she will find her 
own great people ; it will only be for a little space.' And I 
felt a sort of love for you ; I did indeed. You were so different 
tome. 

'' But after that my eyes were opened, and I have watched him, 
and I have seen that it was you whom he loved, and not me any 
longer ; and then I have thought and thought, ' If I let her stay 
with him, soon he will not so much as cast a look at me,' and 
that made me mai; and I said to myself, * Why should I he so 
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eoj idth her, and not tell her the truth, when it is easy to see 
the would ask nothing hetter than to he in my place.' 

'^ The people do nought hut talk of him and you. They^ know 
what such amtWsta means, if you do not; and very nice it is fo 
me tx) hear their jokes at my expense. 

" And then to hearken to him, always — the donzella this and 
that, and such care had of you as if you were a princess horn, 
when all the while you are a lesser thing than I, for what, pray, 
do you ever do to get your hread ? But I wash, and hake, and 
stew, and mend his linen, and do all manner of things — to say 
nothing of my bringing in money for him by my dancing ; while 
you lead a life like any cockered-up peacock on a villa terrace, 
though all the time, as eyeryone knows, it costs Pascartt half the 
thea&e's receipts to keep you and to pay your lodgings. 

'^ And yesterday I saw him look at you — just with that look 
in his eyes that it is like a sorcery for one ; and I would not wait 
any longer. I said, ' She shall know to-day, and I will see if 
she will go, or if she will wait and oust me and take my place. 
It is best to know the worst straight at onoe.' " 

I stood and heard. 



CHAPTER ▼. 

mOHTFALL. 

I BXHEKBiES stsring at the russet leaves and the blue sky, at 
che children under the pear-tree and the grey cat that walked 
amongst the yellow pumpkins. And that it could be the same 
world, that it could be going on in the same light and laughter, 
teemt-d to me horrible, hideous, incredible. 

For me the world was dead. 

I did not speak ; I did not move. 

Bruntftta grovelled, frightened and sobbing, at my feet. The 
beautiful vine foliage, the drooping grapes, the shimmering of 
sunrays through the darkness of the leaves, the blaze of sunset 
light on the white wall beyond, the gleam of scarlet from the 
woman's kerchief moving to and fro in the window^ the silver 
glisten of the earrings in the bowed head at my feet — they went 
giddily round, and round, and round in a sidkening whirl of 
oolour before my blinded eyes. 
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For many and many a month afterwards, wbenevCT I closed 
my ^es at night, I saw them still. 

"Yon will not teU him, donzella?" whispered the poor, 
little, treacherous, cowardly creature on the earth before me, 
clutching closer the hem of my skirts. *' You do not know what 
his passion can be. He would kill me. He would kill me surely. 
If you do not care for him, go away ; go straight away, and I 
shall be happy again ; he so soon forgets. But if you love him, 
as I think, b^t say so to me straight out. I will make an end 
of my life some way ; it does not hurt much. And I could not 
live to stand by and see you take my plac e " 

"Your place!" 

The outrage broke the spell that held me paralysed. Poor, 
little, foolish, ignorant, coarse-fibred soul ! How could she know 
the shame she did me? How could she tell the unbearable 
torture to roe of that level with herself to which all ignorantly 
she dragged me ? 

But in the pain and desperation of my wound I was incapable 
of excuse or justice for her. 

I was stunned and maddened by the shock of the first sense of 
falsehood, the first perception of evil, the first horror of treachery 
thfit had ever touched me. 

Some indescribable unknown guilt seemed to rise around me, 
like noxious fumes of baleful fires, and stifle all the young life in 
me. Of the sin of the world I knew nothing; of the treason of 
it I knew as little. 

That I had been betrayed, insulted, outraged, was rather an 
instinct with me than any reasoned knowledge. He had deceived 
me; that was all I knew, and all I cared to know. 

She grovelled in the sand before me, clutching my skirts, 
bathing my feet with her tears, beseeching me not to reveal her 
broken troth to him. 

When I thought that he had loved her, and then loved me — 
oh God I how wretched, base, and poor a thing I grew in my own 
sight I 

I loathed myself as much as I loathed her ; 8md yet, great 
heavens ! how I hated her, because his lips had touched hers ; 
because she, too, had known that touch, that smile, that kiss 
which, child as I was, I would have given my life away to win 
one hour! 

And A^loved her! this timorous, treacherous, base-born, base-bred 
fool, who was not even true to him, who had not even such poor, 
simple, natural virtue in her as lies in loyalty and in good faith. 
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All the blood in me burned like a flame. I drew nnr skirts 
from hep grasp, and thrust her away with my foot. Looking 
back on the unutterable passion and horror of that time, I wonder 
now I did not strike her. 

I understand how men strike women — men who are not 
cowards either. 

" You will not tell him? " she moaned, dragging herself upon 
her knees again to me. '* You will not tell him ? You do not 
know how violent he can be in his rage. You will not tell him ? 
He would kill me I " 

I thrust her again from me with an unutterable loathing. He 
had loved her ! loved this craven thing which could dare betray 
him, and yet not dare to brave his vengeance. 

" No ; I will not tell him," I answered her ; the words seemed 
to suffocate me as I spoke. 

She had been good to me once; in her way she had shown me 
hospitality and good will; she was safe from any revenge of 
mine. 

A sudden fear seemed to fall on her with my answer ; not fear 
for herself, but fear of me. No doubt my face looked strange to 
her — ^there, where I stood in the vine shadows, with the golden 
sunset world reeling around me, and all the beauty of my young 
life struck dead in me at one blow. 

«Are you going away?" she muttered, under her breath. 
" How you look ! I wish now I had not told you. If you love 
him indeed so much " 

I seized and shook her, mute. 

•* Oh fool, fool, fool ! " I cried to hei*. •* Have you no fear 
that J may kiU you?" 

I thrust her away once again with such violence that she was 
driven from me, like a spumed dog, under the shadows of the 
leaves; and she shivered a little and crouched, and then rose 
slowly on her feet and stood shivering and sore afraid. But I had 
taught her silence. 

I left her there, and went down the green length of the pergola, 
out of the gold of the sunny garden, across the archway of the 
threshold, and so on into the darkness and the coldness of the 
house. 

At every step I dreaded to hear the voice of Pascar^i. 

I went up to my own little room, and barred the door, and 
flung myself on my bed in a stupor of misery. 

AU my fEuth in Qod and man seemed killed in me. 
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CHAPTER VI, 

▲LOKO THB M0I7NTA11?8. 

AoAiirsT tbe little square of the open window the breeze gently 
blew the clusters of roses that had climbed there ; the chirp of 
the birds was shrill on the silence ; there was a soft splash of 
water below as some one filled and refilled the metal pail at the 
well. All these things were distinct to me and horrible. My 
love was dead ; why were not all other things dead too ? 

I did not cry aloud, and my eyes were dry ; what I had heard, 
and the shame of it, seemed to have scorched and shriyelled all 
the life in me. I was little more than a child. I was all 
instinct; I had no reason. I abandoned myself without medita- 
tion or analysis to any impulse of the moment. 

My love for him had been one of the noblest, sweetest, purest 
impulses of my life. It had been better than myself. All love, 
if it be worth anything, is higher than the nature that begets it. 

My love had subjugated all weaker and yainer things in me ; 
it had vanquished my pride^ and my selfishness had been sub- 
dued and destroyed by it. 

It had been passionless because quite childlike ; it had been 
quite happy only to see him come and go, to have the dasp of 
his hand, to listen to his fancies and his dreams ; it had possibly 
irritated him often by its unconsciousness and its contentment in 
so little ; and yet it had been intense with all its innocence, and, 
in its way, perfect. 

Had I been older I should have paused and weighed awhile 
these cruel doubts that had fallen on me, like drops of scalding 
lead upon an open wound. 

Had I been truer and more faithful I should have known that 
the love of a woman to be worth aught must be dog-like, and 
take good and evil alike in implicit faith, and kiss the cherished 
hand that deals the blow. 

Had I been wiser in the world's wisdom I should have been 
able to measure the emptiness and the weariness of these mind- 
less ties, of the soulless bondage woven that fatal night, when, 
for sake of a rosy face and a smiling mouth, he had said, ^^ WiU 
you wand«r with me?" as the boat shot away in ^e moon* 
Ught. 
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Bat I was only a child, and I loved him with a child's igno- 
lance and a woman's narrowness, and I was only aliye tothe one 
intolerable unutterable shame which seemed to fall on me with 
the coarse invectiye of this creature, who begrudged her place 
tome. 

And with it all, a nobler despair, a deadlier woe,., smote me in 
the sense-HSo slow to dawn on me, so blasphemoas, as it still 
seemed to me — that he could have told a falsehood to me, that he 
eould have let me live on and on and on, unthinking and unsuspect- 
ing, in the tainted sunshine, in the plague-smitten beauty, of a 
paradise of lies. 

Since then I have known passions that beside it were as the 
rushing stream of lava beside the limpid mountain bum ; yet I 
doubt if I have ever known a love, more purely and perfectly 
love, than this I then bore to PascarM. 

And it was all dead — ^worse than dead ; struck in the eyes, as 
it were, with all the insult of a blinding blow. At a stroke, the 
words of this poor false fool had dragged it down from the heaven 
of its innocent exaltation, and levelled it with all that was 
poorest, basest, meanest, coarsest, in the acrid jealousies of women 
and the amorous infidelities of men. 

Her jealousy degraded me in my own sight. 

Beyond every other thing I was proud. The evil had been 
subdued by his influence, but never uprooted ; beneath the sting 
of torture it rose up in tenfold strength. 

** Take her place — ^take her place I " 

I said the words that had outraged me a thousand times over 
and over again between my locked teeth. There were times when 
the ferocity of a beast awoke in me, and I was on fire te spring 
at her throat and kill her. 

For he had loved her once : so I believed, at least ; I who knew 
nothing of men or women either. 

Nothing of the brevity of the mere desire of the senses. No- 
thing of the leaden weight of a sensual bondage. Nothing of the 
languid reluctance of a sated fancy te strike and free itself. No- 
thing of the indolent impulses and mindless passions with which 
the heart of a man may be drawn hither and thither without once 
teuching or sighting the goal of its ideal. Nothing of all which 
might have given pardon to him, to her, to myself. 

The innocence of youth is cruel, because it is of necessity also 
ignorance, and ignorance is cruelty always. 

I did not stir, my eyes were never wet, no cry escaped me ; 
but where I lay, face downwai'd, as I had flung myself, I bit 
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through and through, like a wild animal that is trapped, ihe 
woollen coverture of my little pallet bed. 

The time went on ; tiie robins ceased to sing, the roses ble^ 
against the window frame : when I locked up it was quite dark^ 
and there were stars shining. 

I heard the pressure of a foot upon the woodwork of the old^ 
ricketty, worm-eaten door, a feeble, little, sobbing voice began to 
mutter through it to me of a thousand selfish terrors. The so^nd 
of it stung me to blind fury; he would be home at sunset; home 
to her and me ; one at the IcMst I vowed to heaven he should not 
find there. 

I had no space for hesitanoe, no time for thought ; there was 
but one way — ^I was young and supple as a willow bough, and 
mad with pain — ^I sprang on the stone coping of the casement, 
turned and grasped the network of the rose-stems, and the boughs 
of the fig, knotted and tough from half a century of sun and 
storm. 

Then holding by that hazardous support, I let my body dr(^ 
along the surface of the leaf-covered wall, dragging a ruin of 
rose leaves as I fell. The house was very old and low : I touched 
the grass beneath with a dull shock, but without vidence ; as I 
reached the earth I heard above the crash and splinter of the 
panels forced and driven in before the blows of some one whom 
Brunotta had summoned in her affiight. 

It was quite dark ; the ganden was deserted ; I paused an 
instant to draw my breath ; witiii the soft shower of the rose 
leaves still like tears upon my face. 

I felt bodily pain, but that only served to madden me, as the 
lash maddens a beast already bruised ; I leaped the low stone wall 
of the garden and flew like a lapwing into the dusky shadows. 

Little Toccb leaned over the wall Uiat parted the garden from 
the olive orchards. He was singing clearly a sweet merry melody, 
and gazing down tiirough the gloom to try and see who passed 
across the bridge. I crept up to him and slid into his hand the 
onyx with the Fates. 

** Give it to him when he comes," I murmured. 

The boy started and stared, no doubt at the changed sound of 
my voice ; but dreading lest he should detain me, I thrust the 
stone into his hold and fled away through the shadows before he 
well knew who had spoken to him. 

Behind me I heard a noise of many voices, and as the house- 
hold of the little place roused itself to its Padrona's suiQinons. 
Turning my head onee I saw lights flash in its windows and 
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underneath the trellis of its pergola. I held straight onward, 
running with winged feet where the grass lands allowed my pas- 
sage, stumbling and slipping where the maples and the Tines 
woven together opposed my progress. 

At times I fell into the trenches cut in the hard soil against 
the hill floods of winter. At times I bruised myself on the 
tangled sticks of dying vines. 

At times J lost myself amongst the thickets of olive, shining 
white as the winding-sheets of ghostly apparitions. At times I 
sank over my feet in shallow brooks l^t rippled from the moun- 
tains, and went on with my garments heavy- weighted with the 
moisture. 

At times I crouched in some shed or under some sheaves of 
maize to get my breath, and then I saw scattered over the 
country, close about the little wine-shops, the lights of lanterns 
that flickered fltfully in and out am(»)g8t the foliage ; and then 
I gave myself no rest, but gathered my skirts close and ran 
again. 

At length — it may have been one hour, it ma^have been three 
or four, by the look of the stars it was quite night — one of the 
vineyards that I crossed opened abruptly and witi^out fence upon 
a highway on which I heard the sound of a horse's feet. 

Lookiug behind I saw no lights ; there was only the great 
brooding darkness of the deserted eountry, with here and there a 
silvery gleam as some ray of the young moon caught a belt of 
olives, or a breadth of water. 

I went into the road and waited there. To be beyond their 
reach I knew I must not.pause to rest amidst my flight. I knew, 
too, that I was nearly at the end of all my force. 

Through the gloom there came towards me a white horse, with 
a red woollen covering spread over it in the Tuscan fashion, 
dragging slowly a contadiiu>'s cart. 

As it drew near me I saw, by the light of the lanton which 
hung at the shafts, that the peasant was an old man of seventy or 
eighty years. 

His cart swayed heavily backward on its wheels ; it was filled 
wil^ straw and earthenware ; he dozed as he went, and the horse 
picked its own way amongst the stones at wilL 

I called to him and stopped him ; he awoke, thinking of road- 
side robbers, and began to mutter incoherent prayers to a leaden 
saint in the band of his hat. 

I made him, with difficulty, understand that I was harmless 
and alone and tired, and that if he would give me a lift fl)r a 
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league or two I would pay him well. Wheu he had reeovered 
bis alarm, he told me that he was going with his pottery to a fair 
at Bettignano ; that to get a good place amongst the stalls it be« 
hoved traders to be there whilst the dawn was grey ; that he 
never hurried or harassed his beast, and so had stiurted at night 
fell to make his journey by easy stages. 

He hesitated some time over my offer, then yielded. 

The oart was a light one, he said, and my weight was light 
too; it would not harm the horse ; I might get in amongst the 
straw if &st he saw my money. 

I gaye him the little gold piece that my father had given me 
on the stairs in Verona; it had been slung round my neck wi1& 
the onyx. He let me dimb up amidst the rough pottery of his 
trade stock, and the patient beast set forward again upon its 
road ; the old man settled himself again to doze at ease ; the cart 
creaked onward down the steepness of the slopes, the lantern 
glimmering redly in the gloom. 

He paused a long time in the desolate grey piazza of Fiesole. 

All the town was asleep upon its high hills, but there was some 
friend he bew dwelling by the church who at his rap hung out 
a lantern on a hook in &e wall, and brought him a flask of wine, 
over which they talked long t<^ther in the darkness. 

Then the horse jogged on again along l^e stony gloomy roads, 
on and on and on into the oak woods of Borgunto, where the 
great masses of wooded hills sloped away, above and below, in 
an intense stillness, only broken by the cry of an owl. 

It is a winding and difficult road that passes along the side 
of the mountain from the town of Eiesole to the old fortress of 
Poggibonzi, and the agony of the slow and weary way seemed 
endless. 

After awhile the clouds broke and the moon shone out; 
through the oak leaves one could see the vast silent valley 
stretched far, far below, and the amphitheatre of l^e endless hills 
encircling it. Even in my stupor and misery I had some vague 
sense of its wonderful, solemn, mystical shadowy beauty. 

Only a week or two before we had gone up that road on our 
way m>m Gasentino to the annual fair of S. Francis at Fiesole, 
and we had talked of Masaccio and Desiderio as we saw their 
little white town on the sbpes, and had gathered the wild ane- 
mones that covered the ground with bloom, and had sung songs 
to the mandoline, passing under the acacias by the fortress walls, 
and mounting higher and higher and higher with a gay good* 
morrow to the smith at the mountain forge. 
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Only a week or two before ! And now I 

The hours passed in a horrible nightmare for me. The cart 
shook, jolted, rattled on the stones ; my body was bruised and 
lacerated by the thickets and the yines; the palms of my 
hands were bleeding from the thorns of the rose-trees; the 
night was very cold, as autumn nights are, north of the Abruzzi. 
But the misery of my thoughts killed in me all sense of bodily 

All I heard was the sweet music of his voice. The music lost 
to me forevermore. 

The night seemed endless. 

The horse often paused to rest and crop a litile of the wayside 
grass, or drink at some stone tank in a monastery wall. 

The old contadino awoke now and then to say a word to it, 
or to trim his lantern, then slept again, while the rope of the 
reins dropped idly from his wrists. 

The road seemed interminable, going down, down, down, 
along the face of the hills, always with the same stretches of 
olives and vines on either side, always with the dark vapours of 
the plain spread like a sea beneath. I^ow and then an owl flew 
by with a low croak ; now and then there shone a little gleam 
from some lamp at a roadside shrine — that was all the change 
there was. 

The cart crawled on under the boughs and past the dusky 
stone walls, still down, down, down into the lower wood, where 
the oak is changed for the flr tree, and the path becomes sharp 
and sheer and bent into curves that make the stoutest mule 
stumble. 

The first grey of daybreak had scarcely lightened in the skiea 
when the horse paused at a turn in the descent. The old pot- 
tery dealer woke for the first time with eyes wide opened, shook 
himself, and descended from his seat. 

The old man roused me roughly. 

** Signorina, you had best get out here if you want Plorence, 
I go to Settignano, and that will be out of your road. Keep 
straight on, and go down, down, always, and you cannot miss 
to come to the Croce Gate." 

The cart jolted on its way to Masaccio's birthplace, and I 
btaggered, blind, and sick, down under the stone-pines. 

1 felt feeble, broken, aged by ten years. My head was giddy, 
and the sunshiiie swam around me in bright rings of amber. I 
felt numb, and, when I moved, the earth seemed hollow and 
tremulous beneath my feet. 
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So, like one blindfolded, I stombled down into the City that 
is caUod Beautifdl. 



CHAPTER VII. 

THE CHUBOH OF THE CB08S. 

It was foil snnrise. 

The light was streaming from tiie east, golden and glistening 
as it came gleaming across the desert. In the streets deep sha- 
dows still slept. lithe brown hands were unloosening the 
wooden lattices, and flowers pent in casements thmst their heads 
out to the air. 

All was very quiet. 

There was only the sound of the bells toUing for tiie first mass 
of the churches, tolling everywhere, north and south, east and 
west, over the wide Yaldamo. Here and there a priest passed 
to some holy office ; here and there a sun-belated reveller went 
gaily home touching a mandoline ; here and th^re awoman with 
brown bare arms swept down her steps or hung her linen out of 
window, gossiping the while to neighbours across the passage- 
way. 

It all went giddily and dimly round before my sight. I was 
fidnt, and my limbs shook as I dragged them over the stones. 

There was a sound of footsteps and of outcries behind me. 

On the sheer instinct of the hunted deer, I paused and shnmk 
into the shade, and gazed around for shelter. Close against mo 
the doors of the 8. Groce stood open. The vast, dark, solemn 
church yawned like a grave. I crept into the shadow of its 
porch. 

At its altars they were saying the flrst mass. 

A lady, all lace and jewels, as she had come from some palaco 
ball, was on her knees in the dusk and the solitude, praying, 
while the voices of the priests echoed dully imder tiie vast 
vaulted roof that shelters the dust of Michelangelo and Giotto. 

Behind me were the darkness, tiie coldness, the peace of the 
great church, the lights burning dimly far away, the sepulchral 
undertones thrilling the stillness. 

Before me, in the open air, there came, swift as Jlie wind, a 
rush of feet, a clamour of angered voices, a shower of weapons, 
a tramp of horses, a cloud of dust; a flash of dayli^ty and, in 
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the midst, a gleam of beautiful bold eyes that last had looked at 
me in the wMte moonshine underneath the leayes away on the 
hill-side by Dante's Solitude. 

The crowd went by like a whirl of dust and of leaves on a 
day of scirooco. I sprang and caught the arm of an old man 
who had uncovered his head reverently as it went by the church. 

" What is it ? Oh, nothing," he said, with a shadowy smile. 
"Nothing. They broke on the wheel in my time. How scared 
you look, you pretty child. It is only the ducal guard who are 
taking Pascar^l to the Bargello ; and the people want to rescue 
him, that is all. Done ? I^o, he has done nothing that I know 
of; but the town cares for him, and he tells awkward truths, 
and it has been easy to seize the salt in his speech and tax it. 
There was a sort of riot yesterday, and he queUed it ; but they 
made that an offence against him. A player and a populano ! 
"What right has he to power ? — to such power as Love gives and 
gets ? So they arrested him last night, and they take him now 
to the Podesta for judgment. I daresay they will give him three 
months in prison. For the liargeUo is strong and the people are 
weak as yet." 

The old man, still with that subtle wintry smile upon his 
face, shook my hold off him, and went feebly along the street. 

The crowd in its cloud of dust had passed from sight. I 
lost all sense of where I was, and fell, like one dead, upon Aa 
•tofics of Florence. 
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BOOK VI. 

THE QUABTSft OP THB DOVB. 
CHAPTER I. 

OLTKA.KKO. 

Tou know tli6 old old quarter, whose emblem on the baujLGra 
that were borne in war around the red Carrocoio, was the Silver 
Dove f The church is there, though flame has ravaged it thrice ; 
but the standard that bore the bird of the Holy Spirit over the 
reek and carnage of the plains has crumbled away none know 
whither in some closet or crypt of the city. 

Yet the quarter is barely changed at all, since in the days of 
the Eepublio the men of San Lorenzo and of San Giovanni 
crossed the river to sack it from end to end under the storm of 
arrows and the rain of fire. 

It is dark, and dull, and noisy, and noisome there in the old 
historic quarter of the Silver Dove : and yet it is so full of 
story, so sacred, with so many names and memories, that there 
is a charm about its twisting gloomy streets, its high walls 
shutting out the sun, its dungeon-like chambers, its iron-bound 
palaces, grim and firm set as sea-washed cliffs, its huge arch- 
ways dark as Erebus, its narrow passage-ways where two 
mules can scarce pass one another over the slippery and uBf'vcn 



It is all haunted ground in old Oltramo. Come to it in a 
summer morning. There is no sun in it, except in some square- 
walled garden behind the frowning front of some antique, 
coronetted house, where stray sunbeams make a glory on shining 
lemon-boughs and broken water-cisterns. It is all dark, for the 
houses are so high, and the walls lean so dose. It is fidl of the 
strange, dreamy old-world Florentine odour, that smells always 
as though some king's coffin had been freshly opened, and tiie 
spices and the perfumes of the cere-dothes lately loosened on 
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the idr. The people are walking, leaning, gossiping, laughing, 
quarrelling, all in the open street, and at the open threshold. 
The cobbler is at his stall; the tinker at his barrow; the huck< 
ster at his board of cloths and linens ; the melon-seller at his 
truck of green paponi. In every one of the great dusky in- 
teriors there is an etching worthy of Rembrandt. In every one 
of the sculptured, unglazed windows, there is a study of colour 
fit for Yeksquez. It is all dark, and dustj^, and noicy, and 
noisome, I say, and yet in its way it is beautiM — ^the place is 
so gruesome, and the people are so gay. 

And then — so many steps are echoing after yoarBy so many 
faces look at you from the grated windows. 

See — ^in that dim street there is old Toscanelli's white head 
bending over the charts busy with vc^e dreams of the unknown 
world across the seas ; — yonder enters a saucy, airy, ribboned, 
plumed cavaliere, who sings a stornello as he goes, and fingers 
the sprig of box with which he is playing the Lenten love game, 
begun in Carnival with the original of Madama Pampinet; — 
away behind the Carmine church, where gentle Masaccio came 
and painted in his title-deeds to immortality, runs a little bare- 
foot, ragged imp, his mouth full of stolen convent cherries, whom 
poor old Mona Lapaccia tries to catch and lead to the good friars 
to be fed and clothed, and made in his due time into Era Lippi ; 
—under the ieep shadows of the walls there goes to his sombre 
and frugal home the finest wit and keenest logician of the 
Eucellai Gardens, musing on sore straits of personal poverty, 
and foreseeing, perhaps, with a certain delicate, cynical sadness, 
that he who lives with dean hands the honestest of men in 
Florence will so pass down to posterity that the name of 
^achiavelli will be used, to all time, as synonym for Prince of 
Rogues. 

See there — who comes down hither in the gloaming of the 
last night of Carnival ? by the comer that is called of the Lion, 
under the shade of the Carmelite's church? Handsome and 
reckless still, as when he, Benvenuto, hurled defiance at Diane 
de Poitiers from the Tour de Nesle, — ^prince of craftsmen and 
king of egotists — since his eyes opened to the light in the little 
house in the Chiara street, fuU of its flutes and clavecins and 
harpsichords> its mirrors of silver and its viols of ivory, wherein, 
in die winter nights, the old father sat '' singing all to h^sdf '' 
by his brave oak fires for pride and gladness of heart, because a 
son was bom to him and to the eily* He is come to seek the 
recrofwt Tonino,— h^ has left Jus workshop w th^ Meypato 
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Btrewn with grotesques in gold and aoanthus leares in silyer, 
and blazonries in enamel, and lilies in diamonds, and poniards 
in damascened metal ; — the sword that hangs by his belt was 
red a little while ago in the sack of Eome;--^;he g^ld crowns in 
his pouch are payments for Fontalnebleau from l^g Francis — 
he is in anger and in haste, yet going thus through &e darkness 
to the ingrate monk he thinks a little wistfully, great artist and 
reckless Hver though he be, of the old days when he and Michel- 
angelo, and Piloto, the goldsmith, used to saunt^ hither on 
summer eves to listen to the madrigals when all the dim night 
world was dewy with the scent of roses. 

See there, yet again, — ^through the gloaming, goes a white- 
frocked Dominican, with bent head and meditative eyes ; of all 
the many thousand monks in Florence, he is << II Frate *' to the 
people. When he scourges himself in the crypt, and sees the 
pictures and the sculpt^^ feed the flames, does he ever sigh 
for that old bright yine-hung bottega where he woke with ihe 
sunrise and worked till the evening bells, when he was only 
Baccio della Porta, the painter, dwelling just outside the gate 
here, where the cypresses guard the entnmce of that glad green 
country whose smiling beauty gained it its gentle name of 
Verzajii even in the dry grim records of the city's rolls P 

Down the old street of the Augustines there comes a group of 
merry-makers fresh from the laughter and the wine-cups 
of the supper at the tavern by the Tower of the Amidei 
away by ttie Jewellers' Bridge. They loiter in the moonlight 
to hearken to the sweet singing of the street-choristers, and note 
with painters' eyes one beaut^, .gentle, golden curled youth, 
to whom many a white hand undoes a casement, or lets drop 
a lovescroU ti^ with a tress of hair. They are men who are 
called Michelangiolo, and Cellini, and Bugiardini; and Alberti- 
nelliy and Manzuolini. 

A little while, and Michelangiolo paces the stones alone, with 
his doak wrapped about him and his hand ready to his sword- 
hilt, and his heart heavy for the fate of free Fl<Nfence ; for the 
bell of the people has long rung a stormo, and his cannon 
bristle and his bastions rise on the old monastic heights, and the 
fire has burnt black the shady gardens of Gicciardini, and above 
them, on the hills wh^e Corsini built the cloisters for the Au- 
gustines to dwell in all their days in peace, there the fierce 
Spaniards are crying, " Lady Fiorenza, bring out your brocades, 
and we will measure them at the pike's length; " and there. 
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100, floats that banner wMch has been for ever the malediction 
of Italy, on whose yellow folds there is blazoned black, 

'^'Aqiiila grifagna 
Che por piii diyorar due becchi porta ; ** 

In the morning when the birds are singing in the old grey 
gardens :^hind the old grey palaces, and the walls lean together, 
and frown against the sun, you, thinking of all these who have 
trodden the stones before you, shall stray slowly down the Via 
Maggio—the Street of the May time — ^the street named from the 
sweet season of the lilies and the lovers in the old amorous days 
of free Florence, when, with the first morning of May, the 
youths of the city went forth from the gates by the sunrise, and 
came back with the spoils of the woods and the fields to the 
sound of the lute and the viol, and at every grated casement hung 
up the branch of hawthorn, and the knot of ribbon, and the 
scroll of love words, each wooer for his own innamorata, so that 
under the green wreath of leaf and blossom the dark iron-bound 
walls looked like the helmet and hauberk of Einaldo flower- 
decked by the rose-trails of Armida on the amorous banks of 
Orontes. And so musing, you shall pass out by the gates and 
feel the sweet winds blowing fresh again over the vine-lands of 
the Vald'ema, and you shall meet a woman carrying white roses 
with her to lay upon some tomb upon the hill there ; and you 
shall think of the night feast of Pardon, when all Florence was 
wont to flock up hither under the stars to wash their souls clear 
before the fall of Pentecost ; and so quiet of heart, and yet glad 
for the beauty of dead days, and of the living summer time, you 
will go up and up higher and higher till you reach the stiUnesf 
of the olive-woods upon Arcetri. 

Shall you be dull and weary in dark Oltramo — now ? 

Nay, not if you have eyes that see, and ears that hear. 

But the world is full of deaf and blind. 



CHAPTER II. 

AT Boccaccio's window. 

1 WAS both blind and deaf in that horrible time. 
I think a flower, when they break it off its stalk and throw 
it down to sicken in the sun, must feel as I did all those weeks 
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and months. Oiily the flower fisdnts and dies, and is so far at 
peace; but I lived on, thoagh all my youth, and heart, and soul, 
and hope were killed in me. 

It seems so long ago ; so yery, very long ago j and yet at 
times near, as though it were only yesterday, that I saw the 
people sweep past the great gaunt pallor of the Santa Crooe, his 
face in their midst within the reddening light of dawn. The 
vast yawning dark — the woman with her jewels at her prayers 
— the gleam of the silver at the altars — the sweet shrill voices 
of the singing children — the rush of the crowd — the ghostly 
gleam of day — ^how near they all are, and yet so far. Some- 
times I fancy they were only dreams— dreams, too, all that one 
glad summer year of wandering — and then I go slowly over the 
links that bind me to the time, as other women in their pain tell 
beads. 

The links are clear enough, but I can say no prayer to them. 
My beads are full of thorns, and hurt me — still. 

There must be good people, though one doubts it so. A 
woman saw me fall thrice on the stones before the Florentine 
Pantheon, and had me borne upstairs to her little chamber before 
the Misericordia bell could boom for me. She was an old woman, 
and quite poor ; she got her living darning the silken hose of 
dancers and of ladies ; she lived in that little crooked passage- 
way imder the shadow of the Pitti, where old Toscanelli 
drecuned his way across the unknown waters to the unknown 
land, and gay Boccaccio, with his cynical fine smile, loitered to 
see the dames of Florence pass in their gold-fringed litters and 
their gemmed zibellind to &e feasts in l£e Palaces of Bardi and 
Frescobaldi. 

She was a little brown, crisp, clean woman, seventy years old ; 
she had a wide, bare, stone chamber under the unceiled roof; all 
day long she darned at the stockings, looking now and then out 
of the window, as Boccaccio had done before her, but seeing no 
gold-fringed litters and jewelled dames, but only the weary 
mides, and the pushing people, and the pedlar's stall of doth 
and linen, and the cobbler at his work over the way. 

In that barren chamber I lay sick unto death for weeks, talk* 
ing in so strange a confusion of cities and villages and flowers 
and singing birds, and the notes of lutes and the shine of the 
moon on the maize flelds, that none who heard could make sense 
of the medley. There she kept me ; there I slowly got my hold 
again on life as youth wiU even when most reluctantly ; there 
I recovered in a dull, hopeless, sullen, stupid way ; and there the 
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dreamv days would roll away with gleams of the beautiful rose- 
flecked sky just left to madden one above the frowning palace pile. 

The old creature would sit in her garret window sewing on at 
the silken hose; there was delicate carving all about the win- 
dow, and a great shield with a marquis's crown above ; it had 
been a palace in the old days when the San Lorenzo men had set 
ail Oltramo ablaze from the Niccol5 gate to the Frediano. There 
she would sit and sew ; chirping to my dull deaf ears in her 
Tuscan ; she had stories for all the stockiogs that used to lie in 
a great mixed heap in a rush basket — ^the needy duchessa's with 
the gay ballerina's. 

^' See ! " she would say, holding one after another up to the 
strong light. '^ See ! what a little atom that is — just worn in 
the ball of the foot with dancing, — a fairy might put it on, and 
for certain a lover has been glad to stroke it, many and many an 
hour when the dance was over and done with, and the fire-flies 
put their lamps out ere the sun rose, and in the balcony where 
those little feet were, it was all so still — so still." 

"And then again," she would go on, diving down for a stock- 
ing thrice the size, " a big one this, no beauty in it ; broad as a 
pumpkin leaf and thick as any melon — worn in the toes — you 
know what that means. Pirouettes by the dozen on the Pagliano 
boards ; standing strained on tip-toe as a Lotus Lily or a Queen 
of Night. No story in it that is pretty like the lover's to the 
little fairy feet. And, yet, i)erhaps, you know, some poem after 
aU ; some homely thing sung to a baby's cradle and a shuttle's 
swing, in some weaver's bare garret where the meal-pot would 
be empty and the stove be empty too, if the young, fresh, brown 
mother did not run out into the cold and strip her kirtle and 
dress herself in clouds and flowers to dance for a silver coin 
before the gay theatre lights? Ay — who knows? A big, 
square, ugly pair of hose, no doubt, but worth the better darn- 
ing maybe than those dainty ones of the pretty marchesina's, 
after all." 

So she would chirp to herself, driving her long needle deftly 
all the day ; a poet who could not read, but only feel, like many 
millions of her country people. 

Pascarel would have talked with her for the hour and foimd 
her histories for all the stockings tumbled in the rush basket ot 
her feet. But I — ^her chirping made my heart more sick, my 
brain more dull, my life more desolate. I was thankless, so 
utterly and crudly and unremorsefuUy thankless, as only very 
early youth can be. 
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For in later years we throb all otot with bo many wounds, 
that we have learned to value the hand that plucks a dockleaf 
for our nettle sting, though we know well no balm can heal the 
/agged rent in the breast that no man sees. 

Old GiMettSi darned her hose under the sculptured shield, and 
trotted to and fro between the lattice and my bed of sacking in 
the comer where she had laid me, and prayed for me every chilly 
morning in the great white silence of the Sta. Spirito, and 
begged her own brass-framed red and blue picture of the 
Madonna to have a care for me, though I seemed but a sad little 
pagan to her, where I lay and sobbed and moaned wearily 
through all the sickly hours. 

How good she must have been, a woman so oM as that, and 
BO poor that she sewed stockings fiom the first peep of the sun to 
the last flare of the oil- wick. Yes ; she must have been good 
indeed. She died after one day of sickness only, a year later, so 
I heard; her needle in her old worn, tired hand, smiling, 
they say, and wondering if the Madonna would ever let 
her dam a little there in heaven for mere old remembrance 
sake. 

I told them, when I heard that, to set her up the whitest, 
fairest cross that ever shimmered in the light above there under 
the cypresses on the dusky Miniato slopes. Cold gratitude, you 
say ? — but am I worse than nations when I measure my debt by 
a stone's height and breadth ? 

There is nothing so ingrate as a great grief; and mine was 
bitterly thankless, utterly apathetic. I took what she did for 
nie indifferently as a right ; I had no thought of her ; all the 
thought I had was with that sweet dead hour when the vintage 
moon had shown above Eiesole. 

She would sit and chirp all day in her sonorous Tuscan ; she 
had darned stockings all her life, she said, drawing her threads 
so fine no one could tell where the silk once had gaped. 

She was most good to me, and I most thankless. 

She was very poor ; but she pinched herself in her measure of 
oil and her handful of meal to tempt my sickening indifference 
with the rosy heart of some prickly southern fig, or fresh pome- 
granate. She was childless and cheery, and loved by her neigh- 
bours, and had no need of me : yet hardly could a mother have 
been more patient with my ingratitude and fierce despair than 
she was. I was so young, and friendless, and unhappy, it was 
})lain to see. That touched her, and she kept me. Ah, you 
who say there is no honest fruit of love and grace beneath that 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



AT BOCCACCiaS WINDOW. 315 

sweet wide-opened son-Bwept flower, of an Italian smile — ^how 
little way you see, and how you lie I 

Did ever you hear of Signa Rosa ? Nay — ^not yoa. 

She lived &rty years in widowhood on the seashore by Nizza; 
a small, slender, li^autiful old woman, very beautiful, they say, 
— I never saw her, for she died in my babyhood, but I have heard 
this from many tongues, — well, she bound iiie peasant's coif 
about her head, and did her homely service daily for herself, and 
never stirred across her theshold except when early mass was 
ringing over the orange thickets ; but her country folk sought 
her from far and near lot consolation and for counsel ; in her the 
dove's gentlaiess and serpent's wisdom were blended ; peace- 
making was her office ; and none sought her who did not leave 
her simpler, purer, better for her words of solace ; so she dwelt 
for near half a century, the sanctity of the cloister about her, 
yet in her the warmth of human sympathy, the sweetness of 
widowed fidelity, and the passion of maternal love ; so die dwelt 
where the palms of the riviera rise against the blue sea skies, 
and when she died ten thousand Italians followed her to the 
grave, and to this day the country numbers her with its holiest 
names. 

For Signa Bosa was the mother of Garibaldi. 

Without such women, think you that Italy would ever have 
such sons P 

Indifferent to, insensible of, anything that moved around me, 
I listened and answered with no sense of what I heard or said. 
I used to lie and watch the figure of Giilldettsi, brown against the 
golden sunset lightened panes; and wonder fSeebly why I could 
not die — that was all. 

It was the winter season of pleasure and pomp. 

One morning lying there face downward on my mattress of 
grass, I heard gay, tumultuous shcuts and bursts of music, and 
the shrill pipe of eager voices, and the sun was shining yellow 
and l»road across the floor. 

Anoliier little old woman, a gossip of Gi&dett^'s, came and 
stood by me awhile ; she had a new dark kirtle, and a scarlet 
ribbon in her white hair, and some brave silver rings in her ears. 

*' I wish you cotild get up and come, poverina," she said 
kindly. " You are so young to lie and die like a motherless 
kid there ; and they are bringing in the Carnival, and it is good 
to see. I have never missed once for seventy-two years ! " 

I shivered and turned farther from her sight, and buried my 
&ce in darkness. 
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The familiar meny welcome name of tiie old Catholic king 
strack like a knife into my aching heart. 

All the day long I lay there shrinking from the sun rays, and 
striving to hide from the sounds and tile shonts of the streets. 
The chiming hells, the laughing voices, the fdrioos frin, thehlar- 
ing trumpets, all came in a dull echo across the river into the 
ohamher where I lay ; and I shuddered and cowered down as 
those do who, in the dead of night, helieve that they hehold tho 
risen ghosts of their lost and huried loves. 

Mercifully for me, Carnival reigned and rioted on the other 
side of Amo, and in the old still dusky quarter of the Silver 
Dove silence and solitude only had dominion as the people 
flocked across the hridges and left it to tho coming of the chilly 
twilight. 

Giudettii stayed with me, and sat at her work in the case- 
ment. 

** We are always dull in old Oltramo," she said. 

I was thankful. I shivered where I lay, when on the nights 
of Dominica across the river from the arches hy the Yecchio 
Bridge there floated to as the distant tumult of the Midnight 
Fairs. 

The Carnival went hy, and aU the coolness of Quaresima, and 
the hright hrevity of Pasquii, followed it, and in their turn 
passed hy and dropped into the things that were. 

I heard the shrill gala shouts and the clamour of the Berlin- 
gaccio ; I heard the Lenten hells swing in monotonous measure 
from dawn to eve ; I heard the joyous cries of the lovers and tiie 
children tossing their Easter eggs into each other's hreasts, or 
hearing home their sheaves of palm. I heard it all telling the 
passage of the feasts and seasons as chiming clocks ring away the 
dying hours. I heard it all sitting against the empty stone 
hearUi, heart-sick, and weaving the threads to and fro, to and 
fro, to and fro. 

7cr -vp^y every one of those fasts and feasts had voice, and the 
dead days lived in them, as a dead child lives for its mother in 
the tones and the glance of every laughing yearling that creeps 
out to catch her hlack skirts in rosy Angers. She shudders 
from the tender touch ; — so I shuddered from the sunny hours. 
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CHAPTER III. 

BY THE HOXJTH Qlf THE LlOJf. 

Tms cold had gone ; it was the balmy, cool, Bpring weather 
united with the golden Tuscan noons and the roseate Tuscan 
twilights that had welcomed me when T had first passed the 
gates of Florence. I had been three months with Giidetta, and 
had not left my bed. I was a wan, shrunken, tired thing, with 
immense startled eyes and short clipped curls ; few would have 
recognised in me the child that had wandered in the wake of the 
•Arte through all the blossoms of the year from the bright crocus 
to the tremidous cyclamen. 

One day I was lying listless and feeble in my dark room, 
where no ray of light could come from the narrow grated case- 
ment, when suddenly there arose upon the noonday quiet a rush 
of many feet, and a wide echo of deep voices that seemed to rend 
asunder the old walls. 

She sitting by the window, thrust her stocking off her arm, 
and leaned as far out as the grating would allow her ; a little, 
bent, eager, curious figure with the glow of the noon light 
catching the silver rings in her ears. 

*' Che, che ! " she cried. ** What a clamour and clatter, — all 
the town is out, — they haye those free three-coloured flags, 
too, that the lads got shot so often for, years ago, and that the 
priests say will dways bring on us poison in the wells and 
pestilence. There is little Tista, the baker* s son, amongst them; 
he is always a bit of tinder. Ah, Tista, Tista, tell me what 
it is all about. Are the people mad ?— or is Giotto's gold cap 
put atop the campanile? — or is the Pope come? Che, che! 
Stop a bit, Tista, and say a word, boy." 

There was a shrill boy's voice, clear as a silver trumpet upon 
Easter day, that pierced above the din and joyous uproar and 
came through the darkness of the chamber to me. 

'' It is Pascar^l set free of the Bargello, and we make high 
\ioliday. Dress your casement, good mother, and at sunset bring 
a light there, or we will break it sure to-night." 

I sprang from my bed — I whose wasted, fever-stricken limbs 
for three long months had never known me upright, — X bn>wd 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



5l8 PASCARkL. 

mj bare arms and mj hollow cheek against the iron grating ; T 
beat my aching breast against the bars like any fresh caged burd. 
But all I saw was the gay glad tumult of the crowd heaving and 
gathering under the broad sunshine, with the three colours of 
free Italy tossing high against the scarlet cross of Florence. 
Then, too weak to stand, my feet gave way beneath me, my 
hands loosed their hold upon the stancheons, Ibe bright multitude 
in the narrow, dusky street was blotted into utter darkness ; I 
fell moaning and bruised upon the garret floor. 

At night she hung her light within her window, as Tista, the 
baker's son, had bidden her ; and went quietly herself to yespers, 
as was her wont. Ever since I had heard the one name ring 
down the street, I had leaned there, pressed against the grating, 
to watch the return of the people through Oltramo. 

I loved him so— dear Heaven I and yet almost I hated him. 
He had deceived me ! He had deceived me I 

This was the iron in my soul. It is an error so common ! 
Men lie to women out of mistaken tenderness or ill-judged com- 
passion, or that curious fear of recrimination from which the 
highest courage is not exempt. A man deceives a woman with 
untruth, not because he is base, but because he fears to hurt her 
with the truth ; fears her reproaches, fears a painful s^^ene ; and 
even when she is quite worthless, is reluctant to wound her 
weakness. It is an error so common ! But it is an error fisUal 
always. 

Night fell quiet ; the oil lamp glimmered in the casement. I 
forgot the light it shed upon my face, but crouched there, watch- 
ing with wide beaming eyes the coming of the crowd. 

The eighth hour echoed from the Yecchio as there rolled in on 
the silence — ^the deep sea-like sound of a rejoicing people. The 
tramp of many feet came distinctly over the bridges. The swdl 
of song vibrated against the massive walls. 

Strained against the grating, I watched and listened. 

Then, after a little space, l£ey poured through the narrow pas- 
sage by the Lion's Mouth, they came, the people of Oltramo— 
artizans, painters, mosaic-sellers, wood-cutters, tjobblers, traders, 
all in a confused moonlight struggle, with banners above them 
and shouts rising from ihem ; and in their midst my dorlmg, 
with the white moonlight on his dark straight poetic bcbws and 
on his dreamful eyes. 

Breathless I pressed agaiinst the iron bars — ^breathless I gassed, 
as only any creature can who, for months of silence and of 
absence has never once looked upon the face it loves. 
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I forgot the light shed on me— -he looking up at the eager 
people that filled every illumined casement, saw me where I 
leaned, and with one great cry, like the cry of a drowning man, 
he sprang down from the height on which they bore him aloft 
upon their shoulders, and forced his way up the ink-black slope 
of the steep stairs, and thrust his foot against the fastened door, 
and broke into the room. 

Then with a great cry he caught me in his arms, and held me 
close there in the great darkness, as a man will hold some dear 
thin^ dead. How many moments went I know not ; as there 
OEe years in which one does not live a moment, so there are 
moments, I think, in which one liyes a lifetime. 

The moonlight went whirling by ; the darkling shadows swam 
round me like eddying waters; the flo(M« trembled; then my 
vyes closed beneath his kisses, my sense grew faint, the world 
was dark — all dark. But it was the sweet, hot darkness of a 
r.ummer night; and even then I know I prayed, so far as I 
could pray, that I might die in it. 

The trance of passion passed. 

After a while, whether the time was short or long I cannot 
tell, the cloud upon my senses seemed suddenly to lift; the death- 
like trance of passion passed. I lifted my head, and strained 
myself backward from his hold, and shivered where I stood. 

For I remembered. 

He, with a quick vague fear awakening in his eyes, held me 
against him. 

"Why look at me like that?" he cried, and then was 
stiU. 

What I answered I cannot tell. AH madness of reproach that 
ever any tongue could frame, I know left my own lips in that 
blind, cruel hour. All excuse for him and all goodness in him I 
forgot: ah, God forgive me, I forgot ! He had deceived me; 
that was all I knew or cared to know. 

I had longed for his touch, his look, his word, as prisoners for 
liberty, as dying youths for life ; and yet, now that he was there, 
all the pride in me flamed afresh, and burned up love. All that 
I poured on him were hot upbraiding, and broken bitter scorn. 

" Tou shall not touch me, you shall not touch me ! " I cried 
to him, wrenching myself from his hold as we stood there, in the 
paleness of the moonlight, with the shouting of the baffled and 
impatient crew filling the air with its strange tumult; in the 
noise, in the flashing light, in the sudden passion of joy and 
terror, of love and hate, my brain was gone. I had only this 
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one memory left, and with it the instinct to wither him with his 
shame. 

I do not know either what he said in answer. I knew he 
kneeled there in the moonshine, kissing my hands, my dress, my 
feet, pouring out to me in all the eager fervid eloquence of his 
nature the rapture, the woe, the wonder, the sorrow, the shame, 
and the remorse that turn hy turn had their sway oyer him. 

'' Loved her P' he cried, as I flung the word back on him 
again and again and again in the foiy of my solitary instinct. 
** Loved her! Oh, God! do not profane the word — oh, child! 
how should you know ? Love ? What has love to do with the 
mindless follies and the soulless vagaries of men ? One catches 
the rotten pear that falls with golden skin across one's summer 
path ; but what fruit of thought, what flower of fancy, what 
fragrance of heart or soul can ti^ere be there ? Another passer- 
by had had it, coming first. Oh, gioja mia! oh, anima mia! 
listen, listen, listen, and believe ! If you love me, be jealous as 
you will of the wind that touches me, of the sun that shines on 
me, of the air I breathe, or of the earth I tread, but never be 
jealous of a soulless love. There is no dead thing in its cola 
corruption that a man can ever loathe as he loathes that I " 

I shut my ears to the sweet pleading of his heart. I wrenched 
^y hands from him. I struggled horn his arms. 

" Ah ! so you say, ah ! so you say," I said to him. " But why 
should I believe you ? You deceived me once ! " 

His head bowed itself down upon my feet ; he was silent a 
moment, then he raised his face quite bloodless as the dead are 
in the chill moonrays. 

" Oh, my darling ! I know, I know! " he murmured softly. 
''But be gentle, have patience; what else then could I do? I 
was frank with you — as frank as I could be j not to lay evil bare 
beneath your gmleless eyes. I told you from the first we were 
unfit for you ; only you pleaded so to stay, and my heart pleaded 
for you. You were so young, so helpless, so utterly lonely in 
your defenceless ignorance; and I tri^ to get better shelter for 
you, and I failed. And you were happy, and you heard no 
norm. It was a shame to love you, and let one*s-self be loved. 
Ah, yes I I know, but it was all so natural, so innocent, so un- 
foreseen ; ah, light of my eyes ! I sinned to you, indeed. But 
all the while I strove so hard to do my duty to you, — such poor 
and feeble duty as I could. Can you not forgive me that I erred 
}n weakness ? " 

Almost I j^^lded as I heard; the crowd, astonished and im- 
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patient, surged with loud outcry through the narrow street below ; 
but all that I had ears for was that sweet, sonorous, passionate 
roice that had made its music for me in the old dead days in the 
moon-lightened fields, whilst the maize was all ablaze with the 
love fires of the lucciolei. Almost I yielded : all the life in me 
was yearning for his life ; for the softness of silent kisses ; for the 
warmth of folded hands, for the gladness of summer hours spent 
fside by side in the ilex shadow, for the passion and the peace of 
mutual love that smiles at the sun, and knows that heaven holds 
no fairer joys than those which are its own, at the mere magic of 
a single touch ! 

Almost I yielded, held there by his close-elapsed arms, his 
face looking upward as he kneeled there where the moonrays 
feU. 

X moment — a word — and it was mine again; mine for ever- 
more ; mine a thousandfold more strong in sweetness, and more 
sweet in strength than I had known it whilst the wild libeccio 
blew the fragrance from the trampled grasses and the trodden 
grapes and the tossing roses on the hillside on the night of the 
saints beneath Fiesole. A moment, and it was mine. And I, 
oh fool ! oh poor, vain, proud, half-hearted little fool I I shut my 
heart to him, and shuddered in scorn from the deep dreamfrd 
delight that stole upon me like a trance. 

Should the lips that had touched hers seek mine again ? should 
the man who could sink to that baseness of a sensual bondage 
kneel at my feet and pray to me for union of my soul with his ? 

I dared not trust myself to look on him ; I flung my head 
back, and strained against the all-compelling force of hit 
embrace. 

"You talk — ^you talk — ^you talk — ^as poets do!" I cried to 
him, in my vain, bitter, childish rage. " It is your art, your 
trade ! You string the terza rima for a brazierfall of contamni's 
pence — any night they ask you — at a village fSfidr. A poet — ^you, 
who for three years could find companionship in such as she ; 
who, for all those seasons could stay unshamed and show yourself 
upon your stage beside her like your own dancing dog beside its 
chain^ and collared mate ! I will not hear you — no I It is too 
late. Go to her — go I Since once you found your level with 
her, keep it. It is too late, I say : — words P— oh, yes I They 
are your art; I know. You can make men weep, and laugh at 
them in your sleeve. You can make children laugh ; and you 
all the while as weary and sad as death. That is your trade, tr 
lie. A little lie or two— cue n^ore or less— what does it signify ? 

If 
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You dupe a woman — ^what of that ? It is your art to fool the 
world with the sham artifice of every counterfeit emotion. 
Praotise on every fool that loves you — ^her or me, or any other— 
what does it matter P you are stiU upon your stage ! '' 

He loosed his arms nrom round me and rose slowly, staggering 
a little in the dusky shimmer of the shadows and the moonbeams. 
There was a look upon his face that I had never seen there. 
God forgive me ! So, I think, must a man surely look who gets 
his death-blow straight through flesh and bone, and lives a 
second's space to look death in the face. 

"You say that — ^you?'* he murmured; and then was still, 
resting his eyes upon my own in an unspoken reproach, that 
pierced me like a knife thrust through my heart. 

"Yes, I say it — ^I — why notP" I cried to him, stung by 
remorse at the pain I dealt, and yet driven on by what I deemed 
my wrongs. "Have I not seen you, heard you, watched you a 
hundred times if once, playing at any passion that you would? 
Of course it was so easy to cheat me, a child that trusted you, and 
took your every word as a fixed law of God's I From first to 
last you know that you deceived me ; from the day you gave me 
the gold florins, to the night you said you loved me. If you had 
loved me, would you have let me live in that paradise of false- 
hoods for one single hour ? Would you not rather have sought 
for me my father and my kindred ? I come of a great race j I 
told you so ; somewhere in the world live people who would own 
and shelter me, people who would lift me up into some light of 
fair repute and of known dignity. If you had loved me, that is 
the thing you would have done ; I being too young, and poor, 
and simple, and ignorant to be ever able to do it for myself : you 
boast of honour; you say you are the last of a once mighty Ime, 
though only now a wandering player ; if it were so, if you were 
worthy of the loyalty and love those people in the streets give to 
you for their country's sake, would you have let your feet rest oi 
your eyes dose until you should have given me some firm, 
straight place in life, some hold upon my kith and kin, some 
knowledge of my heritage ? For me it is impossible ; but for 
you to have done that, how easy ! Then^ indeed, I might have 
said you loved me.'' 

He was quite quiet as he listened. Men are so generous— oh, 
heaven, yes, how generous — ^for only think how rare it is that 
ever a man will strike a woman ? And they, themselves, daily, 
hourly, incessantly stung, and bit, and galled, and chained by 
scorpion words and adder kisses ! Men are so generous ; he was 
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80. He neyer once lifted up bis yoice and said, as he migkt have 
said 80 justly : " And what title had I to serve and save you ? 
Why did I not leave you as I found you, a beggar in the ilex 
wood that day?" 

He was quite quiet. All the glow and eagerness and fervour 
of passion had died off his face ; it grew cold, and colourless, and 
still, with the impenetrable stillness of an Italian face tha,t 
masks all pain. 

"No doubt you are right," he said, gravely. "It would 
have been better had I done so. But, — you doubt I loved you, 
—I?" ^ 

In lieu of such a gentle word as that, whj- did he not throw 
me down under his feet, and cast on me his goodness and his 
grace, his tender thoughtfulness and patient care of me, like coals 
of fire on my vain, foolish cruel head ? If men set their heel 
more often on what is weak and worthless, I think women might 
be better than they are ; God knows. 

All my old perfect love for him, all my old perfect faith in him, 
welled up in my faint heart and almost broke the forces of my 
bitter vanity and greed. Almost, but not quite; for what I 
knew, might he not have come to me fresh that very night from 
the babblmg lips and the brown hands of his old toy ? 

I was passionate with woman's passion; I was cruel with 
children's cruelty. 

** Why should I bdieve you P " I cried to him. " You have 
let me believe a lie — once ! " 

His face flushed crimson, then grew very pale under its olivo 
darkness. I think he looked as a dead man must do. He shrank 
a little as though one had struck him a blow, a blow that ho 
could not return. 

" You have a right to reproach me as you will," he said venr 
gently. " And how should you know, how should you know P 

A heavy sigh ran through the words and made them barely 
audible. He looked at me very long, very wistfully, with no 
passion in his eyes, only a despair, that was so great that it 
chilled me into speechless terror. For it was so unlike himself 
or at least I thought so in my ignorance. He paused a moment, 
looking so. 

A convulsion of longing seized me to throw myself into his 
arms and cling to him for ever, for ever, for ever, forgetting all 
and all forgiving. But I was a diild; I was fierce, I was 
ignorant, I was wayward, and I had been wounded in the one 
sweet, sacred, perfect faith of my short life. I stood there silent 

¥ 2 
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and unyieldiiig; my burning eyes were tearlessi my iooinful 
mouth was mute. 

Thdte must have been that in my attitude, or in my look, or 
in my silence, that stung him like some insult, for the blood 
flashed back into hb face, and he raised himself with his old 
dauntless and grand gesture. 

" Even you shall not say that twice," he murmured. " I will 
serve you in other ways, God willing, but you shall not see my 
fece again. Farewell." 

Before I had measured the force of what he had said he had 
gone ; turned away and passed from sight. 

A single step, a single cry would have called him back. But 
I stood motionless and silent still ; and let him go : God I 

The clamorous people thronging the staircase and tne stairs, 
filled the night with their loud outcries. I called him back, but 
all in vain ; my voice was drowned in the tumult as a child's 
death-cry in a storm at sea. 



CHAPTER IV. 

DEAD BOSES. 

This was in the week that followed upon f asqui. 

The summer months went by, and I neither counted them nor 
knew what they were bringing. 

The days and nights passed by in an agony, at times fierce 
and at others dull, but always agony like that of a gunshot 
wound which bums like a flame one hour and aches like a bruise 
another. 

The face of PascarM I never saw ; and once when little Tista 
went by and Giudetti asked himnvhat was become of the wild 
fellow for whom he had made her bum her lamp all night, Tista 
caned up to her sadly, ^' He is out of the city, mother; and we 
are flat as ditch water — ^all of us." 

I neve^ stirred out ; — ^never once. 

I thought that it would make me mad to see the sun shine 
upon his Plorence— and I did not fear death, but I feared 
madness. 

I had seen it once, in a beautiM dark woman in old Ferrara, 
whose lover had been swept down in the winter floods and 
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drowned before her eyes^ and Bhe was forever walking to and fro 
along the water's edge and calling to it to give up her 'Dino ; I 
had seen her pacing there crying forever the one name when tho 
sun was up, as when the moon was high; she was sacred in 
Ferrara ; the rudest ruffian of the streets would not have touched 
dead *Dino*s **Pazza/' And sometimes I feared — in the hush 
of the night I often feared— that I should he just like her. For 
all I said, ever, and ever, and ever, was just one name, as she 
did,— only I said it in my heart, — and no one heard. 

I never stirred out — as I say. 

Often Giilldetta strove to take me with her to Sta. Spirito, and 
draw me out to see the humour of the streets j hut week by week, 
and month by month dragged on, and I stayed there by tiie cold 
hearth and saw the hand's breadth of blue sky burn above the 
palace roof, and prayed — as far as I ever prayed — to have an 
end made to my pain in death. 

But death, like other gifts, comes not for our asking. 

One morning, as I lay there upon my bed, old Giudetti drew 
her stocking off her arm, put down her spectocles, and looked at 
me with her brown Tuscan eyes. 

" Do you know that it is the Ascension week, and we are 
now in June ?" she asked me suddenly. 

I shook my head wearily; what to me was the flight of time, 
or the advent of summer ? 

'' I have seen sixty-eight summers oome and go," she said, 
after a pause* 

I did not answer. 

" Sixty-eight summers," she said again. "There was a time 
with me when the sight of the sun and the smell of the flowers 
made me sick — soul and body — as you are." 

I heard her, but her words were nothing to me. I should 
not have heeded in these days, I think, the roar of flames, or 
thunders of a flood. 

" Listen to me a little," said GiidettJi, and she turned her 
round on her oaken stool and sat with the sun touching the 
grated panes above her old white head. She was a little tender 
old soul, forever chirping on her lonely hearth like a little brown 
grille, and very good and patient with me, and \ all the while 
brutally thankless. " Listen a little. You young things think 
no one was ever bom before you; it seems so new to you, all 
you suffer. You are wrong. Listen. When I was fourteen I 
was a dancer at the opera-house here ; — like these girls I mend 
for, only I bad prettier fbet thwi they. I was a simple, honest, 
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biuppj tiuqgi daxiouig far my bread and my mother's, and 
thinRJng no harm, and doing none. I danoed a couple of years ; 
heart-whole and content, though I never got in Qie front, or 
made oyer half a paul a-night. People all said I was pretty. 
Perhaps I was, as a robin is. One Camiyal night, as I ran home in 
the snow, I slipped and fell down on Carraria bridge ; it was very 
bad in those days. A passer-by picked me up and carried me 
home, for I was light of weight, and had sprained my foot, so I 
could not stand. There was no dancing for me for weeks. He 
came to see how it fared with me ; came often ; he was a noble- 
man and a soldier ; a Francese, too. Before the vines were in 
flower we had got to love one another. Some people shook their 
heads at me, but that did not matter ; no man had touched so 
much as my hand till he kissed it. That year — well, I thank 
the good God for it. One can live on a year. He would have 
given me all manner of great and rich things. But I said, * No, 
no, no ; if I take a paul of yours, what shall I be better than 
the rest P' And all he ever gave me was a few knots of roses. 
I have got thorn. They will be put in my coffin with me. When 
the year was lived out, — I thank the dear God for that year, — 
there were war and trouble, and that great one they called 
Napoleone was in his death-struggle, so they talked. Then my 
love came to me and said, ' See, he was my chief, and I owe 
him much, and I cannot let him fall and I not there. You are 
the light of my eyes, Giikdett^, but what can I do when my 
honour speaks?' I ixied all I could to speak to him. For 
honour — that sounds so hard to us women. We do not see it ; 
and it is always set against us ; and we have no share with it ; 
and we hate it, I thii^. But all I could do did not stir him. 
' If I come not back in a year's space I am dead in battle,' he 
said. Then he kissed me for the last time and went. Napoleone 
was ruined and put in chains ; that they said ; but he — he never 
came back — ^not at that year's end nor any other's. And never a 
word have I had. It is near fifty years now. Never a word — 
dear God. People made a mock of me, and cried, ' A fine lover ! 
— ^he was only tired, and fooled thee !' But I never answered 
them back. I knew he was dead, or he would have come. 
What use was it to have loved him if one had not such little 
faith as that?'* 

Her voice shook a moment, and dropped into silence ; it was 
all still in the chamber ; the gold sunbeams shone through the 
gratings and cast an aureole on her old bent head. 

After a while, she took up her tale again. 
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" Tliere were times I was mad, and was nigh throwing my 
body in the riyer, and making an end, but I thoaght the good 
God would not let me meet him in Paradise if I did that. So I 
went on and on, and bore with my life. I neyer danced again 
— no, no — it was not for others to look on what he had used to 
call fair. I took to mending the magli^ and the hose, as I do 
now, just getting brencl; that was all. My poor old mother 
lived a long while. She need to fret terfielf, and curse me. I 
was good to look at, and there were many men of our quarter 
here wanted me — ^all in marriage and honesty. And my mother 
could not see why I shook them off * all for a bad man^ and a 
dead one, or as good as dead,' she would aay — ehe did not know* 
She lived a long while here ; — yes, here ; — I was bom in this 
room. I shall dio in it. He used to want mo txi change to some 
fine villa up in the orchards and gardens ; bat I always said no ; 
— if I had taken an ounce of silver from him, I should have felt 
he had bought my kisses. I only took the roseSj— I have them 
safe, — they will put them in mj coffin with me. So many, 
many, many years I us^ed to look out at this window to watch 
for him coming down the street, as he used to do, just at night- 
fall, as the moon came up over the old palace there, I go and 
look still — still — ^and I always think I shall see him just the 
same, jupt as young and light of foot as he was then*. And it is 
fifty years ago — fifty years this CamivaL*' 

She was i^ent; the sunbeams fell through the grating on to 
the stone floor. She drew her stocking on her arm again, and 
worked on and on, and on. 

I shivered where I lay. 

Fifty years ! and always alone thus ! 

My life looked ghastly to me, seen by the light of this corpse 
candle that shone over these buried lives. 

Should I live to be as old — always alone — always alone— live 
to tell my tale calmly, sitting in the evening light P 

If I had had strength, I think, in that moment's agony, I 
should have yielded to the temptation that had in her youth 
beset OitlldetU, and have gone out into the streets, and flung 
myself into the fall flood of the mountain-shed Arno water. 

Swift death! fierce death I how fair and pitiM it looked 
beside these fifty lonely years passed in poverty and pain under 
the strong summer suns and all the driving winter blasts ! 

" And did you never doubt him — ^never doubt that he lived 
and was faithless to you?" I asked her, roused out of my apathy 
and isolation into a faint passing sense of some human interest. 
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She looked at me with eyes a little angered and more but* 
prised, and paused in her work, the stocking on her arm. 

**J)oubi hmi But, bambina mia, you have not understood. 
I had loyed him and belonged to him; how could I eyer doubt 
him— after that?" 

The answer burnt me with a hot, sharp shame. 

She was an old ignorant woman — one of the very poor; she 
eoidd not read or write; she had no knowledge of any sort; she 
had a child's eagerness for seeing feasts and pastimes ; she would 
gossip by the hour with the people in uie street about any 
passing trifle of the town ; she was a little homely, harmless, 
hard-working body, who went to pray in great white Santo 
Spirito in a dumb, dog-like, wistrol, pasan sort of £uth; she 
was the gossip of the washerwoman oyer we way, and the crony 
of the cobbler at his staU in the road below ; she was only old 
GiMettt, the mender of the dancers' maglid; and yet, shut up, 
unseen in the rude, wrinkled, weather-worn rind of her rough 
life, there was hidden the pure white heart of this noble and 
deathless faith ! 

Beside her I seemed in my own sight to fdl away worthless 
and rootless — ^with neither loye nor faith. 

This was such loye as he had dreamed of, there on the star 
tower, in the days of spring — the loye that sees as God sees, and, 
has pardon and pity, wide as the width of heayen. 

It had not been in me; young, with the years Loye loyes, 
and dreaming with glad eyes against the sun, and fleet feet, 
light as a blown leaf upon a world of flowers. It was in her, 
poor, old| and utterly alone ; — whose solitary hope on earth was 
that a dead rose should lie with her in her graye : — a rose dead 
fifty summers. 



CHAPTER V. 

inn)EB THE WHITE LIOX. 

OiubxttX found time betwixt the mending of the maglid to 
do many a little helpM act for her poor brethren and neigh- 
bours. She was always moying about at such times, as the 
hose she had to mend were not so many that they occupied all 
her time £rom sunrise on to midnight But one August day« 
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goin^ down the seyenty odd stairs of the old house she dwelt in, 
she dipped and twisted her foot under the brass pail that she 
was carrying for water to the well below. 

She was a helpful, stout-hearted soul, and bore it well, and 
contrived to do for herself and me, and even to make the little 
frugal meals all the same. But she could not moye beyond the 
church to which she went nightly at vespers; and her neigh- 
bour's child had to run hither and thither over the town to 
fetch and carry home the stockings that were her only source 
of income. 

I should have done this, no doubt ; but I was too deeply sunk 
in the apathy of pain to notice any duty. Neverthdess, one 
day, when the little lad was later in than usual, she so begged 
of me to take homeward some maglid, without which the poor 
dancer waiting for them would be unable to make her appear- 
ance at the summer theatre that night, that a vague sense of the 
shamef olness of my own absorption stirred in me ; and, the hour 
being close on eveningtime, and the streets ah^ady dusk, I 
wrapped myself closely in an old dark-hooded cloak of hers, and 
for the first time in six months and more, went out into the air. 

It made me stagger and feel sick. 

The owner of the maglid lived beyond the Frediano Gate. 
The streets seemed all in a tangle of strange unknown curves to 
me — I, who had known the city, as a child his father's garden- 
ways, was adrift in it as in a foreign desert place. There was 
the red evening light everywhere, burning on the black shadows 
and the grey housewalls. BeUs were beginning to toll for 
vespers. There was the scent of orchards from great mounds of 
ripe and rotting fruits. There was a loud gay chatter of voices 
and hurry of feet everywhere. A girl, about my years, leaned 
from a casement, and threw down a knot of carnations, and 
pouted, and shook her head ruefolly at a young man standing 
below in a grey shirt and a scarlet cap. 

^' 1^0 chance of a stroll to-night, Agnolo ; — mother will not 
let me stir from the trecciii." 

She thought it such a hard fate, leaning there, tied to her 
task of straw-plaiting, with her lover in the street below, 
unable to get out in the cool summer night, to stray into the 
woods, and see the lucciol^ lighten, and count the nobles' car- 
riages in the wide, moonlit piazzone. She thought it such a 
hard fate, only able to toss down the carnations — Oh Gk>d ! she 
did not dream how hungrily I below there envied her the shelter 
and the tyranny against which she thus rebelled* 
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Out by the Frediano Gate there was more light. The after* 
glow came in full from the west, across the valdigrJve. The 
cypresses of Oliveto were standing out against a wonderM sky ; 
rose-purple, like the heart of a dahlia flower. The Strozzi lion 
couched white amongst the hanging woods. Along the road that 
wound at their base there were some contadini going homewards 
to the outlying villages. 

One of these came towards me on a black mule. She was a 
little round red-and«brown figure; her panniers were full of 
market merchandise; before her strutted slowly a flock of young 
turkeys; she held a long switch, with which she struck at 
them ; the old mule hobbled slowly in their wake ; the grey 
plumes of the birds spread fanlike over the dust of the highway, 
as they rose and rustled in their wrath. 

** Our Lady grant me patience, oh you diavolini I " cried the 
shrill, swift voice of the market-woman. " The sun is down, 
and, surely as one lives, you will all go to roost in the hedges — 
you always do; — just wherever you find yourselves, like the 
stupid boobies of birds that you are I -And what can one do 
with you, you wretched simpletons ? — sit and watch you in the 
hedge oneself all night, or else not a wing feather of you will 
there be to be seen in the morning ! Such thieves as they aU 
are in this city. That is what comes of buying you of that 
Pratoese by the barracks. If ever I buy poultry in the street 
again, may all my eggs be addled! And go to roost you toill; 
— and we all these kilometres off home : you must have the 
tempers of a herd of gipsies in you, you nasty beasts, or you 
woiid never squat in any hedge like that, instead of waiting to 
get to proper perches like good God-fearing fowls " 

The shrill, scolding tones dropped suddenly; then a little 
frightened shriek broke the silence; her switch fell in the dust, 
her bridle on the mule's neck. In the warm ruddy light, under 
the dusky wood, amidst the grey fluttering feathers of the birds, 
t^e little rounds rosy face of Brunotta looked down into mine, 
blanching with sudden fear and wonder. Her hands sought the 
ring of amber beads about her throat, and her lips began to 
mutter prayers. 

Perhaps I looked the ghost of my dead self to her, there, in 
the shadows and the warmth, perhaps; — I was so changed. 
And the long, dusky folds of the cloak covered my shape loosely 
from head to foot, and all she saw were my wide opened, 
feverish-startled eyes. I did not move. I sat on the stones, 
and looked up at her. I felt no wonder, no surprise, no passion 
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of any kind ; only a dreary desolate disgust and sickliness of 
great humiliation. He had loved her — this little shrill, scolding, 
petulant, coarse fool, striking at her turkeys with her switch — 
that was all I thought of: what hotter did I know ? 

The birds fluttered to right and left of her ; the mule stood 
still ; the other people had gone on round the bend of the wall ; 
it was quite quiet ; there was only the sound of a fisher's feet 
wading in the river below the bridge. 

"Is it youP — ^is it you, indeed, donzella?" she murmured, 
timorously, her hands clasping and counting the beads all the 
while. **I thought you were dead; I dways thought so. 
You look dead now; only your eyes bum. Are you angry? 
Are you very angry still P Oh, holy Gesii ! how you frighten 
me ! " 

I made her no answer. 

I gazed at her in a sort of dreamy contemplation, in which 
my disgust of her was lost in deeper scorn for him and for my- 
sdf. This was the thing that h^ shared his heart with me ; 
this was the toy that he had dallied with ere he had turned to 
play in my turn with me I So I thought, poor little, weak, 
faithless, ignorant soul that I was, knowing nothing of the 
follies and fancies of men, knowing nothing of how their passion 
floats over an ocean of froth, that it skims curlew-like till it 
dives for its one pearl of price in the depths that the storm stirs 
and opens. 

''I was sorry as soon as I had done it," she began to 
whimper. " But who was to know he was in the Bargello ? 
And who could tell that you would tear away and kill yourself 
like that ? You were handsome, and you said you were illus- 
trious. I thought all would go well with you. And the very 
next day I went and vowed a necklace to the Virgin, and I gave 
it, too; a beautiful thing, aU real silver, with a moonstone, that 
that big black Dominic hung round me all for love — he swore it 
was his mother's ; but I believe he pilfered it. Anyway, hand- 
some it was, and the Madonna had it, and she ought to have 
had a care of you. But if you are not dead, you must be very, 
very poor — are you poor ? WiU you not say a word P Look 
you ; now it is all over, I am not one that bears ill-will. I 
would give you a bed and a bit and drop — ^yes, I would ; for 
Cocomero, he never saw any good looks in you ; you were too 
thin for him ; he likes a woman like a juicy apple, all round 
and rosy, just as I am. And if you like to come home with me. 
come. You shall be welcome. It is all over with Pascar^l and 
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iiie» yon know; and I liaye a tidy little placed oat here, Signa 
way, and I always was a handy one with poultry"—" 
' "Allorer!" 

I echoed the words, not knowing what I did. What I a orea- 
tore lived there, rosy, and young, and full of health, and quite 
content with all her days, who yet could say thus coolly all was 
over with her love, and could think and know that she would 
see his face and hear his voice no more, and yet, a moment ear- 
lier, had had no care but to drive her grey birds homeward ere 
the evening fell ! 

The sound of my voice banished her strange fears of me as an 
unreal thing. She ceased to cling against her mule, and stepped 
a little forward in the dust. The sun had set, it was growing 
quite dark under the shadow of Mount Olivet. 

"It w you, then donzella?" she cried, aloud; "and 

you are here still? and in great straits, I think; for where 
are your yellow skirts, and your sunny hair, and your proud 
prel^ toss of your head like a princess born ? One would 
think you were a beggar, sitting on those stones there. Yes, 
it is all over with him and me. After you were gone I did 
not seem to care — somehow — I had been jealous, — and when he 
was in prison — ^it is as if a man were dead, you know. One gets 
to forget — quite. And I had always liked Coco : he was such a 
good-natured simpleton, and just like a baby to manage, and as 
men^ as a dog in a fair. So, when Fascaril found us out one 
day in Friuli and offered us this farm here, and said we might 
go before the priest and syndic and make all straight and right, 
as if one were a duchess, why, what could one do better ? Coco 
was all for taking nothing — ^men are such fools ; but I, I said, 
' never turn your back on a neat littie podere, and a mule, and 
a poultry-house; when the Madonna sends such things, we 
should sin indeed not to take them.' And, after all, dancing 
about in tinsel is merry and good enough in its way, but one 
cannot do it for ever, and it is well to have a roof over one's 
head, and a fair name for fat fowls in the mercato ; and, after 
all, say what you will, it is something to be a wedded wife, — 
wedded before syndic and all, — and if you only had seen the old 
mother's face the first day I walked into the hovel in Casentino, 
and held my hand up to her with the yeUow ring I It was 
worth anything just to spite her, for she had always sworn I 
should come to no good, but die in a ditch ; and now she would 
give her ears for one of my turkeys to fat for Capo d' Anno." 

So her tongue ran, standing there in the white dust» and 
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itding with a little gleesome laugh that showed her white 
teeth £roin end to end between the ruddy lips, like daisies set in 
poppies. 

The dusky trees and purple skies, and all the deepening sha- 
dows in the bronze and gold of the night, swam round me in 
circles of darkness and light. 

Brunotta slid herself from the back of the mule and stood 
leaning against the animal with one arm over his neck ; a little 
ruddy figure, scarlet and brown, with black braids shining, and 
silver earrings glistening in the sunset, just as I had seen her 
first of all as the day had died and the crocus flowers had closed 
in the ilex woods to the sounds of the mandoline. 

" Are you angry still ? ** she muttered, piteously. *' As soon 
as I had told you, I was sorry — yes, I was. I am not a bad 
little thing — only I was sick to see him crazed for you, and I 
wanted you to know— out of spite — yes, out of spite. But as 
soon as I had done it, I wished it undone. I hammered at the 
door to tell you so, but you would not listen. You went away 
through the window^ and such a fuss as the padrona made about 
her rose trees, that were all dragged down and trampled, never 
was ! But how you look ! You must be dead, I tlunk. And 
if you are dead, I will have a mass said for you — two or three 
masses, if only you will be quiet, and not walk at night ! '' 

She began to sob as her wont was in any fear, or any ex- 
tremity ; her finger in her mouth like a sulking child, and 
her shoulders shaking against the broad neck of the patient 
mule. 

I did not speak to her ; I did not even rise and move away. 
I sat and looked at her vacantly ; while, through the stupor of 
my thoughts, a shiver of the old scornful, bitter hate began to 
steal upon and stir in me. 

" A wife ! " I echoed, dully. " A wife ! whose wife ? '* 

I had only one thought. I had gathered no definite sense 
from her words. 

She looked like a humbled chidden child who finds a gilded 
toy he boasted of is only rag and patchwork after all. Some 
sense and tinge of shame came on her ; she shifted her feet in 
the dust. There was a sort of exultation and mortification 
struggling in her as she answered, — 

"I am Coco's wife; why notP He is just such a fool as he 
seems ; and he dares not say his soul is his own if I look at him. 
That is the stuff one wants in a husband. And I always had 
been fond of him, — that I vow, — always. And when Pascaril 
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was in prison, — ^it was as if he were dead, you know. Of 
eonrse I did not mean him to find out, hut he overheard one day, 
and then he gave us the farm ; and Coco, like a little hlind bar« 
haggiano as he is, went and told him I had driven you away. 
And then he was in such madness — such rage — the saints for- 
give him ! I never saw the like. And we have never seen him 
since, except I passed him once on this very Signa road, and 
thought his eyes would have withered me up like a shrivelled 
leaf— he can look so, you know. But I bear no malice; no, not 
I; and if you want a roof over you, I will give it you, don- 
zella— oh, yes, willingly ; and we will let bygones be bygones^ 
and be good Mends, just as we used to be ; and though you are 
useless enough, as I remember well, still there arc things that 
you could do; and if you could not, I, for one, should never 
grudge you anything, and Coco, — whatsoever I tell him he 
thinks good, or says he does, which comes to the same thing ; 
and you could see the house was safe while I come into the 
mercato, which one must do most days, or else lose credit with 
the buyers. You see I bear no mafice — no, not I, why should 
T ? I have all I want. So, if you like to come — come ; and 
say no more about it." ; .. ^ 

She put her hands out as she spoke^^tough, brown, chubby, 
rosy palms — in token of fair faith and of all amity. She meant 
well — oh, heavens, yes ! she meant well, poor little soulless, 
mindless, empty thing, that had no force to love or force to hate. 

Why did I not strike her ? Why did I not kill her ? 

I moved where I stood in the dust : a convulsive shudder of 
longing shook me to hurl her back into the dust and strike 
her insult dumb upon her mouth as men may do with one 
another. 

But some strain of an old proud race still ran in me and 
helped me to keep silence, and gave me force enough to rise 
quite quietly from the heap of stones on which I crouched, 
beggar-like as she had said, and look down into her pretty, 
cunning, timorous eyes, in which the red light was shining. 

" You mean no harm," I said to her, *' may things go well 
with you. But, if you are wise, do not let me ever see your face 
again." 

And so 1 left her, and went back under the olive shadows to 
the city, and she stayed tliere, a little frightened ruddy figure, 
in the glory of the after-glow, and ere I had gone far I 
heard her calling to her birds that had nestled down by the 
wayside and folded their russot pinions for their rest, like 
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feathered gipsies and hedgerow philosophers, as their kind have 
ever been. 

The torkeys would roost in the road — that was her trouble; 
she had forgot all other. 

"Who will may see her any day sitting underneath her green 
umbrella, with her fowls clucking loud around her, hard by the 
old Strozzi pile, and not a stone's throw from what was once the 
bottega where Benvenuto shaped his Hercules on its field of 
lapis lazuli, and fashioned in gold, and bronze, and silver, his 
griffins and cherubs, his lilies and fauns, his wild acanthus 
wreaths, and his love-legends for his daggers' hilts. 

Ah, dear foolish folk that weep for women ! to one Gretchon 
on her prison-bed there are a million, Brunotte at their market 
stalls. 

Some pluck, like her, their speckled hens for a few soldi ; 
some pluck their golden geese in the great mercato of the world ; 
but their end is all the same, and they are quite content. 

I went on past the bridge, where men were wading with great 
cloud-like nets, and underneath the little church of Santa Maria, 
whose mellow bells were ringing across the silent water. 

The sun had quite sunk ; but there was a deep hot glare upon 
the sky that burnt the water red, the trees that stretch away 
towards the country were black, and from the full moon that 
hung in breathless purple skies, a lovely whiteness touched the 
river here and there, and gleamed upon the old pale walls of 
Signa, where she crouched to sleep under her feudal hills, scarce 
changed at all since the days of her many martyrdoms, when she 
was ever the first and surest mark for steel and torch from every 
foe who came across the mountains to violate the fruitful and 
serene loveliness of the olive-wreathed Yerzaja. 

I paused and looked back at all that evening calm — once— just 
once. I could still hear the voice of Brundtta screaming to the 
birds beneath the monastery. I thought of one day, cme goldeu 
day of the late summer, that we had loitered away in Signa ; how 
we had strayed amongst the tossing millet, and wandered amidst 
the old monastic walls, and cut reed pipes from the canes by the 
Greve stream, and quenched our thirst with the sweet green figs 
aa we watched the cloud shadows come and go on the shallow 
gold of the Amo water, where Hercules had cast down the rook 
that in later days served to save the fair jewel-hung throat of 
Fiorenza from the brutal blade of her ravisher Castruccio. 

Then I groped my way senselessly through the Frediano (Jate, 
the gate of the green country, a« the old City called it. 
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It was night) though the red tinge was so slow to leave the 
west. The hells were tolling everywhere. People were passing 
through the doors of the churches to vespers. 

Great, stUl, and white the vaulted hasilica of the Dove looked 
like a palace of peace. There were a few dim lights at its east 
end. Scattered in its solitude half a dozen women, poor and 
old, kneeled in prayer,-— dark hent forms against the marble 
pillars. 

I lingered a moment on its steps, wishful to enter and pray 
likewise. 

But shuddering, I looked and turned away — how can one 
pray when all one cares for on earth and in eternity is dead and 
gone? 

I turned away and dragged my weary feet across the piazza 
where the moonlight was softly spreading, and under the shadow 
ol the Guadagni Palace, where in the first night that I had 
laughed in the Wandering Arte the alabaster workers of Plorence 
had borne away Pascarel upon their sturdy shoulders to the sound 
of their shouting and singing. 

When I had groped my way by the Mouth of the Lion up to 
the garret of Giudetta, her lamp was alight; there were swift 
eager voices in the chamber ; the little old woman sitting on her 
settle gave a little thrilling cry of joy ; a shadowy figure sprang 
to me and knelt at my feet, and kissed my poor dust-covered 
skirts. 

" Ah, dear donzeUa ! " cried the voice of Florio, " is that you ? 
Is it indeed, you ? How I sought you, all northward — all on a 
false trail, and you in wretchedness like this the while ! And 
such news, signorina mia — such news ! The lord, your father, is 
a great noble, and a rich one too — this very Capo d' Anno only ; 
such strange accidents, so many deaths, and he, whom none woidd 
own or look at, called at last to his fatiiers' place. Oh you never, 
never heard — ^it is a wonder-story for a child at Ceppo. And 
then to us — ^when we were all in the black north, talang crown 
and kingdom as it were— for it is aU so great — then to us all of 
a sudden when I, amidst our grandeur, was stiU thinking and 
praying for you, though I had given up all hope — why, all of a 
sudden, comes to us, a week ago, a light witted, reckless, 
wandering scamp and playactor, who had made me split my sides 
many a night in his booth in years gone by in towns and villages. 
And he, all travel- stained and tired, with that wayward, ca- 
pricious lordly fashion he has with him-rfor Pascarel was always 
as proud in his ways as a prince, hedge-stroUer though he ha9 
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been from his boyhood up — ^he, I say, my darling signorina, 
forced his way to audience with your father, do all one would, 
and then and there told him where to find you ; and what more 
passed between them the saints only know, but certainly high 
words of some sort ; for the fellow when he came from your 
father swung through us all mute and fierce and with such a 
Bcom on his face that I was like to strike him, only one knows 
he is so very apt to strike back. And a very little later milordo 
sent for me and bade me seek you out here, and I am come, and 
no empress, oh, my blessed little lady, shall ever have been 
greater than you shall be — ^if only it had pleased the Dominiddib 
to let dear dead Maduccia see the day — and have you never a 
word to cast to your old faithful Florio ; but can you only stare 
at one with those sad blind strange eyes that it half breaks the 
very heart in one's breast to see ? " 

I stood and listened : the flicker of the oil lamp on my face, 
and on my ear the eager headlong torrent of my old mend's 
words. 

Little by little — ^very slowly — ^the truth dawned on me. 

My bidding had been done; and fortune came to me. 

Then, in a passion of weeping, I wrenched myself from 
Florio's hands and cast myself £sice downwards on the bare 
stones of the floor. 

Great? great? 

Oh, God ! what use was that P 

Only to wander once again light of heart and of foot in the 
sweet Tuscan summer when the magnolias bloomed on the wide 
hillside and the lilies were blue in the vine-shadowed grasses — 
only to wander so once again with my hand held in his and his 
kiss on my cheek I What use were the greatness of kings to 
ufiF 

I was left that night and day with old GiMettik, and Elorio 
went and came a hundred times, bringing me silks and satins, 
and jewels, and sweetmeats, and pretty painted toys, and all 
manner of rich dainty things, to be a surety to me of my new- 
won wealth ; and he, good merry soul, full of joy and glory to 
the brim at the wondrous fortunes of the man to whom he had 
dung through every evil chance of penury and shame, he could 
not comprehend, but was sorely wounded because I would nol 
iiok on any of the treasures, but turned my face to the wall 
and kept crying: "Take me back to dear Mariuccia — ^take me 
back." 

Tor it seemed to me, a brave glad child by nature, and therefore 
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the more utterly unnerTed and passion-beaten under my great 
pain, that the only real good that life could do me would bo to 
take me back again to that old innocent despised home, where the 
lizards had sported under the broken Donatello, and the crack of 
the bean shells had struck sharp on the silence. 

All that I could have any sense to hear was when he spoke of 
PasoarU, and this he did often ; because the story seemed strange 
to him. 

" It is odd," said he, " that you have chanced on that wild- 
living fellow. Ah, dear donzdla, I knew him so long ago — 
when you were not bom — a clever rascal, playing with French 
people who stroUed through Savoy. They used to s^, even 
then, that he might be a famous artist, and a rich one, if he 
chose. 

*'But he never chose. He is a vagabond at heart. That is 
certain. But I suppose he dealt with you as well as he could ; 
for my lord, your father, let him go without rebuke, nay — 
seemed to be rebuked by Mm, if one might say so without dis- 
respe<!t. 

" And of a surety he showed judgment and honour in never 
letting you be seen on his wandering stage. I suppose he did 
as well by you as he could, since you do not complain. But it 
was a terrible fate for a little illustrissima like you. And your 
father says that you are not to breathe one word of it. 

"If you coidd have seen that fellow Pascai^llo sweeping 
through us all as li^ht and as swift and as fierce as a panther, all 
dusty and travel-stamed, and very pale, and with a strange light in 
his eyes, and calling aloud to see your father, with all haughtiness 
end insistance as though to be sure he were a prince himself, as 
some folks say his ancestors were in this Tuscany. 

" Yes, to be sure it was strange : to see that clever rogue, last 
in his booth, in a little sea town on the Comiche making a 
hundred fisher people split their sides with laughter; and then 
next to find him a dozen years later calling out like a king to 
have speech with your father, all that way away in the northern 
islands — ^it is strange enough surely. 

"Ajid the people were so terrified at him because of his 
^perious way and his language, that was all unknown to them. 
But it was good of him, that I will always say, and I think only 
an Italian would have done it; to take all that pains and trouble 
to trace your father; and it was no slight work, such a change 
having come to our fortunes. A selfish man, dear donzella, 
would have been tempted to keep that pretty face of yours to 
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deck his stage for him; and a mean one would have looked for 
some vast recompense. But Pascardl — ^your father is a great 
noble now and has been a very bold person always, but I think 
iie would no more have dared to offer a reward to Pascar^Uo than 
a boy would have dared to face the K^ Satana. 

*' And it is very piteous to see you with your little white 
handsome face always shivering and weeping, though it is bright 
sunshine like this. 

" Pascar^l said, I think, that he lost you when be got caged in 
Bargello ; and I suppose, though this good soul has done her best 
l>y yo^> still you have been half starved and very wretched. 

'* Never mind, carina ; you will be so great now — so very, 
very great, and when we have got the roses back into your 
cheeks again you will have all the world at your feet. For even 
miserable as you look, my darling, you are very handsome still 
— beautiful, if one could get that haunted look out of your 
eyes.'* 

So he would speak, and I would listen, my heart breaking as I 
heard. And I could see it all, — so well, so well, — in that dreary 
misty land that I had never trodden, in those towering castles of 
my father's race, that were set seawards against the clouds and 
billows of the vexed Gaelic water. I could see it all, the steel- 
hued waves, the grey bare country, the towering skies, the heavy 
pomp, the sullen northern crowds, and amidst it all the proud 
and wayward grace, the rapid voice, the lustrous eyes, the fear- 
less eloquence of the Italian, dropped amidst them in utter 
unlikeness like a pomegranate flower shaken down on winter- 
withered bracken. 

I could see it all, and broke my heart with vain-spent weeping 
at the thought of it. 

In face of all my cruel words he had left his country and his 
people, and his free and simple life, and had gone northward in 
my service, maintaining himself doubtless by hard toil — for he 
was poor. 

And I had driven him away, and said that I would never see 
his face again, — ^for what ? Por that poor little fickle traitorous 
thing who had screamed to her roosting birds there at sunset on 
the Signa road. 

When Plorio had left me that night in Giiidett^'s garret to 
sleep my last hours under its kindly shelter, for which I had 
been so thankless always, I sat and thought, and thought, and 
thought, till I was mad staring at the blue summer sky above 
the piled black roof of dark Oltramo. 

s 2 
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Oijlidett^ came and looked at me and put her hands gently on 
my bowed head. 

''Yon are going to great people and great things, dear little 
lady," she said gently ; *' well, no doubt the world must be very 
fine for those who are rich and full of might in it. As for me I 
cannot tell, I have darned magli^ here by the Bocca di laone all 
my days. But I do not know rightly what is amiss with you. 
You have never spoken. But if you have ever loved one man 
do not ever try to love another. No. Not if it be ever so. So 
only can you ever live and die pure of heart and pure of body. 
That I know, though I have oiUy mended magli^ all my years m 
Florence." 

Then she bade the Mother of God bless me, and left me in the 
twilight and went to her vespers in the Church of the Dove as 
her wont had ever been for seventy years at evening-tide, when 
there was no longer any light to draw together the silken 
threads. 

I was alone, in the shadows that deepened and deepened till 
the brown front of ihe palace grew black and the streets had 
onlv little gleaming stars of flame where the people's oil lamps 
flickered. 

When it was quite night there came a little knock at the door ; 
a pretty bare-footed child stood there with a great knot of roses. 

She crossed the floor and brought them to me. 

They were the same sweet snowy beautiful things that had 
come to me at day-dawn after the Yeglione. Bound them was 
a roll of paper, and on it was written only: ''Be happy. 
Farewell." 

I crushed them to me as mothers crush their dying children 
in their arms, and my hot tears burned tb^m like dropping 
fire. 

This was the end? the end of all? Was the dd sweetlife of 
that Tuscan summer dead and gone then ibr evermore ? Should 
never I see a blue lily bloom in its lowly grass nest without this 
sickness of soul upon me ? Should never I smell the fresh scent 
of the vines and drink the magnolia breaths on a moonlight night, 
without this madness of memory that is worse than aU death 7 
Was this the end? th^ eii4 of lOl? 
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THB FIBLD OF FLOWEBS. 

CHAPTER I. 

mS STOBT. 

The Tilla stands amongst the hills. 

It is four hundred years old. The broken soulptures on the 
terrace walls are all the shields of the great race that once reigned 
here. The chapel is changed into the chief reception room ; it is 
long and lofty, and has a high vaulted ceiling, painted with 
frescoes of the Paradise ; through its one vast window at the end 
there is a mass of silver shiniug ; it is so beautiful and luminous 
and strangely white that nothmg could compare with it except 
newly-fallen snow upon the Alps, — yet, go closer and look, it is 
only the plum trees in blossom there, beyond the wall, above the 
lily-filled grasses. 

Out yonder in the rough simple gardens, where all that white- 
ness shines, you can see the towers of the city rising amongst the 
olives far bdow ; nearer glisten the marbles of the old Monte 
Croce Church amongst the cypresses ; further than all, away there 
in the north there is Yallombrosa ; the pinewoods at tiiat distance 
are like cool blue shadows, and above tiiem there is still snow, 
white as these fruit blossoms that the wind shakes against your 
hair. 

A great artist has made his dwelling here; there under those 
roof arches of green leaf is his open air studio. On the old stone 
terrace there is a litter of brushes and sketches, and books open 
at a verse of Dante or a page of Boccaccio. Beneath, in violet 
clusters, lies a mandoline. Under the ilex darkness stands a 
contadino ; he has a wreath of golden tinted laurel in his hand ; 
he has be^ a model for a study from the Decamerone. A window 
is half open into a chamber within ; through the space there 
gleams the deep rose of a velvet curtain, and the ebony of an old 
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cinqneoento portrait frame. AYithin doors a sweet strong voice 
is singing half aloud a fishing song of Naples. Who sings like 
that P oh, only little Gillino, the gardenei?s lad, who is plucking 
the dead leaves off the trellis work in the open court there, 
hejond the doors. 

Save for Gillino's singing and a litUe tremulous note from the 
mandoline, as a lizard runs across its strings, there is not a sound 
on the sunny stillness of the day. 

The artist paints on in silence under the ilex shade ; the con- 
tadino erect before him with the sun full on his yellow jerkin 
and his black straight brows, and the tawny leaves of the winter- 
gilded laurel. 

I, Pascardl, come up through the fields where thousands of 
yeUow daffodils are blowing and the peach blossoms are scattered 
by millions on the grass ; come through the fields and vault the 
low walls and stand by the painter's side. 

"You would make a much better Panfilo," said the artist, 
looking up with a smile of welcome. " Take Giacone's place and 
let him go to his vines." 

The peasant goes, nothing loth to be liberated, and I take up 
the laurel bough and stand with the sun in my eyes. 

" I am not young enough for Panfilo." 

" You are young enough for anything/' says the artist. " You 
will never be old." 

So the painter paints on, and his Pamffilio stands there while 
the golden daffodils blow in the fields, and the city shines far 
down below, beyond the light clouds of the olive foliage. 

Shall I never be old ? — I, Pascarll ? I felt very old to-day 
before I came up here amongst the white plum trees. I felt very 
old as I walked through the Frediano Gate this morning, across 
the Gr^ve river, towards Signa, for where the red roses were 
nodding over the field walls, I met a little woman on a black 
mule with a great crate full of cackling poultry, and she was as 
plump as a guinea-pig, and was hung about with big cabbages in 
nets, and she screamed shrilly to her mule as she beat him. And 
she looke<l at me and started a little and crossed herself, and beat 
her mule afresh to hurry onward. Then I felt old. 

Only the other day it seems she was a little round rosy laugh- 
ing thing in the boat on the river, when the fireworks flashed red 
against the blue night sky; then she learned to dance the salta- 
rello with the ftolic of a kid, and her lips were like two cherries 
—only the other day ! 

Wow, — on the Peast of the Dead that November morning, I 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



HJS STORY. 343 

was heavy of heart as I went along down into Florence. For 
what could I say, I thought, to my darling whom I had wooed 
and won? It seemed to me that for an honest man who had 
tried his best to do right I had come as near to looking like a 
scoundrel as might be. I would never judge men again, that I 
swore to myself; for there was I who had suffered more than I 
cared to confess to myself for the fair face of that child, and had 
curbed and controlled myself in a way altogether novel to me, 
here was I who had endeavoured with all my might to do well 
by her, here was I, I say, become as nearly fike a rogue, turn it 
which way I would, as a man can well become through the love 
of woman. And what a large latitude that is, all men know 
without my telling them. 

And how I loved her! dear God I Well, what use was 
that? 

I saw my way none the clearer for it as I stumbled down the 
stony road from Marco Yecchio, not being willing to see the don- 
zella's two soft radiant eyes until I had faced the perplexities 
before me and solved them. 

For how could I tell her the truth ? And how could I tell her 
what was not the truth ? One was as hard as the other. 

Chance solved the question for me as it does often for most 
of us. 

For when I got do^vn into Florence that day there was a storm 
in the air. AU about old bronze Porcellino, and in the square of 
the Signoria the people were clustering with dark words and 
darker brows, and it wanted but a touch of the match to the 
tinder to have had a day of darkness and bloodshed. There had 
been aggression and irritation, and they were sharp on the edge 
of revolt ; and I knew the time was not ripe, and that they 
would only fill the graveyard and prison, and I took their leader- 
ship, for they always loved me^ and one must do one's best £Dr 
Florence, and I spoke to them £rom the old Loggia as worthiar 
men than I had done in older times ; and so held them in hand 
all that day, and saved, as I may say without boasting, their 
bodies from shot and stedi, and the ci^ herself from feud and 
from fiame. And at sunset for my pains I was arrested and 
borne away to the Bargello Tower, and when I asked my crime 
was told that I had harangued the people and incited them to 
tumult. 

Old Porcellino knew better, but being of bronze he could not 
bear witness, and the people who could were not listened to^ so 
in the Bargello I lodged that night amongst thieves and mur* 
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derers, not able even to send bo much as a word to the Oapanna 
above Marco Yecchio, and frettiDg my soul bitterly becaase of 
the trouble I knew must be there on account of my unexplained 
absence. 

The only thing I could hope was that some noise of the tumult 
and of my own arrest would be taken up the hiUs by some 
villager or another going home from the market in Plorence, 

On the morrow, quite early, they moved me from the Bargello 
for judgment; and the people wanted to rescue me, and were 
wild for a little space ; but I begged of them to keep quiet, for 
the soldiery were strong, and I wished no Tuscan blood shed 
about me— a straw, a bubble, a player. The tribunal condemned 
me to three months of prison. 

It was not the first time by half-a-dozen. I had seen the soli- 
tudes of Spielberg, and I had heard the water wash the dungeons 
of Yenice, and I had been quartered with the rats in old Yicenza, 
and had spent a few dreary weeks behind the fortress of San 
Leo, high above the rent and rocky land, on the bare peak 
against the blaze of the skies. For I had never been behindhand 
wherever the people had been moved against the Prmces, and for 
many a rash word spoken in my Arte the feeble Bnkes and the 
powerful Tedeschi had alike been adverse to me. 

But that day the sentence fell on me like a thunderbolt. Be- 
fore, it had been only myself that had suffered when the prison 
gat^ had closed on me ; I was without a tear, without a pang ; 
I laughed when I went in, I laughed when I came out. What 
was I that I should complain of what Boethius and Tasso had 
endured ? But now — now I fear they saw that they hurt me, 
for what could my song-bird do, homeless and friendless in the 
snows of the winter, that were so soon to drive down through the 
open gates of the Apennine gorges ? 

I was heartsick that day as they took me through the old 
^miliar streets in the noon-day sun back to the Bargello Tower, 
and for the moment I was remorseful that I had not allowec^ 
those streets to run with blood at daybreak when the people had 
clamoured for me. 

For it is a bitter thing — ^perhaps as bitter as life holds — when 
you hear the bolts grate in their sockets, shutting you out £rom 
the living world, and know that for want of you that world may 
be worse than hell itself to some helpless female thing that is aU 
adrift in it like a yoimg bird in a storm. For there you are in 
your iron cage, and your bird may beat her breast till death 
release her, and you cannot touch her through the ban. 
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For many days I heard nothing and conld send no word, and 
80 fretted my soul in sickly desperation, as many worthier men 
bad done before me. 

Somewhere about the twelfth day little Tocc6 came, having 
wrenched down a lamp-iron and done some other naughtiness to 
get taken to prison and have a chance to be near me — poor dear 
Uttle lad — for this was his notion of loving one, and a notion so 
loyal that one could hardly believe that he had ever been bom of 
a woman. 

Tocc6 delivered me many messages from Brunotta, and weep- 
ing and Mghtened brought out from round his little brown throat 
my old onyx ring with the Fates. 

Then I knew what I had lost; I knew before he had told me 
that the child had fled away, none knowing why nor whither, in 
the dusk of that very day when they had arrested me in the 
Loggia of the Free Lances. 

What had driven her away? I could not tell. Not for one 
moment did I dream that the sin was Brun6tta's — men are such 
fools. I thought that in some manner she must have heard of my 
peril and have flown down the hillside in her wild innocent 
childish impulse to aid me, and so had come to some terrible 
woe in the city; and been killed perhaps — or worse. Who 
could say P 

A child like that — sixteen years old — and fearless because 
knowing no evil, and beautiful in her way as the flushed flowers 
of the rose-laurel. 

I dropped like a dead man, they tell me, and when they brought 
life back to me it came in the form of a raging fever — the only 
sickness that I ever remember in the whole course of my life. 

Little Toccb got leave to tend me, and did it so well that I got 
over it when the prison leeches had abandoned me as only good 
for the graveyard. He said that I kept hold of the Fates in my 
hand all the weeks through ; but raved of such a medley of cities 
and seasons and women's fSEtces and poets' &ncies, that none were 
a whit the wiser for what I said. 

By the time I was strong again it was the end of my term of 
captivity. The lad capered and flung his cap for glee when the 
gates undosed for us. But as for me, when that flood of dancing 
sunshine flashed upon mv eyes I reeled like a drui:^en man. 
For the first time since I had ran barefoot after my father's bar- 
row the translucent living light of my Italy was hatefdl to me. 
For how could I tell if the child were living or were dead? 

A good and loyal friend of mine was waiting for me, a worker 
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in gold and Bilyer, who dwelt hard by in the old street of the 
Ghibellines ; ho lies now in the fields by the village of Magenii. 

I staggered into his workshop that day and sat down and felt 
tike a man from beneath whose feet the solid earth splits and 
opens. I had never suffered greatly in my life before ; — except 
in sympathy for grief outside myself — and be one as philanthropic 
as one may, one bears the woes of others more lightly than one's 
own, — but now I was dulled and dazed with the misery I felt. 
And misery to me meant utter bereavement in a wider sense of 
desolation than rich men can know. Misery to me meant famine 
of the body and the soul and the senses. Por if I could no 
longer laugh at Fortune, I must feel her buffets as the galled 
jade the lash. And if I had not my light heart to wander with, 
what wealth had I on the face of the earth ? — ^for it is only by 
gaiety of heart that one can escape the thorns of the rough 
hedge-school which is only mirthfiil in one's Maytime when the 
hawthorn buds are fresh in blossom. 

Well, they sent me out of Florence that night and forbade me 
the city. My friends tried to find trace of the child for me in 
Florence, and I tried hard in the country. But it was all of no 
use — ^no use. Some straw-plaiters in Settignano thought that 
they had seen a young girl in an amber skirt go down the oak- 
wood-path towards the town one feast-day at early dawn. But 
that was all ; and this slender due brok^ in our hands and led 
us no fiu'ther than those old oaks under the war-seared Vin- 
cigliata. 

Ajid the truth of the matter never dawned upon me— never 
once. All I could think of was that she had heard of my 
seizure in the Loggia and had tried in her rash innocent fashioii 
to help me, and had so come to some horrible ending by som€ 
crime done to her that the guilty doers smothered. 

I believe I was quite mad for the time, ranging north and 
south to find her. But that Brunotta had aught to do with hei 
flight I never thought. Men are such fools. 

One day in the spring-time I rested a little in a village in 
Friuli, whilst I was ranging Lombardy and Venetia in the vague 
hope to hear or find something of my darling. 

Brunotta was nothing to me, but how could I send her adrift 
— a little helpless, ignorant creature like that? She had loved 
me very much that San Giovanni's day and every other day 
afterwards, or at least so she swore twenty times in as many 
hours. T did not doubt the truth of it ; perhaps I was too vain 
and thought too well of myself to imagine that a little empty- 
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headed rogue out of the Casentino, who could not for her life 
have read or written her name, would ever be tired of me ; of 
Pascar^l. Anyhow, could I send her adrift? A poor little 
simpleton whom I had taken for my whim and fancy away from 
her straw-plaiting and her goat-tending, and could do nothing in 
the world except hop about on her little plump feet, and that too 
clumsily for any greater theatre than mine ? 

I had always winced at the sight or the touch of her sioce I 
had seen that child's eyes in the Cathedral square in Verona ; but 
I would not be cruel to her. I had had so many pleasant sunny 
heedless foolish days with her, going over the length and breadth 
of the land in our idle gladsome feshion. Men are tender to 
women for remembrance's sake, long after all love has died out 
of them. Brun(5tta to me was like a little round brown bird out 
of the woods ; I could not wring the bird's neck just because its 
homely little song had lost all music to me ; I could hardly even 
fling it down the wind to go its own gait away from me. It was 
such an innocent little thing, I thought ; and if it fell into the 
fowler's snare through my abandonment, things would go ill 
with me. 

I joined her and the boys where of their own whim they had 
set up the Arte in a Priulian village. ' I wandered carelessly, 
stupidly, wretchedly, seekiiig only one thing, and that always 
vainly. I had ceased to play ; the laughter choked me ; I did 
field work when I worked at all, and for the rest I had some f^w 
hundred pieces laid by with an old goldsmith in Florence, so that 
I could keep together the poor little troop, of which the lads and 
dogs — and the brown-eyed dancing girl too, as I thought— were 
all dependent on me for every mouthful of bread. 

Pepito and Pepita had been poor stray brutes that I had saved 
from drowning ; Toto had been sentenced to death as dangerous 
when I had cut his halter one day in Pisa, and showed the 
Guardia that his madness was nothing more than thirst ; Toccb 
I had taken out of the hell of the galleys ; Cocomero had been 
perhaps the most utterly desolate of all when I had found him 
in the streets ; his father had been a clown, called Flageolet, who 
travelled with a French circus, and had been killed by a horse's 
kick in the ring that very noonday, leaving his son — without a 
coin in the world and leagues away from his birth-country — ^to 
weep his poor cowardly heart out in the burning sun of grim old 
Eimini. 

We waited the night in a little place where a green bough 
above the door told us we could get wine and bread. It was only 
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a Utile moimtaiii Tillage, too poor and small to liare any reguiaif 
place of resting. All Frinli is sad and unlovely ; if it were not 
for the glimpses of the Alps away there towards Yenice it wonld 
be hateM, that desolate historic land that had every rood of it 
8tami>ed bare by the iron heel of Barbarossa. 

Tms little village lies flat on the grey slope, with nothing to 
break its meland^oly and its barrenness where it is swept by the 
sharp sea winds, l^e people were poverty-stricken, and scraped 
the arid soil assiduonsly to get a bare subsistence from^ their 
wines and millet. It has been incessantly a battlefield in the 
times of the episcopal wars and of the aggrandisement of Milan, 
and it seems still as if the torch of war had scorched it sear 
for ever. 

Still even here the vine leaves were thick and green, and the 
grapes were budding in the little pergola, which &e poor house 
tiiat entertained us had managed to s&etch out between doorway 
and garden wall in the teeth of the keen breezes that blow fix>m 
the lagunes and the chain of the Tirol. In the heat of the noon 
I sat ^ere, glad of the shelter of the leaves ; bitterly sad at heart 
and tortured with a thousand imaginings of all that might have 
chanced to that young and pretty thing, adrift by herself in the 
width of the world. I had tried all I knew to trace her and had 
failed; the madness and the suspense of it were eating away all 
the life of me. I reproached myself for a million things that I 
had done and had said and for a million things that I had not 
done and had not said. I seemed to myself such an utter fool ; 
no better than a man who holds a diamond fit for kings in his 
hands and lets it slip through his fingers into a foul ditch where 
the toads can swallow it. 

I sat there in the scirocco that blew like a furnace blast over 
the nakedness of the land ; the insects were buzzing and boom- 
ing in the thickness of the vine leaves; it was two o'clock in the 
day and quite quiet. 

I^resendy in the drowsy stillness there came a murmur of 
voices ; one was Brundtta's. I was so used to hear it humming 
all the hours through without cessation about millions of little 
odds and ends that served her for endless discourse, that I heeded 
it no more than a man who lives on a millstream heeds the noise 
of the churning water. 

The sense of what die was saying drifted to me without my 
being aware ; I heard as it were without hearing ; I was so used 
to the sound of all her little shrill notes piping on by the hour 
over a mislaid ribbon or a smoked dish of macaroni 
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*' jfray take more care," it was saying now with a little stifled 
terror in it like a scolded child's. '' He would beat me, perhaps, 
or you, if he got to know. He can be so violent when he is 
cheated." 

"Why not let us run away P" whispered another voice, and 
this time it was the voice of my eighteen-year-old Coco. " You 
are lU&aid of him — afraid of your ears of him since that dreadful 
night the donzella went, and we do cheat him, as you say, and, 
when one thinks, it is not well — why not let us run away, right 
away?" 

" How could we live ? We have not a bit of talent hardly, 

»u and I, and it would be very bad to starve," said Brun6tta. 

le practical objection always comes from the woman. 

"But then if you love me?" murmured Coco; the man, you 
see, is always such an enthusiast, and always thinks that love id 
meat and dnnk. 

" Oh, I love you best a thousand times," cried Brundtta. " I 
used to think I loved him, and so I did, and specially whilst I 
was jealous of the donzella. But you see Pascar^l is too great 
for me. He is always doing and saying some wonderM thing, 
and all that devemess tires one; it is like walking on the tight- 
rope— don't you know? I can do that; but I am always so 
glad to jump down, so sick of being up so high. Pascar^l is just 
like the tight rope to me. But you are such another simpleton as 
myself, as one may say ; and you are just my age, and you like 
to romp about and stuff your mouth with finiit and make an ass 
of yourself just as I do, and besides you have sworn you would 
go before the priest with me, and I should like to show my 
old foster-mother the ring on my finger — just to spite her — and 
besides I do love you, Coco mio ! " 

And with that she kissed him where these lovers stood to- 
gether upon the other side of the vine leaves. 

I thought it time to rise and walk out of the pergola. Bru- 
n6tta screamed aud dropped upon her knees. Coco was as white 
as his ghost, and his limbs trembled under him. 

I soon put them out of their misery. 

"My dear children," I said to them quietly, "instead of 
cheating me, why not have trusted me ? Instead of deceiving 
me behind my back, why not have said all this to my face? You 
are two little fools, as Brun6tta has sensibly said, and you have 
succeeded in tricking a man who thinks himself no fool. The 
wiseacre is always served quite rightly in such cases. How long 
Aas this been going on— some months? Oh^ I might have 
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guessed that you had learned too many comedies by heart not to 
act them to your own profit some day. I might have wished in- 
deed that it nad been anybody but Coco — ^but after all, that is 
the merest sentimentality. You owe me so much P Altro I what 
of that P Ever since tihe world began, that has been only a 
reason for the debtor to pay his debts by making a dupe if he 
can. If you wish to marry this poor lad, Brunotla, pray do, 1 
will not stop you. It will be very bad for him, but that is his 
affair — ^not mine. I have a thousand lire in Florence put by, 
that I always intended for you whenever we should wish to part 
company. Set up in life with it as best pleases you both, and 
only take my advice in one thing — ^never talk secrets close to a 
pergola in full leaf." 

And they did as I told them, and went before the priest, and 
bought a little piece of land with my money, two leagues beyond 
the Frediano Gate by Florence. 

Coco indeed crawled at my feet and wept and cursed himself, 
and was all for not touching one of the thousand pieces. Men 
have so much more conscience and so much less common sense 
than women. But Brun6tta persuaded him out of those scruples, 
and chose the little bit of ground herself, and selected as the 
niission and fulfilment of her life the fatting of the finest turkeys 
in all Yaldamo, which had indeed, she confessed, been all her 
life-long the secret and chief ambition of her dreams. 

No doubt it is a thing to be duly thankful for when a little 
girl who has helped one to filer U parfait amour for a few foolish 
seasons takes to so decorous an end for herself as marriage and 
fat turkeys. It is a much more agreeable reflection than the 
water-lilies of Ophelia or the prison-bed of Marguerita are to 
their lovers ; and rids one of all responsibilities clearly. It would 
be manifestly absurd to reproach a man with having broken his 
mistress's heart or blasted her youth and her peace, when who 
will may see her plump and busy jogging on the Pisan road upon 
her mule and selUng poultry under a green umbrella hard against 
the Strozzi pile any market-day at noontide. Still — such is the 
vanity of man, I suppose— one scarcely likes a little brown egg- 
wife to play the traitress to one with a poor scamp like Cocomera 
And to have lost all that I lost through that little silly false- 
tougued thing is bitter — ^very bitter — sometimes. 

For, when they were fairly married out of anybody's power to 
part them, and when the little bit of land had been made their 
own where the roses nod over the high dusty walls as you go up 
to the place- where Amo's fury overthrew Castruccio's plans in 
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the oil times whilst all the glad Valdamo was a smoking ruin, 
when all, I say, was quite safe and sure with them, Coco, who 
was not a had lad at heart, though timorous and deceitful, as it 
proved, came and threw himself at my feet and lay there on the 
ground as a heaten spaniel might, and bemoaned himself that he 
had got a thing to confess to me. 

** Say on," I said to him. " If it he a new villany, make a 
clean breast of it. My dogs will not bite me, but they are the 
only things whose life one can save without being made to rue 
for it.'' 

That was a harsh saying of mine, no doubt, but I was mad with 
pain of which I could say nothing to any creature, at not find- 
ing any trace of the donzella, and even this little miserable 
treachery of the lad Coco, whom I had befriended as far as I had 
been able ever since I had found him sobbing in the sun in 
Rimini, had cut me a little ; one is always so weak in those 
things. 

And then Coco, weeping like a child, confessed to me with sore 
terror that it was no fault of his own that he had now to tcU, but 
one of Brun6tta*s which he had known long before, but had 
never dared to relate until she was surely bound to him, being 
foolishly fond of her, poor lad, and having set his silly heart on 
having her for his wife and dwelling with her on that dusty rood 
of land towards Signa. But now tiiat she was fairly his own, 
and could no more fly away from him than his land could, and 
he was sensible that he was seeing the last of me, and had broken 
our fellowship by a piece of ingratitude for which he was sorely 
repentant, plucked up his heart and told me what he knew, and 
of how she had betrayed me that autumn evening under the vines 
below Fiesole. And so I learned at the last why it was that I had 
received back my onyx. Coco, I think, was terrified at the efiect 
on me of his revelation ; for when I came to myself he was 
grovelling at my feet and beseeching me not to kill Brun6tta ; 
and indeed in that moment if she had come before me I could 
not have answered fwr myself very surely. These foolish vile 
things sting so deep — so deep — and then we are to let them alone 
heeame they are foolish and vile, forsooth ! It is hard to hold 
one's hand sometimes. 

He told me word for word as he had overheard it all, that 
scene under the vine by the Badi^ ; and I needed no more to tel/ 
me the reason that the Fates had come back to me. And I had 
never once in the wildest of my fancies imagined that Brun6tta 
had been to blame. I had never once in my sharpest pain bus* 
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peoted that Bnm6tta had been lying when she bad run weeping 
out of the Frinlian shadows to lament to me for the loss of the 
donzella. No, I had nerer dreamed that her jealousy had been 
at work, and that her rain of tears was all a lie ; never onoe, 
men are such fools. 

Well, it was oyer and done, and there was no help for it, and 
the poor foolish lad crouched aghast at his work at my feet. I 
bade him never let me see their faces again ; and then I turned 
away and left the village as the sun set ; and went where chance 
might take ma What did it matter? — ^the world seemed as 
empty to me as a shrivelled gourd. To me — ^Pascar^ — to whom 
the world had always been as fiill of red colour and of pungent 
flavour as any pomegranate that one cuts open in the firot heats 
of April weather. The thing was over and done, I say, and as 
far as I know, the issue of it might have been that the child had 
already drifted dead down some mountain river, and the fair 
white body of her have been already thrust unshriven amongst 
the nameless and the lost in the marble desolation of some 
Campo Santo. 



Wjs Italians love the soil, I think, more closely than other 
nations. I, wanderer though I have been all my days, I always 
want to tread again the grey Macigno after I have had the Alps 
awhile betwixt myself and Florence. One wants the light too ; 
the dreamful radiance of the skies, that is neither so intense nor 
BO blue, nor yet either so glittering as the poets and painters will 
make it, but is an endless ecstasy of light--light clear and pure 
and gentle, always soft, always silvery raUier than golden; 
always tender and dreamful, like the eyes of a woman who lies 
awake and remembers the kisses of her lover. 

So I c/\me back here to the city so soon as my time of exile 
was ended, with little hope that she were living, but solely from 
long habit and love of the soil. 

Aiid as I entered the town, the people got hold of me, and 
would fain feast and welcome me, and bore me in the midst of 
them all down the old Oltramo. And then — ^up on high, behind a 
barred casement against the comer of the Lion's Mouth — ^I saw 
her face, and then — 

Well, then the sins and follies of my old life smote me from 
the lightning of the child's eyes of scorn ; and she spoke words 
I merited, no doubly but still such words as one cannot hear 
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csven from a woman twice ; and so I saw my duty plain before 
me, and did it, though late in the day, no doubt. 

It was long and tedious labour to find her father, more es« 
pecially because I had to earn my daily bread, whilst I sought 
for him, by any such handicraft or labour of the roads as came 
to my share in the bitter, joyless, strange countries where the 
people only saw in me a travel-stained yagrant with a brown 
skin and a foreign tongue. 

But I did her will at last, and foimd her greatness and fail 
fortune, and so sent her the roses in farewell, and knew that 
she was lost to me for evermore, the pretty, careless, sunny, 
wayward thing who had strayed with me through the Poets* 
Country whilst the blue lilies were in bloom. I am glad that I 
had strength to do it — ^yes, glad, surely, for her sake. Per even 
had she been willing to link her life with mine, it would have 
been shame in me to lead her into my obscure and thorn-set 
paths of life whilst she was so young — so young, — and knew not 
what she did. 

Yes, I am glad. 

For, though one be but a strolling player, and never saw one's 
crown engraven save on a travelling tinker's old iron pot, still, 
when one bears a once-mighty name of Florence, one must needs 
try to be worthy of it by some poor shred of honour, at the least. 
Only for me, look you, all the world seemed dead. 

Ghod knows what I might have done in the weary days when 
I had sent her my farewell in flowers, and knew that every 
year of her life would only serve to make her higher and higher, 
farther and farther, away from me for evermore. 

They were long burning days of drought and dust. The land 
was white with long thirst, and within the city the douds of 
zanzari hooted all night long. For the flrst time in all my years 
of love for her the face of my Florence looked without beauty. 
Is not the beauly of all things so much within us, and derived 
80 little from without ? 

God knows, I say, what evil or mad end U> my life I might 
not have been tempted to put, in my heartHsibteess and haste, 
had there not chanced to me a strange accident. 

One blazing eveningtide, just as the sun was dose on its 
setting, I was walking wearily down the StocL^g-makers* 
Street, thinking of notlung in particular, when I came upon a 
little group of people gathered before the door of a Cantina. 

It is a quaint, odd, many-coloured, picturesque street, as all 
the world knows; and what with its pretty crowded gay wares, 
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and its narrowness, and its popularity, it is a street that will 
always talk to one ; it has done so mach ; the hlood of florenoe 
has ooursed so often down it : and it has been a channel of the 
full riorence life ever since the Arts and Trades marched along 
it to set their flags round San Michaele that brave day when 
Duke Walter was hounded out through the gates. 

Calzaioli will always talk if you will listen — ^here on the stones 
that are still called the Song of the Lily it has heard the soft 
footfall of Ginevra's bare and trembling feet; here, where 
GaardamortiL rose, it saw the Lion tremble before a mother's 
love ; here in its workshop the Bronzino dwelt, and here, in its 
church, his bones were laid to flnal rest ; here Donatello and 
Michelozzo laboured for the love of arts and men hard by yonder 
against the little Bigallo ; here flame and steel ravaged their 
worst after red Arbik; here the White Bands shivered and fled 
before their old hereditary foes ; here, on Ascension Day, the 
Signoria went up with the gold and purple of ripe fruits, to lay 
them at the feet of that Madonna of TJgolino whose manifold 
miracles sustained the soul of Florence beneath the Devil's 
Plague ; here, on the Peast of Anna, it saw Walter of Athens 
driven out of the city, and all good men and true trooping 
thither to render her thanksgiving, and all the Arts raising in 
memory the statue of their patron saint and the shields of ^eir 
blazonries — aU these things, and a million more, has Calzaioli 
seen since its old towers and casements crowded hard on one 
another, and the destriers and palfreys champed below in the 
logge, and the painters and sculptors worked high aboTO in the 
turreted roofs, worked amidst the challenge of silver clarions, 
and the clangour of brazen bells, the fret of horses' hoofs, and 
the clash of crossing swords, the saucy laugh of the playing 
pages, and the sturdy tramp of the marching Trades. 

Calzaioli will always talk to you, if you have ears to hear, 
and it was talking to me then, and I was heedin^^.not at all the 
living throng around me, when my ear was caught by an air 
that was being played on a violin where the knot of people 
stood before the wineshop. I think I have heard most music 
that has ever rejoiced the earth; and at Pisa, amongst other 
things, I studied music as a science ; but this air struck me at 
once as unlike anything else that I knew — quaint, delicate, 
fanciful, mournful, charming, and altogether new. I paused to 
listen with the rest. 

A boy of about fourteen was playing, sitting on an old barrow 
that stpod in the kennel of the street He was very small «nd 
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iliglity and pretty as a child ; his clothes were ragged, and he 
was very pale. It grows dark in Calzaioli long before the light 
iias died in the open contado ; there was a lamp lit in the door- 
way above his head; the great silvery pile of San Michaele 
loomed beyond, with the saints and prophets white in the dark- 
ness. I stayed with the rest of them and listened. 

The air had enchanted the people ; they were humming it to 
themselves as it was played ; and two country girls had caught 
it, and were singing to it a first and a second as they plaited on 
at their hanks of straw. It was just one of those melodies made 
to be repeated on every lip, and handed from town to town in 
every land: not because it was catching and common, but 
because that true divine spint of music was in it which has an 
universal tongue and a life eternal. 

All of a sudden, as I listened, the music of the violin ceased 
— snapped, as it were, and ceased ; there was a little movement 
in the group ; the musician had fallen backward in the gutter, 
and the vioHn had dropped out of his hand. 

I pushed the people aside and lifted his head on my knee. 
By his looks I thought he had fainted from hunger. 

The people, looking frightened, began to edge away, still 
humming fragments of his melody. 

** He does not belong to any of us," they said, with little 
shrugs of their shoulders. 

He did not belong to any one, poor lad ; he had bi3en seen in 
Florence for the fost time for what anybody knew, playing 
along the Amo side for pence that day at noon. The beauty of 
his airs had drawn a little crowd after him. The people will 
wander after any harmony hour by hour anywhere over Italy. 

Down in the gutter the lad lay, and if one lie there in Cal- 
zaioli, one is as sure to have a horse's hoof in one's face as May- 
time is sure to bring cherries. 

The wineshop people did not much like to let him in \ but, 
nevertheless, as they knew me well, and in the old days of my 
fooling I had had many an idle night over their chiante, they 
gave way ; and after a while, in their inner chamber, the lad 
came to himself, and opened great dark bewildered eyes on us. 
He was as hand^me and small as a girl, with curls of Venetian 
gold lying soft and thick about his throat. 

'* I was playing — a moment ago ? " he murmiured, staring up 
into our faces. '* It was in a street — what has happened ? 

" You fainted, that is all," I told him. " Was it the heat, 
or are you ill, or what is it k '* 
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White as he was, and bloodless, he coloured painMly. 

•* It was hunger, I think." he murmured. . " I haye eaten 
nothing for three days but a crust a dog left." 

Knowing that, to do for him was easy. 

He soon after sank into deep slumber, and seemed likely to 
sleep all the night; so I would not disturb him ; but with the 
first of the dajlight, as soon as the shutters were down, I, 
watching by him, saw his pretty eyes open ; and then he was 
dl for filing at my feet and blessing me, as though, poor little 
lad, I had beien St. Michael himself who had called him up into 
paradise. When he got a little calmer, he told me his story. 
His name was BaffaeUo Baptista. 

" You see, dear signer," said he, lifting his wistful, pitiful 
eyes to mine, "I belong to Verona. My mother, who was 
blind, was very very good, but she died more than a year ago, 
and I was very unhappy. Because my old master in music was 
dead too ; and there was a lovely little lady who had always 
been my playmate who had disappeared in the strangest manner 
possible. She was much above me— oh yes, quite illustrious. 
Her people, I believe, were very great ; only they never took 
any notice of her, so that it was not any good at aU. When she 
was lost, all Yerona said she was dead, because a girl's body 
was found in Adige, and the face none could see, being gnawed 
by the rats. But I was always quite sure that the good God 
had not taken her without letting me see her once more. And 
little by little I came to think that I would try to find her. 
My mother was dead and buried, and my father drinks all day, 
and old Ambrogio, even, was gone ; and so I thought to myself, 
no one wants me here, and I am kicked about like a useless 
little cur, and I am quite old now, thirteen come the Day of 
Ashes ; and I will go and try and find out the douzella, and I 
am sure Mariuccia and the Mother will pray for me. And so 
off I came the very end of Quaresima, and I have been wan- 
dering, wandering, wandering ever since then, and never a sight 
of her face. Only once, in a hamlet, in the Bomagna country, 
I heard of a girl who was singing, with hair all gold, like the 
wheat in summer, and the people spoke of her as L'TJccello ; and 
then I took heart of grace to hear the old dear Yeronese name, 
and I said, * There cannot be two like that,' and I kept on and 
on till I came into Florence. Her brothers are all dead, and she 
is quite illustrious, you know, only so poor, so poor I And she 
and I were friends always, and always so happy together. And 
she has nobodv at all but me \ her old nurse died in the last 
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Wintertiiae, and of hei people nobody knows. Have I money? 
Oh no. How should I ? You see my legs are bare, and I have 
only this little pack — one shirt in it — and my little viol. But I 
have wanted for nothing. Kothiug, nothing. Yes, I have come 
on foot all over the plains and the moimtains. What of that ? 
It has only been eold the last few months, and the people have 
always been good. I have played for them at feasts, at fairs, at 
bridals, at vintage dances, anywhere, always ; and they have 
always given me a supper and a bed, and very often much more 
than that. Oh, I have not suffered at all — sometimes just a 
little, perhaps, from being tired, or out in the storms ; and once 
some pifferari set on me, and beat me, and threw me into a 
ditch, because they thought I was in the way on their rounds ; 
that is all the unkmdness I have had. I have been only a fort* 
!iight in riorence, and the last three days I have made no 
money. I have been too weak to play, and I have slept in the 
grass in the Cascine meadows, and I think I have got a little 
fever perhaps. To-night I wandered out into the street, and dirf 
play a little. You know the rest. I never shall find the don- 
zella now. But — ^but — ^if I should die, will you let the poor 
little viol be buried with me ? I should not like it to be burned 
as waste wood, though perhaps it is worth nothing more." 

So he spoke, the poor little Baptista, sitting on the mattress 
in the inner room in the Cantina, and looking at me with his 
great pathetic eyes under the auburn tangle of his locks — such a 
pretty, fragile, heavenly-looking little lad ; one would have had 
him painted as that boy-martyr whose head being severed from 
his body sang on day and night the sweetest Aves ever after- 
wards. His whole face breathed music; we have many such 
faces amongst us. Very often they mean nothing; but his meant 
all that it uttered. 

I seemed to know him so well. Had I not heard of BaffaeHno 
scores of times from the mouth of his playmate, as she went 
with me along the Adda or Amo water? Had I not seen him 
with his little mandoline, and his bare feet, and his red sash, 
that first day of Carnival in Yerona ? 

He did not know what the memory was that stiiTed ip. me * 
but it made him like my own son, as it were, to me, and aK 
sacred. Besides, I loved the lad for staying neither for sense nor 
prudence, but setting forth to find his donzella in that innocent, 
foolish, childish Mth and loyalty. 

Now when I found Eaffaelino in Cakaioli that night I was 
very little better off in the world than hej and the lad bein^,' 
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f ery ifl and altogether destitute, I had need to east about me foe 
some surer manner of maintenance, or let him drift away to the 
hospitds and tiie s^ulchre. It seemed to me that the boy came 
in my way like a duty there was no means of escaping. If y 
own foulty fashion of Uving had cost so much anguish to the 
child that had gone with me through all the firesh green Tuscan 
summer ; and it seemed to me now that to do my best by her 
favourite playmate was the only sort of poor atonement that ever 
would lie within m< reach. 

So whilst Raffaello was stretched on the sacking in an attio 
amongst the roofs in the Street of the Stocking-weavers, I took 
thought as to a means of livelihood. 

Now I had absolutely nothing. 

The little I had saved had gone for that bit of land in the 
Yaldigrdve. I could always gain my day's bread and lodging 
by a turn amongst the vines, or a few hours in the modeUing 
shops, or by taking a fiddler's place in the little opera houses, 
or by showing the trick of the clay to some young sculptor ; for 
I have a sort of desultory universal talent, which is in a manner 
the most general curse of my countrymen — an over fertility of 
invention that is very apt to end in absolute sterHity of 
achievement. 

Little Toccb had gone as a pupil and 'prentice to Orfb Orlan- 
duccio, and was thought of good promise in the art, so that I 
had no soul in the world to work for; and where is the Italian 
who will work for mere work's sake P 

It is not possible to us. Give us an end and we will labour 
as well as oth^r men ; but without some impetus we ,will not 
serve that grim and ghostljr Northern Thor whose hammer has 
struck down all the wild roses and tossing hawthorns and sweet 
skylarks of the world's soft smiling, useless, leisurely, heaven- 
sent joys. ' ' 

If we are happy, let us lie ill the sun and dream of it ; and if 
we are unhappy, what else better can we do ? - For Italians do 
not kill themselves; why, I cannot say; perhaps from fear of 
Dante's Circles, or perhaps from sheer love of the mere plant-like 
sense of living : why, I will not say, but they do not. 

The fifth night after I had found him, I went up the dreary 
8dmcciol6 by the PM to get a little fruit for him, and I had 
nearly resolved to go to Carrara as soon as he should prove able 
to be moved. The mountain air might do him good, and there 
was always work enough for any one who knew how to chip 
kiarble; and the lifb there, where aQ the sculptors' dreams talce 
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shape, amidst the white desolation of the quarries, with the 
keen mountain soHtudes all around, was most unlike (and there- 
fore least painfttl to me of any) the life that I had led with my 
gay little Arte. 

I was known there. It had even happened now and then 
that, finding some artist struggling with a fine fancy that he 
could not to his liking embody in the clay, I had had the luck, 
by a fitftd night's work, to csdl up the Andromeda or the Spar- 
tacus that escaped him, and the figure has gone forth — mine, if 
I had cared to claim it — and now and then, I have even heard, 
has made the other man's fortune. What did it matter ? it was 
only an accident, a knack, a turn of the hand, more or less 
happy, that chanced to put fire into a soulless model. What 
matter who claimed the statue in its city market-place ? When 
we love Art for Art's sake, we are pained by a line awry, a note 
discordant, a colour misplaced; but we are not pained by a 
name being lettered in gold instead of our own ? 

To Carrara, therefore, I thought I would go. But, as fate 
would have it, as I thus resolved, I ran against, in Sdrucciol^, 
a little plimip, oily Piedmontese, by name Luca Pestrb, who had 
rolled a good deal of gold together, as the men of Piedmont have 
a knack of doing, and was the director of the Goldoni Theatrt> 
in this city and of another larger one in Turin. 

I knew Pestrb very well, he having been a gay, jovial soul 
before he had taken to money-making, and we had had some 
merry days together years and years before in France, where he 
was travelling with a choice company of marionettes, whose 
joints were as stiff and as dire a trouble to him as the tempers of 
any living troops of actors. 

Pestr5 flew across the narrow passage to me, and cast his arms 
about me, with tears in his eyes and his dress all disordered. 1 
had not met with him for at least five years. 

** Pascarel I oh, Pascardl ! What ever good angel has dropped 
you here P " he cried, in hot haste, still holding me by both 
arms, whilst the men and the mules pushed by us. *' Do you 
know Ferraris is dying — struck speechless up at his viUa only 
an hour ago— and he to play to-night to aU the Princes, and I 
at such expense as never was; — and now all ruined, imless indeed 
you would take the character yourself? " 

I told him I had heard it as I came up the Sdrucciolb ; people 
were heavy of heart for it ; for Ferraris, though in the decline 
of his years, was the greatest player that the stage of Italy then 
numbered amongst its actors. 
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Well, in a word, he bo besought me and wrought on me to 
take Ferraris's place, that I, thinking of EafGEtelino, at la«t 
Msented. 

The doors of the Ooldoni :»pened at eight of the^ clock. But 
I needed little preparation ; the costumes of Ferraris were about 
my measure, and for the part I knew it all well: in the old 
times, with the Zinzara and her people, who had played the 
** Don Marzio alia Bottega del Caff4 " man^ and many a time in 
the little sea and mountain towns of the Eiyiera and the Basque 
country. A glance, and all the old eloquence came back to me. 
I heard, as though it had been yesterday, the sonorous roll of 
the Zinzara's voice as she had first taught me the part by the 
light of a single candle, in her little attic, with her slender feet 
bare on the bare bricks, and a red japonica-flower thrust into 
her rough hair, and a great brown sausage hissing itself solemnly 
into readiness for supper over the charcoal stove, and througli 
the broken lattice of the garret always the glimmer of the moon- 
beams and always the shimmer of the sea. 

Poor woman I Was she dead? I wondered. It is strange 
how suddenly they flash into our lives, and how utterly they 
drift out of it, dl tiiese women ! 

I thought of the Zinzara— of nothing else — as I took the place 
of Ferraris, and, for the first time since I had played with her 
in those old dead days, passed on to the stage of a theatre ''with 
a roof to it," as my riedmontese's phrase had run. 

That night was one of the strange accidents which have the 
force of gods — or devils — to change the tenour of men's lives. 

When the curtain fell, my fame was crowned in Florence. I 
'—the people's Pascardllo— had the ball at my foot to play with 
it as I would. 

The whole city seemed to go mad for me ; they took me homo 
to my garret in riotous homage, and stayed under my window 
half the night singing my lo triomphe. 

Much was due to the time, no doubt. I had become to them 
a sort of incarnation of Free Italy, and I always love to believe 
that it is losf Pascardl the Player they care for than it is 
Pascar^l the Patriot ; and if indeed it be so, how little, how 
very little, it matters that one is not likewise Pascar^ the 
Prince. 

From that night my fame spread, and spread, not only in this 
country but in all others, like circles on water from a well-flung 
stone. In a few months' space every hour of my art could be 
counted by gold aad diamonds. And for EafliEielino I accepted 
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it and woi^ed ; ih6 little angelio lad sayed my reason oariainly, 
my life perhaps. 

For the winter, any or all of the cities hire me, and they bid 
much higher for me, one against another yery often, than I am 
surely worth; but, when the vines are in blossom, I always 
oome back under the Cross and the Lily, and play all the summer 
through to my own people in this dear city of mine, a Florentine 
once more and nothmg else. 

For the other cities I am the Pascardllo of the kings, and the 
wits, and the great ladies, and the pleasure seekers, and 1 have 
as many gold boxes and honied wo^ as Marzzooo in the old 
days had kisses from captives. But here I am the Pascar^ of 
the people who come trooping to me out of the scorching streets 
and burning squares, that are even hot when the moon is high, 
and in from the sun-baked contado, where the grapes bum black 
in the fierce scirocco. 

Here I am myself once more, and I have my own populace 
fibout me: and &Le foreigners seek me with brib^ in their lumds 
and say, come with us to Baden, to Monaco, to Belgium, to 
Kussia, to heaven knows where not, and I will not go ; I stay 
here in the summer and play as I choose in the open air theatres 
with the wings of the swfdlows over my head, and the eager 
brown faces of my own people around me. 

If half the year I did not hear that deep chested, sonorous 
vibration of ItcJian laughter that is like the metal tones of great 
melodious bells, I shoidd lose heart and manhood. It has been 
about me all my life, I cannot do without it. It is to me as the, 
trumpet call to the trooper's horse. And there is no laughter 
like it imder the sun ; just, so I often think, must the young 
gods have laughed when Pan piped to them. 

And so I have played on from that time until now, for sake of 
the little tender lad who dreams his days away in music in u 
little home that I have made for him looking on an old green 
convent garden behind the Palace of the Torrigianni. Besides, 
one must do something, or go mad. 

And going up under the pale walls where the field roses are 
nodding, in the sunny road towards Signa, I meet Brun6tta on 
her mule, going to sdl her birds in Florence. She is plump, 
and brown, and cheery: she thrashes her beast, and shrieks 
shrilly to the fowls in her panniers. And I once cared to caress 
that little foolish sulky face I Oh God, what fools men look to 
themsehes when they see themselves in the mirrors of their old 
dead loves I I feel chilly and gX3Wn old. 
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The otkllE^ts sing in th^ eanes by the shallow Gn^ water, 
and the little red roses are bright on the edge of the grey dusty 
wall; butftflrme^lieelold/l^say. 

What bronght ipethis way to^y ? 



Thzbb I stand with the laurel wreath in my hand. Tho 
laurel is not green, it is yellow from tho passing of winter : 
lauxelB should always be painted so, for who gathers them in his 
sprii^titne? i 

The i^affodils blow 4x> and fis^ by millions, in the fields ; the 
vines are everywhere thrusting out their little tender buds; 
down tiiere, beneath the shimmer of the olives, lies my City of 
the lilies. 

My Mend paints on at his study of Panfilo, and tells me that 
I shall never be old ; lie wiU^ have it that artists never are. 
Pedraps there is some troth in- it. In a sense we are children 
to the end-— ehildren who are ready to laugh even in our tears, 
and whose gayest laughter has always a sob in it; children so, 
no doubt. Children who after all know l^at the only real good 
that can come to them will be to be Ixdled into forgetful deep 
in tiie arms of the great nursing mother, Death. 

The painter rises and breaks off a bough of laurel folly budded, 
and brings it to me. 

<< Take this instead,'' he says; '< your laurels are not tarnished 
nor faded." 

For the matter of that I differ with him. 

'' I prefer those wrinMed ones flaked and crumpled with the 
winter's frost. They are very mooh more true, I say. 

" Yet I have nothii^ to do with laurels of any sort, unless I 
h(dd them as deputy for Madama Pampinea. Get me those dan- 
delion heads, blow baUs as the old poets call them, they are my 
prototypes, for they are light as feathers, and arrow headed, and 
all the four winds of heaven toy with them, and no one marks 
where they fall. If a player is painted with any emblem, he 
should be painted with those puff balls. Their place in creation 
is vOTy muoh about what his own is." 

So I say. But he will not paint me with my puff balls ; he 
paints his Panfllo holding a branch of amber tinted laurel. He 
tells me that I always look as if I had stepped out of the Deca- 
merone ; I tell him that every Elorentine does the same. We 
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have our isXiien^n faees, if not our father's foroe and onr other's 
florins. 

It is absoid to paint me with even a dead lanrel ; I Pascar^l, 
a plajer. I have a sort of feme now, it is true, but what is the 
&me of a player? I said long ago, the mere breath of a breeze 
that drives the eomets of man's wonder a little before it for one 
hour, and with the wind sinks to utter silence, and cannot stir 
so much as a baby's paper windmill were it ever so. 

I used to be so happy in the old life of mine. I think few 
men, if any, lived so long as I and had so little care. Merri- 
ment, freedom, air, and pleasure ; I had them all, the petals of 
ilie four-leaved shamrock, which here and there one in a million 
finds and gath^*s, having the wit to know where to look for it, 
not in kings' gardens, but in little cool, green, darkling nooks of 
lifb, that bubble with the waters of content. 

I had alwa3n9 been happy from the time that I first ran bare- 
legged and bareheaded in the Tuscan sun after my father's 
barrow. I was really and truly the last of the Pascard princes; 
so he said, my poor father, if he were not crazed,'ahd indeed I 
suppose it is true enough. But what was that to me ? It was 
much more to me that I had the lithesl limbs iir'tiie-Sedterello 
of any one north of Abruzzi ; much more to me that the giris 
leaning across tiie rails of the loggia in the summer nights had 
ripe red lips that always smiled on me. I was happy tinkering 
the old pots and pans, from the Aquilean marsh to the Sorren- 
line orange woods ; I was happy studying all lore, virtuous and 
iniquitous, in the sad old ways of Pisa, and fi)llowing even into 
occult paths^ the steps of Paracelsus and Agrippa ; I was happy 
when I w^ seaward with the Zinzara and her people, to make 
sport and laughter all along the bright sea rodd from Savoy to 
Basquef and happiest of all when, with no master but my own 
whim and fancy, i sauntered through the world and then came 
home IMS side the Alps, and set ap, year after year, wheresoever 
I qgrould, my Ut^ wooden theatre in some silent, shadowy 
gnifs-grown square of any old forgotten city, or amongst the 
hyacinths, and the poppies, and Uie asphodels of any sunny hill- 
side fi^ ;> 1^ time when I lived with the country folk and the 
eraftsmen, and when the very best that could be said of me was, 
"Q^ere goes that vagabond; some wit? Oh, yes; over his 
wine cups, so they say; but only a stroller, that goes a-foot from 
place to place and carries his baggage like a pack horse, nothing 
more." 

life was a^ merry and gladsome frdic, if a sigh ran under it 
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on oocaaon ; ao it seemed to me, I say, then, when the brown 
contadina grinned at mj mirth, and the jonng coppersmith hid 
his tears at mj woe. But now, when tiiey call me a great 
genins, and despots laugh and their consorts weep at the things 
that I say and the things that I do on the stage of the world's 
great theatre, now I feel myself no better and no wiser than any 
soap babble that a child's breath floats upwards on the air. 
The heart is gone out of the jest for me ; and as for the pain — 
irelly it lies t^ dose to me now; so close, that when I mako 
<hem laugh at it, I seem to make them mock my own. Can you 
mderstand ? 

"Sf ay — who should understand an artist ? We do not under- 
stand ourselves. 

They call me great. Well, so be it, if it please tiiem. But 
for me, I know l^at I was nearer greatness under my old torn 
canvas roof. For the artist is only great when he lives in the 
ideal life of his imaginations, and when his own heart aches, 
how can hedo that well? When the rack of the Beal holds him 
tight in its iron jaws, how shall he sport and sleep and smile, in 
the arms of the Dream Mother P 

'' Have you seen Pascar^l, the great Pascarttf '' they all say; 
and aU the world runs to stare. 

At times I play my own pieces, and then they say too, '' What 
a genius he has I " 

2^ay, it has even so happened that a king has called me to his 
seat to give me a diamond box, and that a great princess has 
cast to me her own bouquet of orchids in a band of jewels. 
They run after me in the streets, and they sell my portrait be- 
twixt the newest courtezan and the last murderer. Who can 
want more than that of Fortune f 

Nay, nothing that I know of: only where is the light heart 
with which I used to toss down the poor mountain wine after I 
had acted to an audience of stonecutters and vinedressers away 
there on the grey Apennines ? Ah, Ught hearts do not tarry 
with laurels. This artist Mend of mine does rightly to paint 
the laurel with edges sear and torn. That laurel that Panfllo 
held, though gathered in the gardens of delight, it must surelj 
have borne the taint of the ph^e somewhere about it. Did the 
laughter on their lips never midie those story-tellers shuddw f — 
I shudder sometimes, now, at mine. 

I am a fool : oh, I know that well. What was a child with 
a sheen of yellow hair and a voice like a lute, that she should 
change the face of the world and the laughter of men to me ^ 
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Nothing in reason, I know, but then reason has so little to 
do with one's life, and when one cannot so much as tell whethei 
the thing one cares for, be living or dead; — that is hard, 
you see. 

Pascar^Uo ! Pascar^. When a village ran at my heels with 
welcoming clamour sending my name over the budding vines 
and the crimson glow of the field tulips, how well it was with 
me ; I asked nothing better of heaven or earth, than just to 
laugh on in my own fashion through the careless spaces of the 
happy years. But now, though all the cities cry it out, and 
men come to me with gold in their hands, where is the charm P 
I felt old to-day, I say, as I went by the grey GrSve water, 
where the little red roses were all alive and glad in the living 
sunshine. 

And yet it is April too ; and I am here in my City of Lilies. 

** You waste half your year," said a Frenchman to me the 
other day. ** You fling away on your Florentines in the summer 
all the fortune you make in the winter in Bussia, and Paris, 
and Kome." 

Well, if I do : I love my Florentines better than Eussia, or 
Paris, or Rome : and, what do I want with a fortune ? 

Besides, I like to be free in the glad summer weather, when 
the fireflies flsish all along the ground and the magnolia trees 
are all white with flower. 

Perhaps I am idle by nature, an Italian is sure to be. 

One fierce summer noon I espied a letter-carrier going out 
for a day's pleasuring at a fair in the contado, and stowing the 
post-bags of a whole district away in a cupboard behind his 
house door to await his return on the morrow. I asked him 
how he reconciled the dereliction to his conscience. He looked 
at me with wide open innocent eyes of surprise. 

" Che diamine, signore ! The fair will not wait ; if I do not 
go to-day, I go never. But, as for the letters, they will wait 
very well. No one knows what is in them, so no one is expect- 
ing anything ; and, no doubt, they are all bad news, letters 
always are, and the poor people will be all the better for having 
another day in peace." 

With which he turned the key on the post-bags, and jogged 
happily off on his donkey with red ribbons flying from its ears. 

So on in like manner, I being idle and always at heart a 
vagabond, shut the gold bags out of sight and come to the fairs 
in the summer, only insteiad of sure-footed Dapple I have n 
shyiiig Pegasiis; and there are no red ribbons at its ears, but 
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only the frayed ends of tattered fancies ; and when I get to the 
fair, the fin of it is flat and jarred to me now like a bell thai 
has cracked in a fire. 

It is odd too. In the old time, when I made a score of wool- 
carders weep like children^ or a handful of stoneoutters laugh 
in their dry dusty throats under that canvas roof of mine, that 
blew with the winds, and rocked with the rains, and shone 
yellow with the sunshine ; in that time it always seemed to 
me that the Player after all was the greatest artist of them all, 
since turn by turn he was a breathing statue, a moving picture, 
a poet who spake aloud, and a musician whose syrinx was no 
less a thing than the million-chorded passions of mortals, strung 
on the echoing shell of human sympathy. So it always seemed 
to me in the old times. 

It used to be pleasure enough just to be in the sun and hear 
the cicale's zig-zig, and watch the big black fortuna buzz 
amongst the magnoUa flowers, and beckon a brown-faced buxom 
girl up the path under the vines with her arm fuU of peaches 
and her lips ready for kisses. It used to be pleasure enough, 
all that ; but now, there is wit enough in the cities, and there 
are women, handsome enough and ready enough with their 
laughter, and it is a gay, mad, zestful life, this life in the gas 
glare, and the masqueing, but still there is not much flavour in 
it. Perhaps it is because I have won all such graces and glories 
as there are to win — ^graces of a string of glass beads, glories of 
a truncheon of rushes. 

Well, say I am great in my fashion, say I write what I please 
and I say what I please, and I am true to the duties of the 
Pantoraimi and the Pasquin, whom every player worth his salt 
represents, in thrashing the tyrants with my scourge of asses* 
tails, and in showing the great world its ridicule in my trian- 
gular fool's mirror. Say I am great, so far, — pretty much as is 
Qie barber's brass basin which reflects its audience with their 
faces so lengthened or widened, that they perceive for the first 
time all that is grotesque in their features. Well, the brass 
basin only holds soapsuds, and sometimes I think I myself bold 
nothing better. But whether I am great or little the flavour 
has gone out of my life. 

That is thankless enough. Yes, I know. They call me a 
ydi and a poet, they call me Martial and Plautus, they say I am 
a Boccaccio in motion, and an Ariosto in motley. Well, it is 
all very pretty, if it be not all very true ; and they know that 
once down there in the cheerless spring of No vara, it was not 
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With a sword of lath that my blows were ffsrea $ they know that 
in Pascardl the Player there is also a little-r- just by that saying 
grace, a little— of Pascardl the Patriot. And that last titfe I 
like mnch better than the old one my fore&thers own^ oi^^B- 
caril the Prince. But still the fiayour is gone aomehoiir^. 

Now and then, when the lads are around < me said we go by 
moonlight through the streets, and some one strikes^ a chord 
from his mandoHn and the slmll fresh Toioes rise, raising the 
echoes from palace and priscm, the old spirit comes over me, and 
I drive them with words of fire, and I make them laugh, just 
such riotous, endless, rippling laughter as the torrent laughs in 
l^e sunshine, springing from stone to stone. Then I am the 
PascarAi that the people knew, who was gay all day long like a 
grille. But it will not last now, and when I am quite alone it 
seems to me that the woild is weary as it seemed to me only 
to 'day down there by the grey Gidve water. 



" It is the idle hour," says Vai-kb, the painter, going into his 
room, which is heavy with the scent from great sheaves of mu- 
ghetti that fill a score of Montelupo bowls and Majolica dishes. 
" lie here a little while and smoke, and Ninetta will bring fruit 
and wine ; meanwhile do you look at my wintear's work, tHy 
Mona Lisa.'' 

" You are profane," I tell him ; but he is indifferent to the 
thunders of heaven that in justice should smite him for thus 
taking in vain the name of a god. He pushes me gently back 
into tbe shadow and then goes across the room and draws back 
the velvet curtain that is catching the full light on it. As the 
purple cloud sinks away, the light shines instead on a picture set 
in a dark fr^me of cinqueeento carving, that is heightened here 
and there with a gleam of smalto in heralds' devices, and is sur* 
mounted by a ducal crown. It is only a woman's portrait. 

Behind her there is a scarlet frame of oleander ; she leans on a 
trecento balcony ; her dress is of a curious dead gold, it is open 
at the throat and breast, and against the white skin a knot of 
vennilion-coloured carnations glow ; there is a broken lute at her 
feet ; she does not smile ; one would say that she knows why the 
cords asfe snapped, why the music is still. 

Bed and gold! how the picture burns! And the woman's 
face is bcnutiM in the midst of all tho fire ; and one would say 
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ihat the last lore-Bong she will oyer oare to hear has been sung 
on that aha^d^eied lute. 

Somehow, though it is Bummer with her, and girlhood ?rith 
her, and those oleanders are flowers of Florence ; somehow jou 
know weU that there is a great silenoe round her, a silence as of 
things that are dead. 

It is a strange picture. 

I stand before it blinded and confused. What is it I sec ? 1 
hardly know. In impatience, he asks me what I think ; what 
lUiinkf 

Who knows so little as I ? 

Budely I tell him that his oleander should not beam so radiant- 
rb^ as that, Tiziano always painted his summer roses in dull semi- 
tones ; Tiziano's — ^beside his woman's cheeks — are cool and pale, 
and have no flush on them. So I say to Yarkb ; and all the 
while my eyes gaze into that oleander glory ; and the woman's 
eyes look back at mine, and all manner of dead dreams raise their 
heads Uke little snakes around me. 

Yarkb is speaking to me, that I know; but the sense of what 
he is saying is vague and imperfect to me. Perhaps he is telling 
me the history of the portrait What need of that f — ^there is 
the broken late. 

** And her name ? " I asked him suddenly. 

My heart stands still as it were, and a rush of heat and life 
seems to throb through those Fates, that have been so heavy and 
BO chiU on it so long. I ask under my breath, as one spe^s of 
the dead; I know tiiat I am afraid of the answer. Afraid as I 
never was of tiiat fiery sea of slaughter, down there by the field 
of Novara. 

Yarkh laughs aloud: a laugh that seems to me to echo 
jarringly through the stillness of the lily-scented air. 

" Have you heard not a word of all I have been saying ? " ho 
cries to me. *' It is scarcely a portrait : have you not heard me, 
indeed P And yet it is herself, just as I saw her in the last 
summer in Florence ; I changed nothing. Kay, the oleanders 
burned as red as that behind her in the sunset I know the 
Titian roses are all pale ; but still, I have painted as I saw. It 
always seems best to me to do so, or try and do so at the least 
All tnat red, all that gold, they would kill any other woman's 
&ce, but they do not kiU hers. It is an old Florentine dress of 
eloth of gold, you see. She was ready for a costume ball. She 
came out on to the balcony— -just so, — ^the sun was setting. I 
sketched the scene, and showed it to her on the morrow. So the 
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picture grew And, now, what shall I call it ? Kot her name, 
she will not have it. It might he the 'tanta rossa' of Dante: 
or, I thought; of the mistress of Giorgione ; she might have 
looked just so upon his halcony in Venice ; and the lute is hroken 
— there will he no more music in her life, — a little space, and the 
red oleander leaves will he falling like rain upon her grave and 
his. The picture would tell all that Giorgione story, not ill, I 
think. You see, under that lowest hlossom to the left 1 have 
put the little arrowy head cf an asp that will serve for the symhol 
of the plague. I asked her once if I might call it so, and she 
said : ' As you like ; only Giorgione's mistress would smile, I 
think ; she would kn«>w that death was ahout to he merciful to 
them hoth. Lut, as you like,' she said; ' as you like.' So I can 
call it so. And it is more Venetian tiban Plorentine in colour 
after all. Her name ? I wonder that you have to ask. The 
world knows you both so well. She is o^n in Plorence, but she 
is not here now. She is the daughter of a great personage, a very 
great personage." 

Then he lets the purple doud of the curtain fall again over 
that fire-glow of the flowers, a little angered with the doubt that 
Titian's roses being pale, he perchance is wrong. But I stand 
looking at the shadow that had fallen and see stUl the oleander, 
and the broken lute, and the eyes of the woman which have no 
smile in them as the eyes of Giorgione's mistress would have 
had. 

For the face of the picture is to me as the face of one risen 
from the dead. 

A great personage, so he sap, leaning there with the gold 
tissues falling all about her on the marble, and the Florentine 
carnations in her breast, and the gleam of jewels on her throat 
and forehead, and at her feet the lute, whose broken chords she, 
with all her greatness, could not heal again so that they would 
ever breathe forth the old, sweet, simple, tender notes. A great 
personage : yet surely also the child that had once gone with me 
through the lily- whitened grasses and the moon-lightened fields 
of maize, singing as the birds sang and careless of the morrow. 

I feel chilly and grown old, as I felt by the side of the Gr^ve 
water, where the sun had flashed amidst the canes. For there is 
no ghost whose breath is so cold, as the ghost of a love that is 
dead ; and I have met two this day, this April day, when the 
soil is all yellow with daffodils, and all the earth is glad. 

Would it be better to know her under the dusky marbles of 
some aisle of graves, in the mouldering heart of some world -for* 

9 B 
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gotten city, or to find her great like this, with jewels in het 
breast, and that strange hannted look in her eyes ? 

The late is broken : does she remember, I wonder P 

Has she forgotten the days on the snnny hillsides, by the 
shallow brook waters, and the leaves of the vines, and beneath 
the mnrmuring poplars ? Has she forgotten ? Has she forgiven ? 
What can it matter — anyway — if she be great like this ? 

She mnst be dead to me, you know. 

And that living death is worse than the death of the grave, 
they say ; that living death when the voice speaks still to all 
others, and only is silent to you. And yet the world is full of 
these things ! One wonders the sun stiU drags on its way ; one 
wonders all men are not mad. 

The seeding grass was wet with torrents of blood down there 
on the March day of Novara, and the cannon balls, as they swept 
through the rising com, did the work of the harvest sickle. 
How came Fate to miss me amongst the slain ? I wonder ; — 
and grow old. 

I have tried to love other women ; I have told other women I 
did love them ; but I do not think they believed me, and I know 
I did not believe myself. 

And now that I have seen that picture — yes, that is, of course, 
how she must be; a great lady, with a knot of diamonds in her 
breast There is not much left in her of the bold, shy, pretty, 
paucy child that I walked through Verona with, that night of the 
Veglione. Nothing left probably, not even perhaps a regret. 

A flush of shame at most, perhaps, when this brilliant illus- 
trissima remembers how she roamed the fields and hills with a 
troop of strolling comedians ; remembers too, maybe, now and 
then, that one of those wandering players set his lips to her 
cheek and held her little hand in his in the autumn hour, when 
the wild anemones were all aglow beneath the brown Ladii: 

Well, no one will ever know that I remember it too. She last 
and least of all ; if ever I should meet her. 

There are things one is bound to forget, or, at least, that bind 
one to live as if they were wholly forgotten. 

And what is Obli\don if it be not Age ? I feel old, I say, as 
I felt at noon where the little red roses nod by the Gr^ve 
stream. 
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'* Tou are sure there is never a scorpion f '' says Astra^ the 
actress, to me this April day, when at sunset we go up together 
to the great open-air theatre that draws all Elorence to it on 
summer nights where it stands nnder the pine woods on the hill- 
side beyond the Gktte of the Cross. 

" You are sure there is never a scorpion P " says Astra to me, 
bathing her fair face in the lilies and lying breast downward in 
the i^ass with the vine-shadows playing, as if in love with her, 
over her soft, indolent, wanton lunbs. 

I tell her no ; but fdas ! grow the lilies ever so richly there is 
always a scorpion somewhere for me. 

That is just because a man ever desires the thing he has not, you 
see ; most surely desires it of all when that thing is caUed woman. 
For the lilies are yellow as soon as gathered, but the scorpion 
stings on and on, on and on. 

I talked with a scorpion once ; an old, old scorpion, long as my 
hand, and hoary as Esau with length of years. I found him, and 
made his acquaintance in a prison in Venice long, long ago, 
where the Stranieri lodged me three months or so for having 
spoken words too strong and too seasoned one riotous Gamivd 
time, when I had rolled my first little Arte under the wings of 
the lion. 

The old scorpion never hurt me but would lash his tail and 
talk by the hour together. He had heard the sad tale of the wild 
Lagoon waters and the sigh of the Gondolier's Stall I for ages and 
ages and ages there in his sea-girt chambers ; since first he had 
come from the East, no bigger then than a scarabeus, hidden in a 
fold of gold tissue that one of Dandolo's men had brought with 
him from mighty Byzantium, and thrown on thQ couch of his 
mistress one amorous nigM in August. The scorpion stung her 
and she died — ^why not ? there is always a sting in all love, and 
perhaps the quickest death to it is the kindliest. 

He had seen many things and many centuries this old wise 
bearded scorpion of Venice, and one day when he sat in his chink^ 
— a black blot in a line with the sun, — I asked him to tell me, 
since we were good friends together, what was the secret and 
source of that mystical power for which my human kind was 
wont to curse him and his ; and slay them and embalm them in 
oil as dead Pharaohs were buried in perfume. 

The old scorpion made me answer; he who had lived in the 
beautiful wanton breast of that Venice, which men have called 
the harlot of Italy ; the old soorpion made me answer. 

• • S 
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''What do we slay with? And what is the death in otit 
sting P A yenom that is as that fire which Ho water quenches, 
and as the graye-worm Ihat no feast of flesh can slake ? What 
is that, you fool, with which we arm ourselves and strike where 
we will and never fail? Listen here then, and know that this 
for which you all curse us is bom of yourselves, not of us. For 
in the beginning of time when Death came forth from the gates 
of hell on the bloodless white horse and was set free to pace to 
and fro the world, and scatter desolation as he would, Death 
scattering himself broadcast in many shapes and fashions. Death 
one night made us the scorpions and set us to run over the 
earth. 

" The flrst scorpion was only a harmless big beetle at the be- 
ginning, ugly, of course, but quite innocent, but Death took it 
up and steeped it in two human hearts that all bleeding and 
smoking lay in the hollow of his hand. And from the man's 
heart the first scorpion sucked desire, and from the woman's heart 
it sucked jealousy ; and when it had sated itself of these to tb€ 
fully Death set it down on the ground. 

'' Now be fruitful and multiply/' he bade it, ** and do your 
work on the human race, for you have a venom in you that never 
will die while the world rolls on round the sud." 

So the old scorpion talked, blinking at the light from the sea 
walls in Venice. 

And now, — bloom the blue lilies ever so brightly, there is 
always a scorpion somewhere for me. 

For Astra and Poppea there is a great supper spread this April 
night, under a tent at midnight when our play is over. They 
have acted superbly, and they have had all the glory their souk 
could desire, and they laugh k gorge d^ploy^e, their red lips 
parting over their snowy teeth, playing* with flowers in bands of 
jewels that some of the nobles have flung to them. They are 
famous, and spoilt, and capricious, and cruel sometimes, and 
jealous alwa3rs ; and like children in Iheir mirth, as all artists are 
all Ihe world over. 

The white folds of the tent flutter, the torches flicker in their 
brass sconces, Ihe young actors have dressed the canvas with 
boughs and pennons and fluttering scrolls ; where the curtains 
open there shines the white radiance of magnolia trees that grow 
just there on the hillside, and whose closed cups are silver in the 
moon. 

There are laughter and jesting, and such amorous follies as 
women like Astra and Poppea await wh^evfr their eyes may 
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beam upon the sons of men. They lie there like Tiziano's 
women, and their jewels gleam and their pretty hands crush the 
bursting fruits ; and without, down the hills, the people troop 
away shadowy, cloud-like, singing as they go, the sweet sounds 
grow fainter and fainter as they stream farther away imder the 
low stone pines. 

We ourselves go down the hill together a little later ; it is the 
fancy of Astra and Poppea to leave their horses champing by the 
gates and use their own pretty listless lightsome feet. 

Their silken skirts shiver over the grasses, sweeping down the 
lilies ; the young men go before them with flute and mandoline 
singing the Invitation of Paesiello ; there are gleams of blue 
where the iris is growing, the air is full of magnolia fragrance, 
the night is as clear as the day, it is past one of the clock, 
Florence sleeps silvery and very still. 

A shrouded figure passes us masked, Astra and Poppea shrink 
a little; it looks dismal in the moon; they take it for some 
brother of the Misericordia. I see that it is a woman. But why 
masked, and on the hills too ? It is not even Carnival. 

"We go on through the gates into the silent city, the sleepy 
guards let us through, the music and the singing wake all the 
echoes as we pass along the dark old streets and under the Ohurch 
of the Croce. 

The lads sing more sweetly as they go by and their voices drop 
to a tender minor key ; they remember that Michelangelo and 
Leonardo lie there. Kow and then a woman drops a rose to us 
from her lattice ; now and then a lover comes out from some 
vaulted doorway, looking warily to see if any talebearer be lurk- 
ing near ; now and then a stream of light falls from some balcony 
where two shadows lean one on the other. 

So we go on through the silent city, on into the square of the 
8ignoria, and here, late though it is, there are men grouped to- 
gether in little knots, murmuring eagerly, with their cloaks cast 
about them and their faces flushed and dark. 

We have left Astra and Poppea at their palace ; the youthi 
have ceased their singing; we pause by the Cathedral and look 
up ; someone has set against the bronze Judith a flag of three 
colours ; the red in it glows like blood in the silver glistening 
cool Florence night. 

"What is it?" we ask; we have lost our memory up there 
on the hills in music, and have forgotten for the moment the 
stonn that hovers northward where the citjr of Vir^ lies, 
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''WhatisitP" we ask, whilst the Judith bends her Iwows 
Igainst the moon. 
They answer us in one word. 
"War," 



War again away there in the l^orth. 

As I go homeward by myself I am glad. 

I am tired of Astra and Poppea, of the masquing and the folly, 
of the paper laurels and the hobble of lead, of the showers of gold 
and tiie laughter of fools. 

I oome upstairs to the broad tapestried chamber where the 
moonrays lie so white upon the marble floor, and I go to an old 
chest and I take out the old knapsack and the old musket that I 
carried years ago over the Lombard fields. 

After all, th^ are the truest friends a man has ; after all, 
when one is a Florentine one is a soldier, before one is anything 
else. 

They lie there in the moonlight, old battered moulded war- 
worn things ; on the barrel of the musket there is red rust, it 
was a fellow-studenfslife blood ; I never had the heart to touch 
it. How shabby and broken the knapsack is, too ; it was nearly 
new that day in Pisa when I saw the Zinzara and her people 
troop by under the old grey walls, and went after them on the 
same sea road and caught them as they traycUed along in the 
dust singing and eating their cherries. 

There are the cherry stains now on the leather, for she would 
fill it with fruit, I remember; the stains are black,— a dying 
man leaned his head on it amongst the crushed grass whilst a 
burning village smoked in the midst of the mHlet fields, as 
Carlo Alberto's hopes died down with the setting sun. 

I sit in the moonlight with the old pack in my hands and the 
musket at my feet, thinking of all the dead years that seem 
to drift by me one by one as the clouds go by past the casement. 

Some friends of mine break into the room, and find me there, 
the musket at my feet. 

They are all breathless and excited talking of the news. 

" You are not going, P?.scai%l? " they cry to me. 

I tell them yes. 

** But you are mad ! " they say in chorus. 

I shrug my shoulders. It is very possible 

** But, with your fame ? " they cry. 
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** Oh, flltro ! mj poor paper laurels—a plaything for a Hard! 
Gi-as — ^what more ? ' 

" But you will be ruined ! " they urge. 

'* That is very possible, too." 

"But just when you are great/' they cry; "just when the 
world catches your words as if pearls fell from your mouth — to 
thrust that all away into a common soldier's knapsack— it is 
lunacy." 

'• That is as it may be. Italy wants Venice and Verona." 

I rub the old cherry stains on the old knapsack^ and think 
how strange it is that all we students dreamed of in the gloom 
of Pisa, — and were called mad and worse for so dreaming of as we 
marched twelve abreast by night through the sombre streets, 
chanting sonnets of Manzoni, — should now be come and be 
coming to pass with a precision, and romance, that together 
make it like the work of magic. 

They stay till thp iay breaks arguing with me — what is the 
use ? The ola musket lying there on tiie marble, seems to suit 
me better now than the painted bladder and gilded bells of the 
pantomime. To care for the follies of the carnival fair, one 
must have a heart as light as the bladder, and mirth that rings 
like the bells. 

"Well, I had these longer than most men. If the bladder be 
weighted with lead and the bells are jangled and out of tune 
now, at least my measure lasted longer Uian it lasts for most 



At length my friends go away ; they go sorrowful, and they 
think me a fool. 

The chamber is black and grey around me. The dawn breaks, 
but breaks slowly. 

I felt old to-day as I went by the shallow Gr^ve water. 

I felt weary as Astra laughed amongst the lilies. 

flow still it is ! — here, — ^high amongst the roofs. 

I am left alone in the chilly light of the dawn. The shadows 
are black on the marble floor. A mouse creeps up and smells at 
the musket where the blood of the dead sddier is crusted on 
the Btcel. The knapsack still lies on my knee. I thii\k of 
Pisa. 

flow prettily and innocently j^ous she was, the donzdla, 
leaning out of the old grated window, because she^ad heard 
how, in the student days, the Zanzara had wound a^ijo^ ribbon 
to my mandoline. Yet I remember, too, how as we wS under- 
Pieitth i^ 9ld palaces, and spoke together of Margnerita ef 
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France, she marvelled how the princess conld wish to wander 
with gipsies, and to leave all the pride and the pomp of her 
royalty for mere freedom and mirth and the fresh air of heaven. 
She marvelled, yes, though she had wandered with the Arte and 
me. She wonld not have been happy with ns in other yean?; 
no doubt she is best as she is. 

And yet,— does she never, I wonder, think of the hours when 
we went together through the trailing vines light of foot as of 
heart in the warmth of the sun ? 

Oh, those old fair dead days ! they were so glad and so inno- 
cent and so simple. Why could they not last for ever beneath 
those blue Tuscan skies ? 

The city is still asleep. 

The first chimes ring muffled through the shadows of night 
that still lingers. Good women will rise from their beds and 
will go out into the darkness of the churches, and will break 
their hearts in prayer over the sons and the lovers who are 
going out to war, on the old Lombard battle-fields, where the 
maize and the vine are green. 

JL have no one to pray for me. 

It is always so, when one has loved too many. We gather 
the roses too quickly, and the wind blows the leaves away 
hither and thither, and our hands are left emply. 

Well, the musket lies there ; and, there is always Italy. 

If the lute be broken and the fbol's bells be jangled it is 
time to die as my fellow-students died amongst the tnonpled 
com. 



CHAPTER II. 

STOBT. 



Do you know Sta. MargharitSi's? the little brown square 
church with its bell clanging in the open tower, high above in 
the sweet air on the hills ? 

There is level grass all about it, and it has a cool green 
garden shut within walls on every side except where a long 
parapet of red dusky tiles leaves open the view of the Yaldarno ; 
underneath the parapet there are other terraces of deep grass 
and old old olive trees, iu whose shade the orohidslove to grow^ 
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tnd the bine iris springs np in great sheaves of sword-like 
leaves. 

There are trees of everv sort in the cloistered garden, the 
turf is rich and long, the nowers are tended with the tenderest 
care, the little sacristy glows red in the snn, an acanthus climbs 
against it; the sacristcm's wife comes out to yon plaiting her 
straw, and brings you a cluster of her roses ; you sit on the 
stone seat and lean over the parapet and look downward, birds 
flit about yoQi contadini go along the grass paths underneath, 
^d nod to you, smiling; a delicious mingled loveliness of olive 
wood and ilex foliage and blossoming vineyards shelve beneath 
you ; you see all Florence gleaming fiEur below there in the sun, 
and your eyes sweep from the snow that still lies on Yallambroaa 
to the blue shadows of the Carrara range. 

It is calm and golden and happy here at Sta. MargharitSi's, 
high on the firagrant hill air, with the gueldre roses nodding 
above head, and the voices of the vinedressers echoing from the 
leaf- veiled depths below. 

To live here and dream the years away and only score the 
time by the colour of the vines, it would be well, I think; very 
well. Only for such a life one must needs be so happy. Happy 
as one is for an hour, for a day, for a month, but never for 
longer. Happy as one can only be when a great passion is 
close about us, and is past, and present, and future, is world, and 
sun, and God. 

Sometimes I come up here for quiet's sake and lean my anns 
on the red ledge, and wait to watch the sun sink down behind 
the deep azure of Carrara and change the broad green valley to 
ft sea of molten gold. 

I used to come here with Pascartt — many times, many times. 

One day in especial I remember. The wooden Arte had been 
reared in the village yonder; it was a giomo di festa ; it was 
in the April time ; we came up along the narrow road between 
the high wdls, overtopped with china roses and hawthorn; 
we came into the garden by the church and sat down, he on 
the parapet, I on tiie little stone bench in the oomer under 
thesdoe. 

Mass was over; in the sacristan's house they were going to 
the mid-day meal ; they Inrought food out to us and would take 
no deniaL We shared the simple feast of soup and bread and 
salad, Ihere amongst the green leaves and the flowers; we paid 
them for it with the mandoline and man^ songs of Florence. 

KTe stayed there all the afternoon tlu the sun seti and we 
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beaid the Ave Maria vakgokg from all ib^ belfries in the valley 
aa we atroUed backward along the grass paths of the hills ; he 
gathered the dainty orchids fxa me undor the olive trees; we 
kughed and jested and made masio as we went. 

To-day the same soene lies before me in the son; the dd bell 
in the litde square tower strikes the qiiarters with the same 
sound; the guden and the church are nowise changed; the 
sacristan's wife comes out smiling, plaiting her st^w, and hold- 
ing to me a little knot of flowers; she calls me the most 
illustrious, she gazes with gentle awe at th^Jeweb on my hands; 
she does not look aged, and her husband is stooping over the 
dark moist freshrtumed earth binding carKatjions just as we left 
him on that day. 

It is just the same, just the same, only the music is silent. 

Only! 

I lean on the red edge of the wall and look down ; two oon- 
tadini go by under those old gnarled olives; they are young; 
he laughs and her cheeks grow red. I would give the worid to 
be the girl, bareheaded there in the sun, poor, plaiting her straw 
as she goes along ov&c the grass-grown furrows. ^, 

For the music is not silent for her. It may onl]Mndeed be 
a homely little pastoral song, only a peasant's stomdl^ rhymed 
to the hum of the spinning wheel and the bleat of the goats in 
the meadow. But it is the s<mg that makes blythe her heart 
in the ragged boddice and light her feet in the ox'-ploughed 
ways. It is perfect to her, and lips that are eag^ and tender 
murmur it low in her ear; she is blessed amongst womdn, I 
say. But to me the green earth is sil^t. 

Yark6, the painter, made my portrait the other day. I stood 
in the sunset one night in a ooiuirdress that pleased him. He 
broi^ht me an old trecentisto lute and asked me to ong him 
some riorenoe song as he worked. . As I stretched out myhand 
the lute fell and broke in two on the marUe floor. '< Paint it 
so," I said to him; he did not kiiow why, but so it seemed 
fittest to me. 

And the lute is there on the picture, broken— bejond the 
cunning of men to mend. He calls the painting Giorgione's 
Mistress. It seems an iU-diosen' name to me. For she must 
have been happy always ; all that glad life in Yenioe that was 
one long golden flower-crowned nmsque, and then tiie short 
sharp death that did not divide them but wedded them closely 
for all time, together forever in the quiet of the grave and in 
the memory.of the world. . ; 
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It is 80 few years, and yet it seems 00 many ages since 
tlie white roses came to me in farewelL 

There followed on that time a space of absolute unconscious* 
ncss. It is all blank, all dark to me. 

When I awoke again there were no more around me the bare 
Florentine walls, the aromatic pungent Florentine odours, the 
gay vibrating Florentine street chatter. I %w no more the old 
carved window and the little brown figure of the stocking 
mender with the sun on her silver earrings and the silken hose at 
her feet. 

It had all faded away as though it had never been. 

I awoke with gold and silver and fine linen and rosy huea 
about me ; I awoke with great wide windows before me, through 
which there gleamed gilded rails and chestnut trees in blossom, 
and a light vivacious crowd of children, running hither anA 
thither with lilac in their hands; I awoke with Florio's whispers 
in my ears. 

" Oh, carina mia, you will live? you will live? Only see, 
this is Paris and we are so rich, so rich. If l^e donzella like 
to eat gold she can have it as easily as grapes in vintage time'' 
Oh, carina mia, you will live, you will try a little to live, will 
you not?" 

I looked at him stupidly, pushing the curls from my aching 
forehead; live ? why should I live ? the blue lilies were all dead 
in Tuscany. 

One day they set before me great cases of sapphires and dia- 
monds and other precious stones. They were heirlooms, they 
said. 

** You are too young for them," said my father, ** but they 
will become you, as those old yellow and purple velvets used to 
do in old Yerona. Make yourself your handsomest to-night, the 
world will see you." 

I had no choice but to obey. 

The world saw me and made itself a fool for me : the great 
dazzling lawless world of Paris. I stretched my hands to it 
thankfdlly, it gave me a feverish forgetfulness ; anything was 
better than to sit and see the chestnuts bud in the cool sunlight 
and to go mad with longing for the deep vine shadows and the 
sweet moontain stillness of my Tuscany. Anything was bettei 
than to stare tiU one was blind at the cruel glare on the shade- 
less pavements, and grow sick with longing for the mere smell 
of the oak<wood fires in the Florence streets. 

One day I saw an iiis behind a gilded garden-pale ; an iris as 
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bine as my lost beayens— the iris of Dante that blooms in mil* 
lions down the oliye idopes and amongst the maise in Tuscany 
with the first waJLoning of the spring-time son. 

I tiiought tiiat Dante in his hell had missed the sharpest 
tortore of it idl. Why did he not set a little Italian meadow 
lily to grow in the darkness of Caina and Ptolomea and smile 
with its azure eyes at the despair of those for whom the sun of 
Italy had foreyer ceased to shine P 

Am I not mad ? as mad as dead 'Dino's Pazaa, calling on 
the waters to giye up her loyer by sad Ferrara? I call on the 
dead days, and they are drowned and mute like 'Dino. 

My father is good to me, in his cold idle manner. He is 
proud because the world calls me so handsome, and he fills my 
hands with riches ; I spend in a day when I like what would 
make this little paese on the hills here a fairyland for all its 
people. Men loye me— or yow thw do, — and I play with them, 
and they say I haye no heart, ^^men enyy me as I pass by, 
and hate me with that hate which is a woman's cross of honour. 
What more can any female creature want? 

And yet you see one is so thankless. I, who dreamed cease- 
lessly of all this greatness, and thirsted for it lying wide-awake 
on my truckle bed, and watching the moon rise oyer the Scala's 
palaces, and light the painted loyes of Orpheus on the yault 
aboye, I often shake the jewels off my adung head and fling 
myself down weeping as 'Dino's Pazza weeps beside the riyer« 
side, for the time when the wild poppies were twisted in my 
wind-blown curls by the hands of Pascar^l. 

Many haye asked me in marriage. My father looks at me 
Rrith a curious look often, and says, '* Gki&er your roses while 
you may — ^that is sound counsel, though a poet's." 

But how shall I gather them? I? who only hold a dead rose 
to my heart that no one sees, as old Giudettii held hers fifty long 
years in sQence and in faith. 

I haye no faith; if I had had faith, neyer had I let so poor 
and yile a thing as his dead amorous folly stand betwixt me and 
my belief in him. All that I know ; too late, too late. 

But so much fedth as this I haye. He kissed me there, on 
the dark hillside on the night of the saints under Piesole. Ko 
other shall oyer touch me ; so much faith as this I haye. 

i woman who carries lips un-yirgin to her husband, what 
better is she than the adulteress ? 

So I think at least; old Mariuccia would say so if I could 
rouse her fropi be? hard-won rest away tb^re wher0 t^e 
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dpifte dtohn-^nnds lash the Bullen aea-green of the Adige into 
foam. 

There is one who torments me more than all others to be 
faithless to this single poor shred of human fealty that I 
treasure* 

I have seen him but lately, since we came hither, back into 
this dear Tuscan land ; it is he who in the old villa above Lucca 
begged me to sing to the mandoline with so insolent an eager* 
ness in his bold eyes. 

He is my father's cousin and heir; the likeness in him thut I 
saw that night was no chance resemblance. At times I wonder 
if he recognizes in me the child that leaned against the screen 
in the great hall with her strange masquerade dress of violet 
and gold : I cannot tell. He never talks of it; he is a man full 
of grace and courtliness, and to all people my father speaks of 
me as having been reared in a convent of Korthem Italy. Ko 
one doubts : why should they ? Only sometimes I think my 
cousin doubts ; sometimes I tmnk he knows full weU that I was 
once the little wandering TJccello of the Arte. 

He loves me, or pursues me at the least with a strong ardour 
and with delicate Wiles and ways. My father favours his suit, 
60 for at least as he ever rouses himself from his voluptuous 
apathy to urge upon me anything. The man is sole heir to all 
his late-come greatness, and he would be glad that I should bear 
the mighty name and wear the honour of it always. 

So they talk ; so they talk ; and my cousin woos me as only 
men skilled in the world as he is can ; he has my father's beauty 
and my father's grace and ease ; but I — ^whilst his words are 
most eloquent upon my ear, all I can hear is one voice mur- 
muring in its sweet sonorous Glhiscan, " Oh, gioja mia I " in the 
dreamy lustrous midnight when the falling stars dropped over 
white Fiesole. 

Por how can I forget ? how shall I ever forget till I am dead? 

What woman forgets the first kisses that have burned on her 
cheek and throaty unless she grow light enough and foul enough 
to lend her lips to fresh caresses ? And that I am not ; — ^nay^ 
thank God ; — so much of womanhood there is m me, though in 
so much else, I, the great lord's daughter and the great world's 
darling, am so far sunk beneath the little simple wayward, fear- 
less, innocent XJcceUo. 

Yet there must be something more, for in the world there 
where they sing my praises, they always say " a beautiM thing 
•^hut wild— wid wifl* an untamed look; " and when I shake off 
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>y rich ydyets and my priceless laees at fhe end of the long 
nights of pleasure, I shiyer a little, and in my sonl long for the 
old simple dusty skirts stained iridi the jaioe of the trodden 
grapes, and the play of the bleating kids and the dew of the 
wind-blown acacias where I ran bareheaded and happy in the 
ftummer snn in the wake of the wandering Arte. 

For I am so young still, and yet I feel so old ; and all that one 
sweet buried summer time has all my dead youth with it in its 
grave of withered rose leaves. 

'' What would Mariucoia say if she came before us now P " 
cries good, menr, blissful Elorio, a thousand times if once : ah, 
yes I I have all the greatness and the glories that I sighed my 
Boul out for in my ungrateful babyhood, sitting at her feet under 
the broken Donatello. And what good is it to me? so little 
good that when I see a little white anemule shine under those 
oHve trees my heart is sick with longing and I am weary unto 
deatiu 

Is it three years P only three years P It seems eternity since 
there, by the Mouth of the Lion, the crowd of Oltramo bore him 
away on the wild rejoicing night? 

Hen talk of him ; I hear his name and see it on the walls of 
cities. 

"A great genius," they say, ** fitful and never to be controlled, 
but of wit keen as the needle's edge, and of powers varied as the 
sunset's hues." The fisune of him has leapt into sudden light 
before the world ; ** a player's &me ! " says my cousin with a 
«neer, '' a player's &me ! a mushroom's fungus growth that will 
die down with the first day of rain ! " 

Does he remember, — ^my cousin P When he says these things, I 
think so. 

Can I be glad that he has tiiose paper laurels, as he used to 
call them? 

Ko, &r art is a rival longer lived than any woman. Ah, dear 
heaven 1 I should have known that a woman's love is wortii no* 
thing unless it be doglike and takes good and evil alike uncom« 
plaimng ? Yes, perhaps ; but as it is my heart bums with lov9 
still. 

^ Last nigh^ only last night, I was weak enough to wish to see 
his face again there on the hillside where the great open-air 
theatre stauads, and I left my horses at the base of the slope, and 
put my mask and domino on, and went upward on foot where 
the red and white flag fluttered high above the oaK woods. 

How still the night was; and the great golden moon hung in 
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the sUtery aii, and the wliite magnolias gleamed Hke lamps, and a 
cloud of rosy oleander leaves was blown in my face by the wind. 

Do you know what the night is in Italy? No? Then you 
do not know how near heaven your earth can be. 

It is a great ^lace without a roof, a summer theatre for the 
people. The grass grow^ up to tht; walls and the oak woods are 
all above. It was quite quiet ; there was a sound of dreamlike 
musie sighing everywhere upon the silent and leafy sides of the 
hills. 

There were many doors all open to the ail. fa one a group of 
pifferari leaned ; next to them was a peasant girl with a buliiish 
in her hand ; next her again a woman who rested her basket of 
melons on a rail and held a'child to her bare breast. 

Behind, the little wandering pifferari strayed near the entrance 
without paying, their eyes aglow under their tangled hair ; the 
metal workers and perfume pressors and mosaic meikers fix)m the 
town leant together with bended brows ; the noble stooped his 
delicate dark head to hearken yet more surely; the proud duchess 
at his side beat the measure softly with her broad black fan; so 
they listened, the Tuscan people, with the shadow of the great 
roofless walls around them and above their heads the blue night 
skies. And the genius of what\they had heard had entered into 
them, and the sweet sounds of it were sighing in echo from all 
their mouths, and they laughed aloud in pleasure, while their 
eyes kindled and flashed through the shadow, and a great shout 
went up from three thousand voices to the quiet stars where the 
clouds were floating. 

They all cried one hame ;— ** Pascar^l I '' 

I glided in and stood in the press between a cobbler in his 
leathern apron who had brought a shoe to sew there and a conta- 
dino with his brown cloak tossed over one shoulder and behind 
his ear a knot of asphodels. 

The light and shadows played about them; the oil flames 
burned clear, the smell of tl^ fresh herbs and grass drifted from 
the hills without ; above heaid were the purple clouds with the 
moon a globe of gold, and a great dusky hawk winging his dow 
way across the face of the sky. 

Ah, God ! the familiar sweetness of it all ! I lost all sense of 
time and place. I was once more the little wandering TJccello of 
the Arte, happy because the breeze blew, happy because the sun 
would rise, happy for every trifle of the day and night, happy as 
the flowers in the fields. 

The people made a little way hx me and I sank on the seat 
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that the old oobUer loae to suirender to me. They looked but 
little at me, they were abeorbed in what they had heard, and a 
woman masked is not so strange in Italy as elsewhere. I sat 
qtiite still. 

The great circle went roimd and roimd before my sight, the 
lights wavered in the dnsky shadows of it, the music sounded 
like the sweU of some far*off sea. 

Whether it were harmony or discord I had no perception, nor 
how long it lasted after my entrance there I cannot tell. 

I could feel the wind blowing in my eyes, I could see the 
hawk hovering above with outstretched wings, I could smell the 
sweet familiar scents of the wild hillside ; that was all. 

My consciousness was with the old dead days. 

The silence around me was broken by tumultuous shouts ; the 
music had ceased, the people were sending the thunder of their 
applause up to the quiet darkness where the stars were ; the 
hawk had soared away. 

It was all vague and full of fiiry, like a storm, to me; the 
waves of sound beat on my ears but I did not hear them. 

Then — lightly as a leopard in its own deserts, Pascar^l leaped 
on the stage with abound, and thunders of homage echoed through 
Ihe house, and his eyes flashed over the sea of faces and the clear 
resonant vibrations of his voice thrilled through the murmuring 
welcome of the hushing house. 

And so I saw and heard him— -I— once more ; I who had felt 
his kisses there on the far hillside beneath Fiesole that unforgot- 
ten night before the Feast-day of the Dead. 

And yet I sat quite quiet, and only drew a little into shadow 
where uie gaslight would not find my diamonds. Women are 
liars, say you ? Well, they need be. 

There was silence, tumult, silence, tumult again; then the 
people streamed away out into the moonlight. 

I was left all alone. I could hear them going down the hills 
)ilaying on their mandolines. The lights were blown out. 
There was only the white light of the fiill moon. 

Kear at hand there was laughter and singing. They sounded 
ptrangely, waking all the echoes in the great silent amphitheatre. 
My life thrilled with sharp sickly pain, as though a snake had 
bitten me. 

I heard the clear vibration of the laugh of Pascar^l, that 
Italian laugh, like the ring of silver upon stone, which is like no 
other upon earth. The light merrin^ent of women crossed it, and 
a burdcQ pf a love 9ong followed. 
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I rose to my feet, and felt my way blindly through the rows of 
seats to thv> open doorway, round which the coils of wild vine 
were blowing in the wind from the mountains. 

He was standing on the hillside ; his lips laughed, the moon« 
light fell about him ; his mandoline was strung with a scarlet 
rihbon; against him leaned a beautiful wanton thing with lacos 
I r.iiluig in the damp grass, and a white hand that stretched over 
his shoulder and touched the strings of the lute. 

I knew her face ; she came of Yenice ; they called her in her 
world Poppea. 

I went by them, noiseless and shapeless, a dark shadow against 
the white magnolia blossoms. He started, and a false note 
shivered sadly from the mandoline. 

This was how he remembered ! Ah, GK)d I what is it that 
stays with me still P — ^it cannot be love — ^for very shame's sake it 
must now be hate ? 

And yet, — and yet, — ^I envy that peasant girl who goes yonder 
through the olives with her lover's hand in hers \ 



CHAPTER m. 

THE OLD SEA. aTTEEK. 

It is not an army that goes out to war. It is a whole people 
that rises in arms. My birth country alone sends out many 
thousand Tuscans ; all made of the same steel as those who, in 
the old day, held their villa on the Murello slopes there, against 
all assaults from the stoutest chivalry of England and of 
Germany. 

I come down to Genoa in the fresh May days; along this 
beautiful sea road that my knapsack and I travelled so long long 
ago with the French comedians, eating their cherries and singing 
their songs, with the blue sky overhead and the blue sea at their 
feet. 

I remember how we came into Genoa then — ^they and I — iti 
the glad Easter weather, with the white dust on our feet and the 
ready jest on our mouths. Genoa was in fest^ that day ; and all 
the ladder-like streets were ablaze with flags, and all the many- 
coloured flints of the old sea palaces glowed in the fervid noon 
heats from the sapphire wator. And we ate fruits in the auaint 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



386 PASCARML. 

old gallfiries along the sea line ; and laughed and chattered down 
the steep ways where the Doria and their fellows fought so often, 
biee to knee and Imife to knife ; and then, at mght&ll, we 
played to a thooaand odd sailors and traders of every clime from 
off the yessels in its harhonr, and the theatre over and done with, 
we strayed out into the moonlight along Uie sea again, slaking 
our throats with pomegranates, and waking the echoes of the 
palaces of the old Sea Queen with the thrill of the mandoline 
until the dawn broke away there across the waves where Afriea 
was lyin^. 

Ah, Dio mio ! — ^those were goodly days, and gracious in their 
folly, and sweet in the mouth as the rea water melon, if also as 
swift to melt away and leave no taste, and as little fit for life's 
real sustenance. 

And hare is Oenoa again in the May time, and this time its 
music is of dnuns and bugles, and the roll of cannon and the 
tramp of soldiers; this May time its waters and skies and air 
are grey, and full of storm; the rain falls, the shadows of the 
hills dose darkly round; the old palaces lean together, and the 
streets are dark as night ; there are only the golden oranges and 
the tricoloured banners that have colour in Siem, and Laugh a 
Uttle through the gloom. 

The city seems to tremble where s^e sits by the sea, that she 
wrested in the old old days from bereaved Pisa. 

Through her streets and down her mighty quays there tramp, 
all day long, thousands and tens of thousands of tired feet — ful 
Italy and half France are here. 

llirough the mists that hang on high, over the olive woods, 
there oome half muffled cheers. Though the rain falls the 
bouquets fall too ; fall in showers on the shining lines of bayo- 
nets from the balconies above. Through the white vapour fix>m 
the Mediterranean the sounds of the salutes from the frigates roll 
heavily and echo down the mole. The old archways and the dim 
cavernous galleries along the sea line are all fall of the troops, 
that pause there in a little breathing space to taste the wine and 
press the fruits into their burning throats. Little children glow 
here and there out of the fog like little knots of flowers; the 
smallest of them have the three colours somewhere on their 
dress, and their small shrill voices are all crying vivas for. the 
King and Italy. 

Genoa is for the moment the mouthpiece of the whole roused 
nation. 

The rain falls — ^falls all day long; and at night dims the cres- 
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86t8 and dustors of lights that glitter down the terraces in the old 
palaces, and puts out the broad flame of torches that glow down 
the terraces and flare on the sculptored fi*onts and the yari* 
coloured carvings in all the sloping streets. The rain falls as 
though the sky were sold to Austria. But for once it cannot drive 
the people in ; for once, though the flags droop^ the hearts do not : 
for once the eager steps race, and the loud huzzas rise, and the 
millions of flowers are thrown through the grey sad mist as 
through the lost gold of the sunshine. 

The clouds may gather and the storms may beat as they will, 
and do their worst ; there is a fire alight in Italy that no rain can 
quench; — nay, not eren a rain of blood. 

Genoa for the moment is the meeting place of the whole roused 
nation. 

I sit here in the covered places in the galleries fronting the sea. 

It is fall of many-coloured fruits, and flasks of wine, and piles 
of polenta. Oil lamps swing above, shedding a dim light. A 
handsome brown-faced woman chaffers at the counter, her g^eat 
gold earrings flashing with each movement of her head. Soldiers 
come and go by scores, by hundreds; Zouaves with the African 
sun on them, Neapolitans still in their fishing shirts; Tuscan 
conscripts with the first down on their lips; Cuirassiers with 
flashing chains and plumes ; Italian nobles with Titian faces and 
slender stately forms in the simple tunic of the volunteer, all 
coming and going, drinking and jesting, clashing their sabres 
against the great brass scales, tilting the straw-covered flasks to 
their mouths, tossing their sashes against the baskets of oranges, 
making, all unwittingly, a thousand studies for Heissonnier, 
with the dusky light on the white crosses of Savoy and the silver 
medals of France, whilst out there, beyond the quay, the sea is 
murmuring, and the vessels are looming like phantom ships in tht 
shadows. 

The French laugh and chatter endlessly, and our people will 
not be outdone in lightness of heart ; but every now and then the 
Italian faces grow very grave and pale a little under their olive 
brows as their eyes go seawuxl; here it is not a question of a 
campaign lost or won, it is a nation^s life or death that is in the 
balance. 

I have come from the Cafll^ of the Concordia. 

It is grander there and stiller amongst its orange groves and 
throngs of staff officers ; but I Hke better to be here in this dusky 
archway with my musket at my knee, and, around, tiie strong 
salt smell of the sea. 

coa 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



|88 PASCAitAL. 

As I Bit htit^ thintiitg thiis, there comes Hoiseleaely ihte tto 
erowded place a dight small figure, travel stained and very weary, 
with a beaatifbl pale little face under curls of reddened gold. 
The figure comes to me shyly through the noisy soldiers, and 
takes my hand. 

" Dear friend, am I too late ? May I go with youf " 

It is Baffaelino. 

For a while I cannot speak to him, I am so much amased. 1 
left him safe in Florence with his genius, in the quiet and the 
sunshine, springing to goodly stature like the prophet's gourd. 

** You ! '* I cry to him, making way for him on the window 
fettle. " You ; — ^Merciful heaven, you ? to fece this war ? We 
shall have women and children next * " 

It is brutal of me, but I am rough with him. I am angered 
to see him there ,* a lad no stronger than any reed that blows in 
Amo water. 

" The women and the children will arm, I think, if the men 
fail," he said, with a gentleness that shames me. ^* Did vou not 
say yourself — it is not an army ; it is a nation in arms ? '^ 

I sit silent; I cannot chide him for any love that he bears to 
Italy, but in my heart I think that the first hour's march tmder 
the summer sun imder his knapsack will stifle the life and music 
in him, as a stone will crush a skylark. 

As the oil flames flicker in the wind I see that he is very 
pale, paler even than is his wont. 

" Can we not go elsewhere? " he murmurs to me. " It is so 
full of noise here, and the smell of wine so strong. And I have 
a thing to tell you ! " 

It is hard to And ^uiet in Genoa that night. Every house is 
full of feasting soldiers, and all along the streets there come 
bonds of them singing and clanking down the precipitous old 
world ways. 

The rain has lifted a little ; there is only a sea mist ; I go 
along the mole with him, and when we have got a little away 
from the clamour we sit down in the shadow of an old boat that 
is high and dry there up on the flags. The rain does not touch 
us ; and we have the sea in front, with a captured schooner of 
Galatz at anchor in the gloom. 

Then Baffaelino turns his shining eyes on me, and his eager 
voice trembles. 

" Oh, dear friend, she is living after all ! I have seen her, I 
have spoken with her — there in Florence — and she was in th^ 
Arte that night and we never knew ! " 
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The grey sea eddies and beayes before my sight. For a mo- 
ment the Bchooner's solitary light flashes out of the darkness 
like a million sons. The ground grows unsteady beneath my 
feet. 

I have no need to ask him whom he means. 

The boy leans his head on his hands, silent ; the wind blows 
in from the sea ; the lights in the captive ship die out ; from the 
terraces above, where the hills are, there comes a loud sweet 
echo of men's voices singing; they are chanting the Hymn of 
Garibaldi. 

Then 

<' Your donzella f '' I say quietly, for it is her secret and 
must be kept, and Ibe lad knows nothing. "Your donzella P 
Well ! she is not dead, then. But she is dead, no doubt, in 
another fashion — by all kinds of change." 

He looks at me a little bewilderedly. Perhaps I speak too 
coldly — ^men do when they are in pain. 

** She is changed, and yet she is not," he murmurs ; '* a hun- 
dred times more beautiful, yet quite the same, I think, as when 
we ran together through Verona. But she is very great, you 
know — ^very great and rich, and of high estate, and her own 
mistress. Changed so; but not in any other way, I think, 

except ^Well, a great countess, you know, and a poor child 

singing in Ibe Carnival for bread, they are so wide asunder. 
Yes, you are right — change is a sort of death. Perhaps a sadder 
one for those it leaves." 

"She is married greatly?" I say to him. The words have 
no sense or reason to me as I say them. I think of my child 
with the loose golden doud of her Lair blowing in the fresh hill 
winds, and her hands full of the purple glorv of the wild ane- 
mones as she came down on the day of ibe Saints towards the 
old brown BadiL 

I lost her, as one may miss a firefly in a myrtle thicket, one 
hot June night, in the Florence gardens, and I find her as one 
may find it another night, set to shine on high in a woman's 
hair in the palace of a Florence duchess. 

The firefly, gathered to play the part of a diamond, and ^eam 
in a palace masque, dies of the honour; the little soul goes forth 
in fire like other souls of greater martyrs ; but what woman 
ever died of eiraltationP They leave such thankless fiillies to 
the l&cciole. 

It cannot be a second ere he answers me, but it seems a 
borrible endless space and silence that follows on my own voice; 
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ttw noise ftom flie city and from ihe Ma blending into a strai^;e 
didl roar that smiles at my ear. 

"She is not wedded/' says the boy, at last, and my heart 
leaps like a loosed deer that springs from hunter's nets to wood- 
land liberty — and yet what oan it be to me ?— to me more than 
to any one of those careless lads in the streets up yonder, who 
will nnd his grare in the ripening wheat of the wide Lombard 
fields? ''Kol It is some great title of her fEither's. Our folk 
cmll her ccmtesaa, because he is now so noble. I do not know 
much. I did not listen. I conld only think of her. There 
was some wondrous change of fortune for them — she did tell me, 
I forget. She was in the Arte that night and — ^then she saw 
me in the street and sent for me, and I went — ^it was the day 
you left, — she had the great villa under Sta. Margharita on the 
hilL I went, in courtesy and wonder, to a stranger as I thought, 
not dreaming— then, when she stretched her Imnds to me, and 
cried, " 'Ino, 'Ino I — ^is Verona aU forgotten ? " she laughhig a 
little, and yet weeping too, then I knew her, though it was all 
80 changed, and I fell at her feet, and I forget the resf 

After that he is silent a long time — ^poor little tender 
KafiSaeHno. 

I am silent too. 

The rain fiEdls faster, and the wind drives against the boat, but 
neither he nor I heed that. 

As for me I do not ask anoth^ thing. He has seoi her, and 
the world has gone by just the same, — and she is there in my 
own city, — and I am here a common soldier with mj musket, 
Dound in honour not to turn back and look upon her mce. Por 
Mre are to march at dawn. 

I sit stUl looking into the grey mist of the waters ; in the 
town they are shouting and gati^ering and singing and drinking, 
nnd all the lines of the palaces and streets glitter in zigzags of 
light fretfidly through the fog, but no one disturbs us under the 
black shadow of the old fishing boat. 

BaffiEtdino, after a time, speaks again, his head still bent upon 
his hands. 

''I do not think she is changed at heart,'' he murmurs. 
''The same g^erous, imperious, tender, wilful, capricious 
thing, I think, that used to run with me in the winter snows 
and Uie summer noons, hungry and happy, about in old Yerona. 
She laughed and wept with me ; she forgot all her greatness,— 
she called me her brother, her playmate, her friend — she, a 
princess, as it were, in the north land of her father's. She is a 
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proojl, gracefhl^ noble woman now, — a little haughty of speech 
and B^nfib in scorn, I fancy, but to me most tendeif. " Oh, 
'Ino ! '* she cried, " if only I were now that merry, naughty, 
wayward child that ran with you in the old carnival days 
amongst the merry people ! " And then I think she would have 
fairly wfept— only she turned her head and was too proud — ^but 
there went a sort of shiver over her, like that which shakes the 
glacier just before it falls." 

I let the boy talk on, the broken phrases of his speech filled 
in with the fall of the rain, and the sough of the sea in the 
harbour. I ask no questions. I seem to ^ow it all. 

*' It was late in the day when I saw her," he goes on after a 
pause^ '' She made me stay the evening with her. She lives 
like an empress. We went out into the gardens as the sun set. 
Then she would hear my story. Did ever you see her in the 
world, I wonder?" 

I look straight at the sea, and answer *' Never, — ^Why P " 

If one be a man, and have a shred of honour, one must lie so 
often ; so seldom is there any other way that serves a woman. 

" Only, because, when 1 spoke of you, and without you 1 
should have no story, she grew quite pale, I thought, and lis- 
tened with a strange look in her eyes. And when I told her 
how you had kept me with you all these years, and won your 
gold and fEime for me; her tears fell into a knot of deanders 
^at she held, and she murmured to herself, 'So like him! — 
Oh, God — so like ! ' And when I asked her if she knew you, 
then she turned all coldly and suddenly, and answered, ' — I 
know what the world says of him, no more — a great genius — 
wild and generous — ^what can he see in those laughing painted 
wom^nP But they say he loves such best.' And then she 
would hear no more of you, and then she would hear of nothing 
except of you ; and when she asked if you were still in Florence 
she trembled, or I thought so*— perhaps it was only the flicker 
of the trees, for it was twilight then^and wh^i I said that you 
had thrown up fame and fortune, and gone off to join the troops 
at Genoa, she flashed on me her great proud starry eyes with 
such a scorn-— it scorched me like a flame-^Ah, heaven ! I shall 
see tin I die. * And you wait here ! ' she cried, ' you let him 
go alone! You! — ^who but for him would have died in the 
Florence streets of hxmger like a i<>% \ ' She did not know how 
much she hurt, nay, I am sure she did not mean to hurt at all 
I murmured something of the only strength I had lying in 
music. But her eyes flashed fire on mine, though they still 
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weredim. 'Wliati' the cried, Moes genius fh«i daim oowar- 
dice as its first privilege and exemptiou? It was not Lelio 
Pasoardl irlio taught you that ! ' 8he did not mean to hurt — 
oh, no ! she never meant to hurt at all. That I am certain. 
But only spoke out her quick proud passionate thought as was 
her habit when a little child. But one would not wait to hear 
a woman say that twice. And she was right too, very right, I 
know. I left her very soon, and said that I would go to her 
again. She gave me both her hands, in our sweet frimk Italian 
^duon, — she is not changed in any thing of that; I kissed 
them, and I left her. And when we morning came, I o£Eered 
mysdf for service with the volunteers, and they took me, though 
I am weakly and girlish, as you say, and they gave me the 
rough dress and the heavy musket, and I came to-day to Cfenoa 
Hth a thousand others. I shall be of little use ; but she was 
right, you know. If one can only die— one ought at least die 
for Italy." 

So she cannot have forgotten that sweet year-long Tuscan 
summer? 

And it was she masked on the hillside that night ; and I — I 
laughed like a fool with Astra and Poppea. What coiild she 
ihid^ but that I loved those '^ painted women " ? Ah, heaven ! 
how sweet that jealous word to me ! 

Nay — ^I know how base my joy is. 

What right have I to be glad that my memory lies like a 
deep evening shadow across the brilliancy of the morning of 
her life P 

Of course she cannot forget. 

What woman forgets kisses that have burned upon her lips, 
unless she grow light enough and base enough to lend her lips 
in loves swift-chosen and quick-changed? — and that she wOl 
never grow to be my proud innocent lost treasure. 

I know that gladness is base in me. 

Yet glad I am— fiercely, madly, heedlessly glad, though I sit 
mute here by the sea, and listen with a cold face lest the lad 
should think any thought that may come near the truth. For 
all I can ever do in this world for my darling now is to keep her 
secret for her — ^better than she would keep it for herself, perhaps, 
if she be indeed so little altered. 

After awhile, Eaffaelino loolis up at me wistfol, ** Are you 
angered with me that I come ?— you are so stilL One could not 
let a woman say that twice." 

'* That is as one way feel," I answered him, roughly. " If 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THB OLD SBA QUEEN, 393 

you did not fight for the sake of Italy, what use to fight for the 
gibe of a woman P" 

It is bnital in me, I know that, but I cannot sit quietly here 
and hear him talk of her. I rise from the boat's rest and shake 
nim a little as he leans with his head upon his hands. 

" Dio ! you are wet through. Do you want to die before you 
see a battlefield P Qet up ; you have done folly enough for one 
day's work." 

Ha gets up, as I bid him ; there is a startled pain in his eyes 
that moves me with remorse for wounding him. 

I laugh a little that he may see no change in me. 

''Kay, 'Ino, you were my nightingale, and belong to me ; I 
am angered to see you come to be shot down with a^ the spar- 
row-hawks and Yultures. A girl might as well stay a breach 
with her slender arm as you come out. to feed the cannon. 
Besides, the music in you I You should have had pity on your 
genius — " 

" It was not by pity on their genius that your Florentines 
made Florence great in the old days you love," he murmured. 
" And, on your own, what pity have you had? " 

" Mine ! Oh, altro ! A trick of imitating any other crea- 
ture that I see ; and b^ing able to play a little with words upon 
the hearts of a people who laugh or cry without knowing why 
when I tell them! A fine thing. But you — who speak in 

music, that is the very voice of €bd Himself amidst men ! 

Well, now you are here you cannot turn back. We must do 
our best for you. Eise up, and come out of this wild weather. 
If you would serve Italy, you must keep your strength." 

A gleam of moonlight m>m a rift in the clouds &lls on his 
face as he lifts it. 

" If they kill me, it does not matter," he said softly. " You 
know I have loved the donzella ever since we sang together in 
my father's workshop amongst the clank of the hammers ; and 
always, wherever I wandered, I thought of finding her; and 
always, when I have dreamed of my music, I have heard her 
voice as it used to sound in the still old square in the summer 
nights ; and when they praised my music, and talked of a great 
future for me, I thought to myself, perhaps she is in pain and 
in poverty somewhere, or even perhaps in shame, and I shall 
lift her up and crown her with my crown, and give her all that 
men give me ; but now it is over — all over ^r ever ! And now 
she is set on high there, and she can never be anything ever 
agpin to me ; vid \ fe?l as if I shoirfd never bear to hear a note 
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of mnido; and my mxudo was all my aoul^ you know. And it 
is dead.'' 

Ay, indeed, I know; know but too weU. IHien 3roii eaa 
solace a mother fDr her first-hom^s death, then, and then only, 
shall yon solace an artist for the death in him of his Art. 

Then the lad rises up and walks a little feebly along the grey 
sea line : and we go in ^ence — perfect silence, backward into 
the heart of the town. 

The rain has lifted a little. The fires <^ torches and of 
illuminations light the grim stone heights of the old palaces ; 
we tread on laurels as we inount the steep and crowded streets; 
from the terraces, where ^e orange boughs toss in i^e wind, 
distant voices come chanting still the '' Fuoriil Btrani^ ! " 

Baffaelino turns to me a moment with his tender pale &06 in 
a sudden glow from the warmth of flie reddled li^ts in a 
galley above. 

'* xou hear them P " he says, softly. ** Kay, she was right- 
so right What can one ask better than to lay down one's life 
for Italy P'' 



CHAPTER IV. 

IN THE LAOT) OP TIBGIL. 

It is not an army, I say, that goes out to war, it is a raHnm 
in arms that sweeps across the Mmcio to grapple with the old 
bejreditary foe. When one heart beats in the million breasts of 
a nation, the nation is invincible. Man cannot hurt her, and 
God will not 

Evenr square inch of this soil, through whose golden harvests 
the child Tirgil once ran with fleet feet chanting strophes to the 
great Ceres Mammosa, has been thrashed through and t^uough 
by &e iron flail of man for twice a thousand cenkiries. 

The struggle is so old, so old — older than the old iron crown 
of Lombardv. Down from the dreary fastnesses of the Dolomite, 
the to|>erial eagle has swooped so many times to fasten beak and 
talons in the fair eyes of our Italia. 

Against the empire ! It is the old old war-cry. 

Wo doubt 'it was grander work going out across the green 
Valdamo, with t^e red Garroccio and the milkwhite ozen« and 
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U16 banners of the Silver Dove and the Silver Temple; no doubt 
it was grander ; but perhaps we are not altogether unworthy 
<nir for^thers as we toil through tiie hot sun and the blinding 
dusty with the mosquito in our flesh, and the r^^ation knap- 
sadc heavy on our shoulders. One is only a volunteer; but stilly 
if one does one's best — — 

The other day, after a toilsome maroh, some of us bivouacked 
in sight of Mantua ; our arms were stacked, and our tents set up 
where there were old grey crumbled ramparts just on the very 
edge of the lake. Some young soldiers, who were student 
from Eavenna and comrades of mine, caped for such old things, 
and spent their leisure in tracking out the line of the fortifica- 
tions beneath the rank grass and the wild tulip roots that grew 
so thickly beside the water, where the castello with its village 
clustering beneath it had stood in the bygone times of Bonacolsi 
and Awocati. And amongst other marks and sculptures on the 
fallen stones they found most often a prince's coronet, and two 
hawks fighting, and dates of that old old time, when the Lake- 
city yonder, in the midst of its melancholy waters, had quivered 
ander the velvet hands in their gloves or steel of Beatrice and 
Matilda. 

I said nothing to l&e lads as they scraped the grass away with 
their swords off the crown and the two hawks, but I knew the 
cognizance well, it had been, oarven in many a razed fortress 
and ruined town over the Tuscan fields and the Aquilean 
marches, in the sign manual of the Pascar^. If I had had all 
those old fiefs and that crown, perhaps ; — ^poof ! it was the first 
time &at I had ever wished i<x them. But the Fates lie like 
lead on my heart,'^mkie ; to whom the three grim Paroae had 
ever been up to that time of the Feast of the Dead only as 
three gladsome maidens that only summoned me to dance whilst 
they sang. 

As it is, I go the next day into Alessandria, and an officer, 
seeing me, and wanting his horse held, throws me the bridle, 
with a word of command. 

I walk up and down with tiie horse over an hour. When 
the general comes out of the house he had entered he looks over 
me with a steady glance : •' A volunteer ?" 

I salute, and assent. 

•* What do you get ?" he asks. 

"A musket and twenty-five centimes a day." 

** You' are a noble?" 

*'No." 
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"Ayagabond." 

He smiles and throws me, instead of the bridle, a soldOi and 
so rides away. I keep the coin. 

A copper coin for holding a horse; well, the PascarUlo 
Princes in their graves there, under the ruined fortress, could 
not be ashamed. 

In its way that copper coin is worth the ducal crown. 

It is fierce and dark work here in this fruitful land of YirgQ. 
The world has got so tired ; it has seen so much of heroism and 
carnage; it has grown old and dull, and would scarcely open its 
drowsy ears at a noble deed, though the note of it were loud as 
that bugle blast of Orlando which made the birds drop dead in 
all the forests of Eoncesvalles. 

Else the world has seldom seen anything finer than this fiery 
torrent of national life rushing to the plains of the Mincio as 
fast and as furiously as Mincio in time of flood can rush from her 
Mother of Garda. The noble fights beside the populano. The 
young marquis leaves his marble villa, as the cobbler his board 
at the street comer. The prince strides through the mullet, 
shoulder to shoulder with the coppersmith and the mosaic* 
maker. This is the reason that we are so strong in iiiis summer- 
season ; strong as a chain of which every link has been proved 
in the fire. 

The men who march and fight with me have laughed and 
frolicked with me a thousand times in the masquerades and 
sweetmeat showers of the Carnival, and I can do them some 
little good. Even Italians find it luurd to raise a jest sometimes, 
plodding through the rain-soaked earth in autumn with only a 
muddy blood-stained brook to drink at, and the ants settling by 
the score in the gaps of half-healed woimds. Even Italians feel 
their hearts a little heavy, straining under the weight of rifle 
and knapsack over the parched groimd in the scorch of noon, 
with comrade after comrade fidling out of the ranks with sun- 
stroke,^ and the mosquitos buzzing horribly where the sword- 
slash is still unclosed. I can do some Uttle good, perhaps, 
rai^g their courage with a strain of Leoj»&rdi or Oiusti, or 
taking them back to their village under the vines by some burden 
of a country-ritomella, sweetening their hard black bread with a 
tale out of Boccaccio, and making them foi^t their ague on the 
marshy ground by some one of the infinite jests in ^^^ "'^ 
comedies, of which my brain is fUll, and their ears ai 
tired. 



the old 
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1 strite to keet> up liiy mirth for their Bakes; — at night lying 
found the fires that we light to keep off the marsh fever, or hy 
day tramping along the dry, white, tiresome roads with the clouds 
of gnats at our parching throats. 

But it is hard to do it, sometimes. War is sickly work at its 
hest ; and life, I say, is weary. So it seems to me as I go to^ 
day— alone, for once, — ^through the smiling coimtry where th^ 
maidens pluck the mulberry leaves as though no such things as 
flame and steel were as near them as the vines are near. 

My heart is heavy as I pace between the lines of olives and 
watch the runlets of water glisten in the grass. 

Poor little Toccb has died here. 

He volunteered with me, poor dear little lad, only seventeen 
then, and merry as a lark ; leaving the bottega and tiie work h6 
loved, and the fun and frolic of the Florentine street life ; and 
in the very heart of Magenta, as we marched through the standing 
com, under the hail of iron, a bullet struck him, and he feU. 

I could not stay to see for him them ; the sea of blood swept 
me away, a league away, as it seemed, in a second, and all the 
day long it was as much as we could do to keep our feet amidst 
that trampled wheat under that fierce red sun. 

But when old Mars, who ever loved Plorence, had turned the 
balance in our favour, and the carnage was over and done, and 
the sun was gone down westward, th^re beyond the ApiQeian 
Alps, then I had time to seek for him, and after long search I 
found him ; one amongst so many other simple brown-eyed lads 
in their rough coats of blue, and their little peaked caps, and 
their straps and their belts, lying torn and crushed and nameless 
and forgotten, down there amongst the summer harvest. 

He was not quite lifeless. 

He took a drop of water, and lifted his eyelids, and smiled ; 
he knew me, though it was quite night, and he was nearly 
dead. 

" It is a great thing — ^to die for Italy," he said gently, with a 
light like morning on his little parched sad face ; then a shiver 
shook him, and his hand tried to fold itself in mine, and he 
stretched his limbs out, and all was over. 

He was only a sod of clay that cumbered that harvest field. 

Ah, Dio mio ! — ^the world is weary after alL 

I go through the green glad country. 

Who could tell ijiat death in its most ghastly shapes walked 
here with every day and night ? 

{t is all so peaceful. 
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The white road runs straight and shining in the si^i. The 
red roofs of the farmhouses glow through chestnut woods and 
oUto orchards. The mighty river glistens here and there where 
a hreak in the vines shows its course. Away in the shadows are 
the towers of Pavia ; and, beyond, the beautiful snowy sea-like 
surge of the Alpine crests where Milan lies. Near me girls are 
putting mulberry leaves into great baskets, chatting the while ; 
and through the vine-yards gentle white oxai drag the lumbering 
waggons. 

Only now and again there is some headless helmet in the 
grass, or the dogroses blossom above a dead warhorse ; or a cherry 
tree, red with fruit, lies on the ground, its stem broken under a 
rain of bullets. / 

I walk on, and think of another sad thing that I saw yester- 
day. 

It was by the wayside in a little village. There had been a 
short sharp struggle between Tirolese, who held the street, and 
Bersaglieri, who wanted to sweep it clear. The BersagUeri 
won, and carried the position. The little narrow road all green 
and golden with fruit trees, where the women were wont to sit 
out at their thresholds at evening spinning and singing in unity, 
was strewn with dead and dying. 

I had helped the Bersaglieri — ^being in the way; and when 
all was over tried to help the wounded. 

I carried one Tirolean into a cottage. He was a tall, strong, 
and very handsome man ; a mountaineer ; and he had been shot 
through the head, and had but half an hour to live. 

I soothed that half-hour for him as well as I was able ; he 
lying on the mud floor of the hovel with the door wide open» 
and through it shining the glory of the afternoon sun, and tiie 
whiteness of a late flowering peach-tree. He had been un« 
conscious since the time tiie shot had struck him ; bofore death 
his reason came to him — it is often so. 

His hand sought his chest feebly and uncertainly, like the 
hand of a blind man. 

*' Do not take it away," he muttered, with his wistful beautiful 
frank eyes looking with passionate prayer into mine — ^his enemy's. 
**Do not take it away — ^it is all I have. She laughed, you 
know — but she did not mean to hurt — oh, no, oh, no. Look at 
that white — ^is that snow? We must bring the cattle down 
from the mountains. Yes — I am in pain; a little pain. Bo 
not tell my mother — nor Anton. Lift me a little, bo I can see 
the hills — she laughed, you know, but thep she did not mean to 
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hurt JDo not take it awav—it is the only little thing I 
have." 

And 80 gazing at tiie whiteness of the fruit blossoms in the 
open door, and thinking it the lustre of the virgin snow upon his 
own eternal hills, he shuddered a little and turned wearily on 
his side, and so looking up at me like a dog in pain, drew his 
breath with a sigh and died. 

When we stript to bury him his right hand was on his chest, 
and on it was a little tuft of the wild grass that is called the 
maiden's hair. 

We laid him to rest in the little garden xmder the fruit trees, 
^th his face turned to his own mountains. 

His name I never knew. 

His is one of the many million nameless graves that strew aU 
that green country betwixt Alp and Apennine. But I have no 
doubt that if it could be known we should find it to be — Marco 
Bosas. 

Away in a chalet of XJnterrinthal the good mother -vrill sit and 
spin and pray ^. and the cattle will come from the grass lands in 
autumn, and the sun^nd the clouds wiU play on the broad snow 
fields, ipd the calves will low at ijhe barred byre door, and the 
seasons will come and go till the Alps are once more smiling blu0 
as the eyes of a northern child, with the gentian flowers and Uie 
hyacinths of the spring. 

But always in vain will the old mother pray, and never again 
will the feet of her ^rst-born come over the moTJ^itainSf.. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE SONe OF THE eBILLI. 

I itAiTB kept the dear little BafSaello beside me as much as 
possible.^ 

Every seal treats him tenderly, as if he were a girL There 
are hundreds of lads as young as he; but there is something in 
his pipetty innocent face with its curls of Giorgione's gold, and 
its elear, wondering, wistful eyes that wins the heart out of the 
toughest veteran and wildest trooper. 

The boy looks so astray in it all. 

His soul ^ in musio. This thunder of cannonade, and soreanu 
pf dying horses, and clash of erossing steel, and falling trees and 
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buining hotiaesi must be a hell to him. He has ii- #ayi a starfled 
look. 

Tet he is brave in his way, this little dreamer, who only the 
other day was a barelegged ohild, singing while the robins sang 
in tiie garret of Ambrogib Eufi. 

Bie is brate in his way, though he elings so closely to me, and 
will hardly quit mj shadow. 

One day I found him hidden by the high yellow com, listening 
•^listening — listening with an intent and wondering face. I spoke 
and roused him, and forced him away; for abatteryof the Austnans 
commanded these yery fields, and their fire was raking through 
the bending wheat not ten yards off him. 

'' What were you doing there ?" I asked him in some wratn. 

'' £ was hearing what tibe grilli said," he answered me ; and 
then he got out lus little trecento viol which lies always in his 
kpapsack ; and began to echo out on it the story of the grilli ; 
the little brown gi^ singing so happily here in joy of the sun 
and ihe summer, amongst the yellow com stalks and the flame 
of the tossing ^ppies ; the ^r little grilli caged for Ghrist'a 
soke on Ascension Day, and singing still on and on in the littla 
prisons till their life grows out of them, whilst every hut and 
homestead on the oliye hills and in the vine-lands sets bread and 
wine on its threshold and hangs out a lanthcon to goide the 
steps of Christ who walks that night on earth. 

Bafiaelino plaved the plaint of the grilli that day, whilst a 
score of rough sddiers stood round, he nothing noting them, and 
not a few of them had their fierce eyes dim witii tears. Then 
all in a moment he broke it off suddenly, and thrust the viol 
behind him, and went away by himself into the little bare 
plaster cottage, where a dozen of us were quartered. 

When I followed him he was crying like a child* 

" What is it?" I asked him. 

He hid his fsiOQ shyly, as a girl may do. 

** Ooly— -only— I have loved my music for itself, you know, 
and it was ^uite enough for me. But now I do not know — I 
think the things and feel them, and I can make others &el them 
too, but all the harmony is gone out of it for me. In all I do, 
I only see her &ce, I only h^ her voice. My music is like the 
gfilli^s in the cage; it is my nature — and so it will not leave 
me— only I am fSuthless to. it, so I die. She will never be any- 
thing to me, you know; how should she ? great like that, and I 
a litUe b^gar ? Oh, I know, I know it is my foUy ; but you 
see in old Yerona she had no one else but me, and so——" 
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And BO fhe gentle heart of the little lad is half broken ; a 
ehildish loye and as innocent as ever this impure earth ere saw, 
but still one that has killed art in him, and made the adder o/ 
memory hiss in every sweet note that was once his solace. 

He is no more fit for the fiery furnace of war than are those 
delicate heads of the millet, that blow like a girl's auburn curls 
upon the summer wind. Kevertheless, the battle does not spare 
the frail maize feathers, but sweeps them aside, and treads them 
down, and tramples them in blood. Kor does it spare Eaf- 
faelino. 

The next day after he has listened to the grilli's chaunt in 
the cornfields, there is bitter struggle over all this fertile smiling 
land, with its festooned vines and its leaf-hidden watercourses, 
that is like one vast sheet of verdure enrolled between the far 
mountains. 

It is a struggle that is called, later on, the Field of Monte- 
bello. 

** We go in black with powder ; we shall come out red with 
carnage," says one of its soldiers, and it is true that we do. We 
dip the scarlet lilies of Florence and the white cross of Sa^oy in 
blood till they are both of one colour. We strangle the black 
eagle that day, down there amongst the tangled vines and the 
fall-eared com in the country of Virgil. 

It is a hot and blinding day. 

The sun lies heavily on all the white roads. The bruised vines, 
and trodden corn, and ruined orchards, are sad to see. 

At intervals here and there, on the green face of the country, 
there are dusky clouds of smoke and dark small masses slowly 
moving. There is a battle scattered over the great plain. The 
fine ethereal lines of the mountains are delicate as gossamer 
against tiie summer sky. 80 they looked when Theodoric and 
Otho fought here. They have seen so many millions of men 
slaughter one another here, since the far ages when men were 
not, and all this laughing land of the vine and the pomegranate 
was only a primssval valley of ice. 

How the battle goes elsewhere I eannot tell. Where 1 am, 
we hold a villa and its courts and gardens against the Austrians. 

It is A rambling old place, with great walled gardens, and 
great echoing chambers, and great £scoloured frescoes peeling 
in the sun. Its owners have fled long before. 

There is only an old man, a gardener, who sits by a well in 
the central court while the straggle goes on round him, and 
itares and looks stupid, as though his wits were gone. 

D D 
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Ood knowi how we fight— I do not. There are some fiftjr of 
00 and a handM of BerMglieri — ^that is all ; and the Anstnans 
•ve very ntunerouB. They hdd the position early in the day, 
and we took it from them at noon ; and we have held it against 
the worst that they oan do nntil it is now four hy the Bnn.<lial 
on the wall where the great mnlherry grows and a cherub's 
head is painted; 

The mnsketry rolls; the smoke is thick; the dead men iaOll 
down the broad stone steps, and lie under the red oleander 
flowers. The staircase is ^deputed step by step. The pavements 
are all wet with blood. The din is horrible, ijnidst it all I 
know I hear, in a moment of stillness, a little bird sing^g. I 
look up and see it above my head, on a tendril of a vine that 
comes through the large imglazed window. 

There is a voimg face lifted to listen to it. It is innocent 
and heavenly looking, like Ihe cherub's on the frescoed walL 
It is terribly out of keeping with the ghastly scene around. It 
is quite white, even to the Hps ; but they are firmly dosedi 
although so pale, and Baffaelino has not left my side to-day. 

The sun-dial points four in the afternoon. 

Ve have looked for reinforcement, but none comes. How the 
battle ^^oes elsewhere we cannot tell. The «iemy are strong 
here still and keep pressing upward through the courts and 
gardens. 

All Uie later half of the bitter burning day our own men seem 
to close round me, and look up to me as their leader. I do not 
think how or why it is — whedier all those in command are dead 
or not. I lead them because it comes naturally — I, a mere 
volunteer, a conmion soldi^, like the rest of them, with nothing 
but my musket 

As the bird sings, and a little lull comes in the strife, as such 
a pause will, even in the fiercest struggle, I look around me 
anxiously. My obthes have been shot through and through, 
but, strangely enough nowhere is the flesh grazed or the bone 
broken. Yet men have fsdlen round me like chestnuts in the 
autumn forests. 

We are very few. 

However the day go elsewhere in the plain, here it goes against 
us. 

Jagers have joined the Whitecoats, and are pressing up 
through the ilexes. 

We hold the staircase and the inner court still ; — ^but for how 
Jong? 
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If I could fiend word to the bead (^ the bridge, a mile off, liie 
Sardinians a!re there, and might spare m^i. Eaffaelino, watch- 
ing my face, hi that one little moment as the bird sings, reads 
my thoughts, and whispers to me through the din — 

''If I crept through the laurels and ran, the poplars would 
shelter me; once \(j the river-side, to the bridge is not &ff P '' 

I do not linswer him. 

The lad is dear to me. Did I not see him first, the pretty 
child, touching his little viol that carnival day in the cathedral 
square where grim Eoland keeps watch and ward P 

The passage to the bridge is possible ; but whosoeyer makes it 
— ^being seen — will surely meet his death. For all the way is 
set thi^ with Tirolese, who mark their men as on the hills tihey 
mark tiieir chamois. 

" Ko, it is too dangerous," I say to him abruptly. " No ; I 
forbid you." 

Baffaelino lifts his golden head ; the sun coming through the 
open window makes an aureola round it. A little feverish flush 
comes on his cheeks. 

" And I— disobey you ! " he said quickly. " Even before you 
— Italvl" 

And then he runs out swiftly, and through the window I see 
him in the open air, and tiien I lose him underneath the leaves, 
and have oidy space to breathe for him that half-unconscious 
prayer which the most reckless men will cling to by an instinct ; 
for the lull is over, and the Jagers are in the inner court, and 9 
ball has struck down the old man sitting at the well, and I have 
to draw my comrades closer round me, and hold the hall as best 
wc can with a raking fire that makes the Tedeschi reel andscattei^ 
w xhey come. 

Then foUows the fiercest, hottest, darkest, dreadest moments 
of my life. 

The shadow on tiie sun-dial creeps on ; it is a quarter past four 
and more. My little troop is only half in numbers what it was 
when the bird sang. The grape-fi&ot falls like haiL Unless the 
Sardinians come quickly— —7 

The shadow on the dial cieeps onward. 

It is no longer mere firing and counter-firing; it is a hard, 
devilish, hand-to-hand, throat-to-&roat skuggle on the marble 
stairs and pavement that is all slippery with carnage. 

Some of the Jagers have found a second stairway on the other 
rade of the villa, and so have crept up unseen by us, and pour 
out on to the head of the great staircase, and thrust us down- 
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ward, 80 flutt we aie between two forces, as in a Tice. We are 
some thirty men in all — not more; and many of us are wounded, 
and Terr weak from long thirst and the heat of the day. 

Caught between these two, the Jagers pressing on us from 
behind, the Tirolese forcing us baokwards on to their comrades' 
steel, we struggle, God kaows how, in a horrible crush and 
medley, across tiie court and into the green grass-lands of the 
gardens, where the ripening grapes are hai^g^ on all the 
trellised yines. 

Here, if the Sardinians do not come, we must be butchered 
like BO many sheep. Yet all the while it is hardly of the Sar- 
dinians ti^t I tmnk ; it is of the dear little lad making his 
perilous way through the canes underneath the poplars; and 
every now and then, even in the fellness and ferocity of the 
struggle, I turn my head to look beyond the laurels to the grassy 
stretches across which he must return. 

The brutes hem us in on both sides. The men go down like 
com under the sickle. I and the few who remain contriye to 
force a little breathing space, so l^t we haye our backs to the 
yilla gates and get dear a moment of one half the pressure. 
At that moment I see Raffaelino. 

He is running, not creepiog fox-like, as he should do, for the 
canes to shieldMm; but running erect, his feet are bare as in his 
childish days over the stones of Yerona, that he may speed him- 
self thequicker ; his fair tangled hair is blowing back from his 
fiusa H!6 has picked up a shattered standard somewhere, and 
the colours of Free Italy float from him as he comes. 

He waves it and cries aloud to me, the dear, rash, impatient, 
unselfish littLe lad; because he knows that, in such straits as 
ours, hope, beiog a moment delayed, may be too late forever. 
He ones to me the little dear, brave lad — 
** Hold out ten minutes, and they are here." 
Then, as he speaks, there is a shower of green leaves above his 
head ; he throws his curls back with a strange dizzy gesture; 
then he stops short there in the grassy path, with all the vines 
and the rose-laurels dose about him; then down he feillsy &oe 
forward, on the tiuf. 
They have shot him from behind the laurd-hedge. , 
What it does to me I know not; I only know that all the rag# 
of desert lions wounded, and all their strength with it, seems t* 
pour into me. 

Seeing the child fall there, I only know that I pierce the storm 
of shot, and cleave the pressure of \h» Austrian? with a fury 
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before which all is home down as before the rush of a mountain 
tempest. 

I only know that so do the agony and vengeance in my soul 
set light to tiie passions of every Italian with me in that hour, 
that, ere the ten minutes are spent, ere the Sardinians are with 
us, we — ^not thirty men in all, and Mnt and bleeding, and fax 
dutnimibered — ^have driven tiie foe out from the courts and 
gardens, and hurled them on to meet their death under the hew- 
ing sted and trampling hoo& of the Sardd horsemen as they sweep 
up to aid us by the river's course. 

And then — ^when it is all over, and the place is clear, and over 
the broad plain all men know that Italy has won — ^then I go and 
find the dear child, there where he fell, with the torn flag under 
him, and the rosy laurel flowers hanging their clusters over his 
pretty head. 

Is he quite dead ? 

Not quite. When I lift him, his heavy, blue-veined lids raise 
themselves, and his eyes smile. But I, who have seen so numy 
men die, \jaQyf that this is Death, though the strong sun stiil 
shines so clearly and the rose*laurels blow in the wind. 

*< Give it me/' he sa^ softly ; his voice is barely audiUe. 

They have shot him in the chest, and he bleeds to death 
internally. 

I know what he means. 

I unstrap his knapsack and take out the little viol that housed 
to play on in the moonlight in the arch of the coppersmith's 
door in sad Yerona. 

He thanks me with his sweet, wistful, shining eyes, and tries 
to touch the chords. 

It is of no use; he has no strength left. He tries no longer ; 
his hand fidls, and he sighs a little, whilst the rose-laurels toish 
his curls. 

'' Take it to her fh>m me," he murmurs. '< Perhaps she will 
remember a little— now and then." 

Then he lifts his face, like a tired child, and kisses me on the 
cheek, and smiles against the sun. 

'' Do the dead grilli sing where God is ? " he says ; and then 
the breath quivers a moment on his mouth, and the eyelids fall, 
and I know that he sees the sim no more. 

• • ♦ ♦ ♦ 

At evening on that day all men praise me, and they speak 
great things of my leadership whereby the villa was won; and 
even my king gives me brave words upon the field; and I, 
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Pasoartly tlie player, haye won a name as a soldier of Ital^ that 
is not unworthy the dead Pascardlli who live in stone in the 
orypts and the cloisters. 

BntI hear it all as in a dream; I see it all as through half- 
blind eyes. 

What I hear is the song of the grilU that is silent forerermore 
with all the rest of the sweet wild mnsio that lived in that inno- 
cent sonl. What I see is the tender body oi Baffaelino, where 
we have laid it in the silent hall of the yillay with the moon- 
beams shining white abont his head, and on his breast a knot of 
the red rose-lanreL 

Ah, GK)d I it is as cmel as to wring the throat of a bird in Ml 
song. Ah, God! the fedr dawn that will have no noon; the 
sweet blossom that will have no flower I 



CHAPTER VI. 

BED AND GOLD. 

My father tells me to pnt on that cinquecento dress of red land 
gold, and set the rose-diamonds he gaye me in my breast and 
hair, and be ready for a great masque at a great palace to-night, 
wh^ all Plorence is mad and drunk with joy. 

Here in the stillness of the yUla gardens, up where Sta. Har- 
gharita lifts her little beU-tower to hearen, ey^ here, though so 
high in the hills, the sound of the people^'s rejoicing comes to me 
all the day long, as the heavy sough of a distant sea rolls up to 
those who sit on the difb above. 

I have told them I am tired and so cannot see the city in her 
festivity to-day. But it is not true. The trutii, is, ^at I shudder 
from the shouts of homage and the sight of mirth. 

Fo;r he is not dead ; he has even done great things upon those 
terrible plains — so rumour says ; giving him the green bay of the 
patriot in lieu of the paper laurels of tii^ player. Bi^t I cannot 
go down into his Florence, this the first day h^r troops retijrn tc 
her. I cannot risk to see his face as strangers see ft, and 190^ 
upon him in the press of the glad streets, maimed, pe^aps, war- 
worn, dust-covered, lame with long marches in the summer suns 
■ — as heaven knows I may. - - 

And little 'Ino ; my rash words must have sent him to the 
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fifOBt, li(Mr they know nothmg of him in that old oool cypress- 
shaded ohamber behind the TcHrigianni Palace ; and I can heax 
nothing of him — a mere little lad, a mere grain of dnst in the 
great plains, a mere drop of blood in the yast sea of carnage. 

Hen make no acconnt of him. I cannot hear if he be living 
or dead 5 my poor little bright playmate, who stood and sang 
with me that day of carnival in old Yerona. And whatever hie 
fate be, I sent him to it. 

Ah ! why do we frail^ foolish, fire-filled things that they ca& 
women live only to hurt and kill ?-^all heedlessly as chndren 
catch at flies ? 

My heart is heavy as I sit within all the long lominons Tuscan 
day, and hear the echo of the people's mirth, tiie thunder of the 
guns, the taramp of marching columns, the roll of beaten drums 
that comes dulled by distance up the olive slopes upon my ear< 

But when the day is dead I cannot have the sad luxury or 
sditude longer. My fether and cousin will not be denied. I 
put on the masque dress with the diamonds that Yarkb painted, 
and I make ready for the festa of the nights. 

It is a wonderful and costly thing, this dress; I have not worn 
it yet in public. The train is cloth of gold, and the scarlet 
skirts beneath are sown with little diamonds. It was my father's 
faiH^y, copied from some old Elorentine picture that he has. 

It is very beautiful and rare, and lights me like a robe of flame, 
and makes my eyes gleam black aa night, and my lebdlious hair 
all shine like crisp new gold. 

And yet — and yet— I fancy I looked better in the old yellow 
and purple skirts, with my hands fuU of poppies and my curls 
caught with the wild vine. 

I lean on the terrace balustrade, and, despite my wealth of 
dianu)nds, am sick at heart. 

My cousin joins me: he is courtly and fall of grace \ but a 
great distrust of him is always on me, and some memory that I 
hate, yet cannot disentangle, arises in me always with the sound 
of his voice--* voice ever harsh, however skilfblly modulated. 

This evening, while the sun is sinking over Carrara, he urges, 
for the twfflitietii time, his love npon me. 

He is in earnest, that I think. He seeks me with passion and 
purpose ; and my father has m(»:e ihan onee sought to persuade 
me tiuMi the deetmy of my future years lies here, in iU tbds man 
can give. 

This evening, while the sun is red, my cousin presses his 
prayer on me until I torn in weariness and rebellion. 
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*' Onoe for all," 1 eaj to him, with a tired impatience of his 
honied phraies that sound so poor and pale heside the memory of 
those wofds amongst the golden yines under liesole. ** Once for 
all, will yon not tiie my answer? I haye said it oflwi— nol 
Doi no!^' 

" I am then quite hateful to you? " he asks, very low 

I look him ftdl in the eyes, and answer staraightly. 

"Well, you are." 

No milder way will end his importunity. 

Then the veiled evil in him wakes. 

'* That is your lost word?" he asks. 

''My very last." 

" Well then," he says, and smilea a little doudy as he speaks. 
*' Well then, I have a tale to tell yoo. I, straying about in this 
dear Italy of yours, found myself, of a winter^s night, in old 
Yorona. There was a masked balL I went to it. ibnongst the 
crowd there was a beautifdl wild, naughty iMng who had broken 
loose £rom home and took her pleasure there. I paid her entrance 
money ; so I know ^" 

He checked wiHi a gesture the crv that escaped me, as the 
memory which had pursued me in the sound of his voice rose 
clear. 

'* Nay, hear me. I will make my stoij brief. I had no 
thought who the girl was — a pretty, foolish, feather-brained 
fierce thing; but as time went I ibund she bore, rightly or 
wrongly, the name I bore myself. I lost her in Yerona, and in 
the summer of the selfsame year I saw her wandering with some 
strolling players, and let her go, for what was she to me ? A 
little while, and, through many deaths and strange accidents in 
my family, the lands and the titles fell on one who had been dis- 
owned by all his race for his loose living — a worn-out gambler, 
to whom fortune came at last in much magnificence. I came to 
know him, since I was next of kin, and in his daughter I dis- 
covered my waif and stray of the Yerona carnival And then,— > 
foolishly, no doubt, — ^I grew to love her. Ay, I do love her, that 
I swear; and all a gentleman can offer to the woman he loves I 
offer now to her. But if she turn against me, if she say me no 
in her haughty, pretty fashion, that is half wild still, then let her 
beware. For, though she holds herself so royally, she is but a 
bastard bom. For, though none knows it but myself her 
mother, the Florentine singer, was no wife." 

The blood leaps into my face, and seems to sting me like a 
thousand vipers. Not knowing what I do, I strike him hotly in 
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the eyes with a bough of the pomegranate that I hold broken in 
»ny hand. 

'' It is a lie ! " I ory against him. 

He recoils a moment, pale as death. Then, bowing low, he 
says,— 

" Go,— ask yonr father.*' 

^'Toudaremetothatl*' 

** Oo, — ask,'* he says to me calmly, with a qniet smile. 

I go. 

Hy fetther is there in the great dusky white room that the 
sunset is touching to all kinds of tender hues, like those that fall 
through the painted casements of great churches. 

I go to him swiftly across the vast glistening floor, very 
silentiy ; yet he looks up with a startled glance in his cold dear 
eyes. 

Perhaps I look strangely ; I do not know ; my mouth bums 
and my face is flushed. I feel lost, and amazed, and feverish, and 
vaguely frightened, as I did when I was astray in the press 
and fiiry of the Yeglione. 

'< Is it true?" I ask him. 

He looks me ftill in the face, and smiles a little — slowly. 

"Is what true?" 

" That my mother was not your wife P " 

The smile lingers on his mouth. It is very cruel though so 
slight 

'< Whatdoes it mattoP Mariuccia thoughtherao; think you 
BO if you like.** 

My own voice seems to choke me as I say— 

" Mariuccia thought so P Yet it was a lie. Is that your 
answer?*' 

He looks at me coldly, fall in the eyes — 

" She was a singer. I never married her. Wh\ should I P 
You had never known it, had you been wiser and listened to 
your oousin. These things can be kept unseen in the same 
fomily. But with another there would be trouble; one would 
need to teU the truth. What can it matter? You have all you 
want. You are called a great lady, and no one has looked too 
closely — ^yet. Some money I can leave you, and you are rich in 
jewels. Por, in a way, I love you, 'Nella; you are beautifdl, as 
a picture is, and your wild grace is charming, and you fool men 
with true woman's skiU. But if you be wise, you will wed with 
your cousin, No questions then, and the old name your own, 
with no bar sinister. Mariuccia was a poor old purblind fool ; 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



41 o pascahMl, 

Blie thought j<mr mother was a niredded wife, and who ^oiild 
undeoeive her ? Pshaw I why look at me like that ? I never 
told yon any lie — not I. GK>.i^d many witti your cousiti; and 
who will know it thep ? It r^t* with you." 

I am silent 

My father rises, with a certain tr^mUe on his. UfiB^ that for 
once clouds its cool serenity. He triies to touch mj hair, but I 
avoid him by a gesture that makes him shiink a little*-. 

" Nay, 'Nella, why take it to heart like' that P " he saysi with 
a tone in his voice that is half pity an4 half d^iiiQ^ V You 
thought your mother married ; weU^ that was Hariuceia's firalt, 
not mine. I never told you so. And,. indeed, to quiet hsXy she 
passed as mywife, to olhers, for mpet of the few short years 
she lived. What had you to complain of ?— nothing ^lyrely. 
Most men would have put you in a convent or had you taught 
some useful trade, or left you as a model to your friendis the 
painters. But I have dealt with you as though you we^ my 
heiress. And I — ^I promised your mother when she died^ — I 
have told no one, have told no one : not even your firieufl the 
vagabond player, when he upbraided me for my neg^eetj^ duties 
with a furia only possible to a flame-tongued Italian. . Ko one 
knows it, save your cousin ; and he, you £ould be told/ found it 
out long, long ago, from following you o^ night in old Yerona, 
when you broke away from home and. ran in misdiief to 'the 
Yeglione. You never saw his fsu^e that night, but he remem- 
bered yours. Mow see you this, 'MeHa, if you be wis^'your 
secret is his; wed with him. He has a great passion. &r you, 
and is sincere,— so far,-^but if you cross him what can { do for 
you P— Nothing. He can strike^you with that sole sure weapon 
— truth. And you will feel your Ml. For you have wasted 
wealth as though you were an empress bom; and you lare ^le of 
those wild, wayward, graceful, useless pretty things, t with 
nothing but a picture of a face ai^d a bird's trick o$ song,. You 
are one of those who will not like the world, carina mia,^ UBk».« 
its soil be velvet to ypur foot. Be wise while th^e is tim^ and 
rest a great lady always. Wed your cousin." 

And with that my father rises and leaves the chamber^ already 
weary of a theme that ha^ no pleasure lA it* I stand in the red 
sunset light, looking out blankly pn the glory of tbe oleander 
flowers that fill the open casemeAt with their fire^ 

Is all the world a lie ? 
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CHAPTER VII. 

¥RB BBOSEK BTTBBLB. 

What is it I feel? 

I searoeljr know. I act without knowuig— -only stang into a 
bitter, burning, all-corroding shame, that drives me like a whip 
of scorpions. 

Oh, poor litde ^doI, who sat upon the broken stairs shelling 
the beuis at.Mariuccia'lB feet, and prattled of a great past and a 
great future alike allied to me by the golden and magic chain of 
birth I Oh, poor yam, baby dreamer, idler than the child that 
blows soap bubbles in the sun, who had come hither across the 
mountains, with my golden florins for all my store, doubting not 
that the purples of some mighty destiny would enfold me as soon 
as I should open the gates ^ tibe south I 

Was ever anything more pitiful, more foolish, more patilieti- 
tsallv lonely, more grotesquely fooled than I? Was erer any 
hapless idiot, thinking himself the sovereign of the world, under 
a orcytrn of straw, more deluded and more desolate than I have 
been when I have played at greatness f 

A withering shame consumes me ; the humiliation clings to 
me Hke Glance's web of Are. 

My poor poor mother too ! In the scorch and fury of my own 
wretchedness, tears well into my eyes as I think of her — think 
no blame ; ah no ! heaven forbid ! Doubtless her fault of love 
was purer and more innocent by far than my rank greed of 
self. 

My cousin's hand puts asunder the oleander flowers. He 
comes and looks me in the face. 

"WeE?" he asks, softly. •* You see I told you truth. Is it 
nowyesornoP" 

I turn on him as a leopardess turns on her pursuer. The 
longing thrills in me to stnke him in the eyes, as I had done 
that winter's day at dusk in the Yerona streets. 

"Nol^' I cry to him. "No! a million times ! Whatl you 
think my fear is greater than my hate ? Sir, — ^you mistake, 
then. No, I say. No, no, no. Do you hear ? Nor-if I die 
forit." 

In fliat moment I am all again &e passionate outraged child 
who had fled from him in the Yeronese twilight. 
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The yean, the dignities, the tranqtiil eeom of my late lift 
drop from me; I become again only the fieroe, fearless, thought- 
less, haughty little waif and stray whom Pascaitt hadrescued on 
the Yeglione night. 

I leave him standing there against the red oleander, daied» as 
it were, with the fire of my eyes and speech ; then, without 
another word, I sweep to my own chamber, lock myself in from 
him and every other, and tear off, like a frantic creature, the 

Sid and red of my perfect masque-dress. The shining skirts 
1 in a crushed heap; the costly train is crumpled up like 
wind-blown leaves; I shake the jewels from my breast and 
hair ; I pluck the great rose-diamond from above my ear. 

The things are to me hateful, horrible, vile: my father's 
gifts, indeed — ay, and so far justly mine; but they are accursed 
to me like the wages of my mother's shame and death. 

I do not reason; I can only fed. 

As my ^Either denied me when I stood before him with my 
foor little sceptre of the peacock's plmnes, so I deny him now. 

There is no tie between us. 

As the law yields me no rights on him, so I will yield him no 
rights on me. 

My heart bums that I have ever eaten his bread and ever 
spent his gold. 

A madn e ss of determination comes to me. I will not stay for 
the smile and sneer of the women I have reigned over, of the 
men I have made my slaves. I will not stay an hour more in 
this, the second paradise of lies, that has lulled me to sleep 
sweet as the lotus, deadly as the upas. 

I am useless; a^, indeed; but still I have my voice. It can 
charm courts, let it charm nations. I can be once more the 
people's TTccdlo. 

Ah, no I never again that. If ever again the light-hearted and 
thoughtiess child that sang to the listening Tuscans when the 
lucciold lit the plains. The best that can be before me, if alife 
of triumph, yet must be a life of utter londiness. 

My h^urt grows sick with dread and longing. 

I do not reason ; I can only feel. 

Between my fatiier's life and mine there is a deep gulf fixed* 
It is the darkness of my mother's grave. 

It is evening. The sun is gone. The shadow of night is here, 
even on these heights by Santa Margharita. 

I leave aside every coin, every gem, every trifle of luxnry or 
cost I ever have possessed. I leave aside ful my splendid cos- 
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tames and mj priceless diamonds. I wrap myself in a dark 
cloak, and cast a veil about my head, and, without the value of 
a copperpiece upon me, I undo the bar of a side door that looks 
upon the gardens and pass out. On the threshold I linger and 
look back. 

Lights are burning in flie wide chamber. The glittering 
things I have thrown down catch the reflection ; sumptuousness, 
grace, ease — all are symbolised in them. 

Am I unhappy because I leave them ? Ko. 

My whole Hfe is on fire with shame, and my whole soul is 
sick with falsehood. But amidst it all a strange sweet thrill 
stirs ; for I am free. 

It has been but a gilded slavery, this grand and gorgeous 
pageantry of the great world. 

I long for the breezy downs, and the wild hillsides, and the 
sweet liberty of untrammelled movement, and the peaceful sleep 
of healthful tired limbs. And yet — oh, God ! I shudder as I 
think — my life will be alone, all alone always. 

What beauty will the daybreak smile on me P What fra- 
grance will the hillside bear for me as I roam ? 

I shall see the sun for ever through my tears. Around me on 
the summer earth there will be for ever silence. Por Love has 
left me. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

TSE LILT Al^n THE LAUBEL. 

I tTKBAE the door and pass into the coolness of the early night. 
Down there where Florence lies it seems alive with fire. The 
people rejoice for their heroes. 

Without any thought or measure of what may beMl to me, 
or whither I, penniless and defenceless, may hereafter go, — ^I 
leave the gardens by the path that passes through the dive 
woods, and, once more driving like a snapped flower on the wind, 
I set my &ce towards the city. 

The night is perfidot. 

All the hillside is hushed to an intense stillness. The olire 
woods upon Arcetri are white as silver in the moon. The hills 
are steeped in radiance. The roses underneath the vines axe 
bright as in the day. 
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Kon die depth where the maaeed ligjits of the town are 
thining there eome Bounds of nraric, oatoiiee of the . p<mtdaoey 
deep ahonts that rise and lose themseLyes like echoing thunder 
amongst the mountains lying round. Florence r^oioes in her 
Btrenglh; to her, as her dower, Heroules gave the dragon's 
teeth, and she has sown them on her sacred soil, and they haye 
sprung up armed men who have held her own again and again 
against the world, and have not failed her now. 

I go down the old green fluniliar ways ; the fiddmice run 
from my feet amongst &e tulip roots; just so, down this yery 
path stole Luoresia to Fra lippi, hut I am alone— all alone. 

They will think I am safe in mj chamher. They will not 
66^ fbr me to-night. And hy morning I must he away some- 
where ; away se^dng for work. 

I hffre nothing eyen to huy hread with on the morrow. 

It is no worse with me than it was in this yery city when 
under the old trees I had sat and wept my heart out hcwause I 
was a heggar. And yet how much poorer I am ! for then I had 
all my dreams, and all things were possible to me. But now 
I haye nothing, not eyen a hope, only a dead rose on my heart 
that I shall ask them to bury wiUi me as old Oiikdetti asked. 

Fiffcy years she liyed with one memory shut in her soul, darn- 
ing the dancers' magli^ and thinking of the loye of her you^th. 
Oh, Ood !— is that idl tiie Future holds for me ? 

I tremble and grow sick with fear as I thread the oliyes and 
yines to the city. 

But I neyer pause and look back, not once ; I seem to hear 
Mariuocia say in the stQl cool night, '' Liye on the shame and 
the sorrow of your mother ? nay, anima mia, be strong and die 
first." 

Is it a folly that ?-^I do not know. I do not think^ I S17 ; I 
only feel ; and I ke^ my &oe straight to the city. 

The masque dress I threw aside was put on fbr a palace festa. 
The whole town is wild wifli jubilee. The shouts roll deep lUce 
the warKsry of lions. 

All down the water side the lamps and the torches bum by 
millions. The bridges are lines of fire. Great Yecdiio glows 
like a lighted beacon against the clouds. The riyer is a sea of 
flashmg colour, from the many-hued globes of the illumined 
boats. Laughter and music, and the ring of choruses, and th< 
sail of trumpets, and the surge-like sound of an eyei^ raoying masi 
of men grow nearer and nearer, as I pass through the gates^ and 
iato the Street of the May time. 
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Everirwhere the nigbfc is bright as the day. Xong garlands 
swing from one side of the street to the other. The ^d grim 
uxm-boond bouses are Jiidden in flowers and foliage. Under the 
feet are dropped blossoms, and above head is a maze of roses. 
Kot a single oasemont, not the poorest, but has hung out its 
basket of flowers; great lilies, wild poppies, tuberoses, coils of 
vine, trails of ivy, leaves of arums, everywhere in the streets 
they are i^edding their sweet woodland dews on the stones. 

The reign of feasts and of flowers has followed the season of 
death. ^ Florence is out to-night, drunk with freedom and 
crowned with victory. 

Everywhere the great arched house doors stand open. Every- 
where groups of soldiers are drinking or danciog. Arms are 
piled in the squares. "Women waltz down the grim passage- 
ways singing. 

Conscripts, war-stained and dust-covered, tell tales to a won- 
dering crowd. . 

Tables are spread under the stars; under the garlands that 
the wind tosses hither and thither. 

Eells are pealing; cannon are firing; great sheaves of 
coloured flres are launched to the clouds. In the churches Uxey 
chaunt orisons. In the palaces they will dance till the dawn. 

In the woods by the river the troops are bivouacked ; and 
there in the flelds the men and the maidens reel and spin, and 
leap and laugh, to the wildest mirth and melody. 

For in the Field of Flowers, iot tiie hundredth time, they have 
planted the Laurel. 

The gladness makes me c(dder and wearier as I go. The light 
and laughter would drive me homeward in desolation, had I s 
home to shelter me. 

Vaguely I feel that the people look upon me in wonder. I, a 
(lark, veiled, shivering thing, a blot on the endless radiance— 
Ginevra, in her cere-dothes, amidst the mad masquiug of an 
universal Carnival. 

But they part in reverence belbre me, and are a little quiet as 
I pass them ; they think that I mourn some dead soldier lying 
in the maize-flelds beneath the shadow of the Alps* I mourn 
the dead, indeed; dead days, dead love, dead liberty. 

But my dead I slew with my own hand, all witting what I 
did. That I am now alone is just-— quite just. 

But justice is hard. 

It presses m my life like lead. I shut my eyes to shut.imt 
from me the frolic and the brilliancy around, and stumUe on 
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with little thought or pmpose across tho riyer and into the heart 
of the city. 

What can I do? I knowno more than knew Oineyra; home 
less and denied, with erery heart and every house closed against 
hnr. But Oinevra had one refuse — I hare none. 

As I go the tiirongs grow thicker, they posh more eagerly. 
Their passionate dark faces glow; their Yoioes poor forth tor- 
rents of joyous words ; their holiday dresses gleam gaily against 
the shadows and the stone ftonts of the buildings ; they dash 
the tears firom their eyes for the dead ; they laugh with proud 
joy in the liying. And £rom mouth to mouth, as in the night 
of the GamiTfd Fair, one name runs more audible than any 
other :— 

" PascarAl I— II PascariUo ! " 

I catch the flying skirts of a woman as she hurries by me. 

"He is here! Pascor^l?" 

She twitches her garments firom me in good-humoured 
haste. 

'' Ay ! He talks to the people on the Pldce of the Signoria. 
He has done great things in the war, they say.'' 

Without well knowing what I do, I too foUow with the pres- 
sing crowds who are hastening under the Arches of the TTffizii, 
i^ere the red and white banners are tossing as in the midnight 
of the GamiTal Fair. 

As we go under the arcades we pass a little contadina in all 
the brayery of festal ornament ; great beads glitter at her throat; 
golden pins shake in her hair ; fdl colours yie as in the rainbow 
in her skirts; she laughs, and shoyrs her white teetib, grinning 
as she sets them in the yelyet skin of a peach; she pushes a 
young slim stripling before her, and scolds him witii shrill 
laughter, mocking at a tremor that shi^ces his limbs, and a 
pallor that blanches his cheek. 

** To let a look at his face unman you like that, you simple- 
ton ! " she cries ; and driyes him before her, crosluDg out the 
juioe of the peach between her rosy lips. 

It is firunotta. 

So well goes life with the UnfaithfiiL 

I draw my yeil closer about my head, and am borne by the 
strong swift tide of the hurrying crowd into the Place of the 
Signoria, by the Loggia of the Lances, under the Palace of the 
People, where the baby Cellini used to sit throned on his ser- 
vants shoulders, to sing his little song and pipe his little carol 
to the grave ears of the great Gon&lonidre. 
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The square is packed dose with a listening people. Their 
faces are all upturned like the ears of wheat that a strong wind 
lifts to heaven. All the lines of the mighty building are traced 
out by running lines of fire. Jets of flame, and garlands of 
flowers, and blazonries of shields, and folds of standards, all 
shine together against the moon. 

On the steps of Orcagna's Loggia, whence of old the magis- 
tracy were wont to harangue the city, with their faces set to 
the mountains, and the keen hOl winds blowing their robes of 
office, on the steps betwixt the two lions, Pascardl stands, and 
speaks to the Florentines. 

There is the red-cross banner above his head ; he wears the 
simple garb of the Tuscan volunteer, on his chest there is the 
cross of valour, and on the stones at his feet there lie laurel 
crowns and clusters of lilies that the people have flung to 
him. 

The moon shines upon his delicate dark face ; his straight, 
poet-like brows; his dreaming eyes, that have at once the 
scholar's sadness and the soldier's passions. 

The multitude is hushed to perfect stillness. They love him 
too well to lose a single word. 

He is telling them a legend in that fantastic humour which 
has flashed for so many centuries from beneath the tri-comered 
hat of Tuscan Stenterello. 

Dear to them before, he is now to them sacred; he who has 
come forth from the heat and the dust of those fields of bloodshed 
with the splendour of great and daring deeds to lend their lustre 
to his name, and twine the bay-leaves of the patriot round tiie 
harlequin's wand of the player. 

I crouch down in the deepest shadow on the lowest step, and 
gaze upward at him, and drink in the sweet and silver sounds of 
his voice, until the love I bear him, and the loss of him, make 
me mad as 'Dino's Pazza was, calling for ever on the grave to 
yield her dead. 

He was all mine ;-^all mine ;— dear Ood ! Mine all the rich, 
glad, fearless freedom of his life; mine all the rapturous 
caressing, priceless passion of his love ; — ^mine aU ! And I have 
lost them. 

The war has left him life, but he is dead to me. 

And yet I listen as he speaks to the people. I, athirst for 
the mere echo of his step as dying men in deserts &r the foun- 
tains of lost landi. 
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« Tov know how S. Hlohael made fhe Italiaa f '' he is saying 
to them, and the dear crystal ring of the sonorous Tuscan 
reaches to the farthest comer <^ the square. "19'ay f-~oh, for 
shame! Well, then, it was in this ^hlon; long, long ago, 
when the world was hut just called from chaos, the Dominiddio 
was tired, as you all know, and took his rest on the seyenfii 
day; and four of the saints, George and Denis and Jago and 
Michael, stood round him with &eir wings folded and their 
swords idle. 

'' So to them the good Lord said: 'Look at those odds and 
ends, that are all lying about after the earth is set rolling. 
Oather them up, and make them into four living nations to 
people the globe.' The saints obeyed and set to the work. 

'' S. George got a piece of pure gold and a huge lump of 
lead, and buried the gold in the lead, so that none ever would 
guess it was there, and so sent it rolling and bumping to earth, 
and called it the English people. 

'' S. Jago got a bladder filled with wind, and put in it the 
heart of a fox, and the fang of a wolf, and whilst it puffed and 
swelled like the frog that called itself a bull, it was despatched 
to the world as the Spaniard. 

''8. Denis did better than that; he caught a sunbeam 
flying, and he tied it with a bright knot of ribbons, and he 
flashed it on earth as the ^ple of France ; only, alas ! he 
made two mistakes, he gaye it no ballast, and he dyed the rib- 
bons bloodred. 

'' Now S. Michael, marking their errors, caught a sunbeam 
likewise, and many other things, too; a mask of velvet, a po- 
niard of steel, the chords of a lute, the heart of a child, the sigh 
of a poet, the kiss of a lover, a rose out of paradise, and a silver 
string from an angel's lyre. 

''Then with these in his hand he went and knelt down at the 
throne of the Father. ' Dear and great Lord,' he prayed, ' to 
make my work perfect, give me one thing; give me a smile of 
God.' And God smiled. 

" Then 8. Michael sent his creati<m to earth, and called it the 
Italian. 

" But — most unhappily, as chance would have it — Satanus, 
watching at the gates of hell, thought to himself, ' If I spoil not 
his work, earth wiU be Eden in Italy.' So he drew his bow in 
envy, and sped a poisoned arrow ; and the arrow cleft the rose 
of paradise, and broke the silver gtring of the angel. 
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''And to this day the Italian keeps the smile that God 
gave in his eyes: but in his heart the devil's arrow rankles 
stiU." 

''Some call this barbed shaft Oruelty; some Superstition; 
some Ignorance ; some Priestcraft ; maybe its poison is drawn 
from aU four; be it how it may, it is the duty of all Italians to 
pluck hard at the arrow of heU, so that the smile of God alone 
shall remain with their children's children. 

'* Yonder in the plains we have done much; the rest will lie 
with you, the Freed Nation." 

A shout from the people drowns his voice and sta3rs it for a 
moment, the shout of assent and of homage, of love for him and 
of love for the country. 

For a while I hear nothing. 

I weep as women must weep by the grave of some noble dead 
thing they have lost. All my soiil goes forth to him on fire, 
AU the passion that he taught me that night of the saints, 
amongst the golden vines beneath Fiesole, bums in me and 
consumes me with its longing and despair. Kot knowing what 
I do, I stretch my arms to him and moan aloud; — none 
hearken. 

For a little space I fail to see or listen ; I hear only a dull 
sound, as a drowning thing may hear the sighing of waters that 
devour it; when sense comes back to me he is still speaking to 
the people; but far more gravely now ; his eyes kindle, his face 
flushes, his voice has in it all tbe yearning of a mighty love; 
his words fall without thought into the cadence of tiie terea 
rima. 

He speaks thus: 



" All greatest gifts that have enriched the modem world have 
oome from Italy. Take those gifts from the world, and it would 
Ue in darkness, a dumb, barbaric, joyless thing. 

"Leave Home alone, or question as you will whether she 
were the mightiest mother, or the blackest curse that ever came 
on earth. I do not speak of Home, imperial or republican, I 
speak of Italy. 

" Of Italy, after the greatness of Rome dropped as the Laba- 
rum was raised on high, and the Fisher of Gsdilee came to All 
the desolate place of the Osssars. 

" Of Italy, when she was no more a vast dominion, ruling 
over half the races of the globe, from tbe Persian to the Pint, 
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but a narrow dip bounded by Adriatio and Mediterranean, 
divided into hostile seotionB, racked by foreign foes, and torn by 
intemeeine feud. 

" Of Italy, ravaged by the Longobardo, plundered by the 
French^ scourged by the Popes, tortured by the Kaisers ; of 
Italy, witti her cities at 'var with each other, her dukedoms 
against her free towns, hei tyrants in conflict with her munici- 
^lities ; of Italy, in a word, as she has been from the days of 
Theodoric and Theodolinda to the days of Napoleon and Francis 
Joseph. It is this Italy— our Italy — ^which through all the 
centuries of bloodshed and of suffering neyer ceased to bear aloft 
and unharmed its divining rod of inspiration, as S. Christopher 
bore the young Christ above the swell of the torrent and the 
rage of the tempest. 

" All over Italy frt>m north to south men arose in the darkness 
of ihose ages who became the guides and the torchbearers of an 
humanity that had gone astray in the carnage and gloom. 

** The faith of Columbus of Genoa gave to mankind a new 
world. The insight of Galileo of Pisa revealed to it the truth of 
its laws of being. Guide Monacco of Arezzo bestowed on it the 
most spiritual of all earthly joys by finding a visible record for 
the fugitive creations of hannony ere then impalpable and evan- 
escent as the passing glories of the clouds. Bante Alighieri 
taught to it ttie might of that vulgar tongue in which the child 
babbles at its mother's knee, and the orator leads a breathless 
multitude at his will to death or triumph. Teofilo of Empoli, 
discovered for it the mysteries of colour that lie in the mere 
earths of ttie rocks and the shores, and the mere oils of 
the roots and the poppies. Amoldo of Breccia lit for it the 
first flame of free opmion, and Amatus of Breccia perfected 
for it the most delicate and exquisite of all instruments of sound, 
which men of Cremona, or of Bologna, had flrst created. Maestro 
Giorgio, and scores of earnest workers whose names are lost in 
Pesaro and in Gubbio, bestowed on it those homelier treasures of 
the graver's and the potter's labours which have carried the 
alphabet of art into the lowliest home. Brunelleschi of Florence 
left it in legacy the secret of lifting a mound of marble to the 
upper air as eaidly as a child can blow a bubble, and Giordano 
Bruno of Nola found for it those elements of philosophic thought, 
which have been perfected into the dear and prismatic crystals 
of the metaphysics of the Teuton and the Scot. 

y From south and north, from east and west, they rosOi tbi 
ministers and teaoherp of mankind* 
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" Prom monntain and from yalley, from fortress smokiiig under 
battle, and from hamlet langhing under vines ; from her great 
wasted cities, from her small fierce walled towns, from her lone 
seashores ravaged by the galleys of the Turks, from her villages 
m hill and plain that struggled into life through the invaders' 
I ires, and pushed their vineshoots over the tombs of kings, every- 
where all over her peaceful soil, such men arose. 

" Not men alone who were great in a known art, thought, or 
science, of these the name was legion; but men in whose brains, 
art, thought, or science took new forms, was bom into new life> 
spoke with new voice, and sprang full armed a new Athene, 

" Leave Rome aside, I say, and think of Italy ; measure her 
gifts, which with the lavish waste of genius she has flung broad- 
cast in grand and heedless sacrifice, and tell me if the face of earth 
would not be dark and drear as any Scythian desert without 
these? 

" She was the rose of the world, aye — so they bruised and 
trampled her, and yet the breath of heaven was ever in her. 

" She was the world's nightingale, aye — so they burned her 
eyes out and sheared her wings, and yet she sang. 

''But she was yet more than these : she was the light of the 
world : a light set on a hill, a light unquenchable. A light 
which through the darkness of the darkest night has been a 
Pharos to the drowning faiths and dying hopes of man.'' 



His voice rings like the call of a trumpet over the hushed and 
awe-touched multitude. 

Then it sinks low as a summer wind that steals over a tideless 
sea ; and falls upon the silence with a sound in its gentleness and 
its solemnity that moves men like a prayer. 

" Ve are Italians," he says, slowly. " Great as the heritage 
is, so great the duty likewise." 

Then he uncovers his head and stands a moment silent in the 
moonlight. The people are silent too, and many kneel and 
pray. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

LOYE IB SNOUOH. 

Hb oomes down from the highest steps of the Loggia, ids 
hands fidl of tiie lilies and the laurels. A mighty shout goes 
forth from all the city, suoh a shout as a populace can only giye 
when a great faitii heats in ten thousand hreasts with the same 
pulses. 

As he passes me, I catch his hand and touch it with my lips. 

I worship the greatness in him ; I know it all too late ; -vHien 
he was mine, I had cast him from me, now that I am nothing, 
less than no^ng, I cannot even lift my eyes to his. I cannot 
claim a memory ; — that would be charity. 

So many touch him as he goes, he does not note my kiss from 
any others; a dark veiled figure crouching at his feet; how 
should he see Aie in the blaze and stir, and tumult and triumph 
of this festal night in Florence. 

Gineyra was happier than I. 

He passes by, not knowing; ah, dear heaven !-*can one be so 
near to any man one hour, and then so utterly a stranger, and 
more alien to him than tiie stray dog that brushes by him in the 
street? 

He passes by me ; and the crowds seize him, weeping and 
laughing, and lift him up on their shoulders, and bear him 
across the great piazza, shouting, with the white cross flags 
tossing above their heads and women raining roses in the moon- 
Hght. 

He has his art ; his eloquence ; his power of the tongue and 
sword; and all his city's love and loyalty. How natural it is 
he should forget ! — ^most natural. 

But II— 

I crouch down where I first dropped to rest, on the lowest 
step of the Loggia. The bright bold Perseus keeps watch above, 
and the black brows of the Judith frown against the stars. 

The square is left quiet. The people have flocked elsewhere. 

lie sounds of music and of mirth are still loud over all the town, 

and the coloured fires flame against the sky. There is a sweet 

odour heavy on the air ; the stones are strewn with flowers, and 

they lie dymg underneath the moon. 
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I am half conscious of it all ; and yet it all seems fiir away, so 
Tery very fiw . 

I am so young, and yet my life is dead. 

The deep chimes toll the hour more than once ; it is near mid* 
night. Florence is still light as at noontide. Still the noise and 
the mirth of the people are at their height. It is only the flowers 
that fade ; the flowers that are trodden on the stones. 

I sit with my head on my hands, crushed, and hroken, and 
hruised, like one of the trampled lilies. 

I do not think of my fate or my fature. All I hear is the echo 
of his voice ; all I see is the life lost forever. If I had heen 
patient, if I had been true, if I had been faithful ! — ^but I 
thirsted for greatness, and it has failed and fooled me. And I 
have touched his hand, I have looked on his face, I have been 
close to him, as the dust beneath his feet ; and yet I can never 
claim a look or word again from him. Never, — whilst our lives 
shall last. For what would any love of mine seem now save 
like the prayer for alms of any homeless beggar ? 

The night flies on ; the square is almost empty ; the flowers 
are dying fast. I sit there, stupid with my wretchedness; the 
laurels lie scattered on the steps above. 

A footfall comes near. 

I shiver and look up ; I see him in the moonlight, as so many 
times I saw him in that glad summer time coming through the 
silent streets of old fors^en cities, or the poppy-sown breadths 
of the comlands. 

But now his head is drooped ; his face is pale and dark : and, 
as he goes, instead of the notes of the mandoline there is the 
clash of his sword on the stones. 

He comes across the piazza ; he is all alone. As he passes me 
he pauses and looks ; it is his nature to be pitiful to iQl things. 
He only sees a human thing bowed down and solitary, mourning 
where all others feast. 

He stops before me, deiiBming me a stranger. 

'' What ails yon,'' he asks, << that you sit so while all the town 
rejoices?" 

I cannot answer him. I would rise and flee from him, but my 
feet feel chained to the marble. 

He touches me with gentie compassion. 

*' Are you a woman and young P — ^you sorrow for some dead 
soldier P'' 

With a great cry I clasp his knees, and lean my head against 
him. 
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I forrow for ibe dead bdeed. 

By some instinot or thought of fhe trath he tears the veil from 
me, and lifts my faoe to the light of the moon. 

Then-— ahy then I — I hanger no more for the sweet hillside on 
the night of the saints under white Fiesole. 



" BtTT I am nothing — ^nothing — ^nothing P '' I mnrmxir to him, 
an hour afterwards, as his embiiioe enfolds me, when all my tale 
is told. 

He answers me with a smile. 

"And I haye nothing ! So we are equal, m;^ treasare! Ah, 
donzella mia ! you have learned then to think with me that these 
are the fairest things, after all, that the world can give as, — a 
little laughter and a little loye ? " 

I wind my arms about him where we stand, and lean my ohee^ 
on his: 

" Say rather only, a little laughter — and a great love." 

This is enough, mdeed : enough, here and hereafter. A love 
greater than death, great as eternity itself; a love that shal' 
leave earth with us when our souls leave our bodies, and reach its 
uttermost perfection in other lives, in other worlds ; a love that 
time cannot chill, nor any woe appal, nor God himself unsever. 



Thb town is white against the shadows of the nighi The 
river breaks with sea-like sound against the piles of the old grey 
bridges. The red cross banners slowly swing their white Mds 
on the wind; the populace has grown quieter. 

The shields of the old republic brighten their blazonries in the 
moonbeams. The lions, white amidst a green wealth of forest 
laurel, guard the place of the public liberties. 

The roses and l^e lilies lie on the stones as on a palace floor. 
By the water the people are singing, imtired with joy and with 
triumph. 

Is it not ever with such things that one thinks of Florence ? 

A cloud of blossoms, the notes of a lute, the ripple of a little 
laugh ; the deeper joys of sighs that die in a caress; the far-off 
echo of a gay glad nation's mirth; a sea of yellow moonlight, 
broad and cool ; the stone &oes of fauns and griffins coiled about 
with acanthus foliage ; the sculptured shapes of saints and pro- 
phets reigning over a frolic of masquers ; the fragrance of sea and 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



LOVB IS ENOUGH. 4^5 

mountain blown on fresh winds through shadowy marble ways; 
and in the sacred stillness of the night, in gardens where the 
fountains fall, or casements where the lucciole are gleaming, the 
soft fast throbs of quickened pulses, the touches of lovers' lips 
in the silence — these things are its breath and its life, the City 
of Lilies, the Amorous City ; built in a field of flowers, on a 
midsummer night, by the Slayer of the Lion, for the mother of 
Eros; Florence, the daughter of gods and the queen of the 
freedom of men; Plorence, the poetess and paradise of 
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The Primrose Path. 
The Greatest Heiress In Ens^d 

BY OUIDA. 
Held in Bondas:e. 
Strathmore. 
Chandos. 

Under Two Flam 
Idalia. 

Cecil Castlemaine's Gag^e 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

FoUe Farine 
A Dosf of Flanders. 
PascarM. 
Sis^na. 

In a Winter City. 
Ariadn^ 
Moths. 
Friendship. 
PipistreUo. 
BimbL 

In MarenmuL 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 

Princess NMraadne. 
Two Little Wooden Shoes. 
A Village Conunune. 
Othmar. 
Gnilderoy* 
Rnffino. 
SyrUn. 

Santa Barbara. 
Two Offenders. 
Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. 

BY MARGARET A6NE8 PAUL 
Gentle and Simple 

BY JAMES PAYN. 
Lost Sir Masaingberd. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
Bentinck's Tutor. 
Murphy's Master. 



BY JAMES PAYM-^cnHmad. 

A Counbr Fami^. 

At Her Meror. 

A Woman's Vengeance. 

Cecil's Tryst 

The Clyffards of Clyffe. 

The Family Sau>egrace. 

The Foster Brothers. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Found Dead. 

Walter's Wont 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her. 

Humorous Stories. 

Gwendoline's Harvest 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Marine Residence. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

Less Black than We're Painted. 

By Proxy. 

mgh Snirits. 

Under One Roof. 

Carlyon'sYear. 

A Confidential Agent 

Some Private Views. 

A Grape from a I'honi. 

From Exile. 

Kit : A Memory. 

For Cash Only. 

The Canon's ward. 

The Talk of the Town. 

HoUday Tasks. 

Glow-worm Tales. 

The Mystery of Mirbridge. 

The Burnt Million. 

The Word and the Will 

A Prince of the Blood. 

Sunny Stories. 

A Trying Patient 

BY MRS. CAMPBELL PRAED. 

The Romance of a Station. 
The Soul of Countess Adrian. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. 
Christina Chard. 
Mrs. Tregaskiss. 
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TWO'SHILUNG POPULAR NOVELS, 



BY f. (?. PRICE. 
Valentina. 
Gerald. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 
The Foreigners. 

BY RICHARD PRYCE. 
Miss Maxwell's Affections. 

BY CHARLES READE. 
It is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. 
PegWoffington. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Griffith uaunt 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Littie, Love Me Long. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the HeartiL 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. 
Singleheart and Doubleface. 
Go^ Stories of Man and other 
The Jilt [Animals. 

A Perilous Secret 
Readiana. 

BY MRS. I H. RIDDELL 
Her Mother's Darling. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Weird Stories. 
Fairy Water. 

Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. 
The Nun's Curse. 
Idle Tales. 

BY AMfLIE RIVES. 
Barbara Dering. 

BY F. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 
The Woman in the Dark. 

BY JAMES RUNCIMAN. 
Grace Balmaign's Sweetheart 
Schools and Scholars. 

BY DORA RUSSELL. 
A Country Sweetheart. 



BY W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
Round the Galley Fire. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head. 
In tiie Middle Watch. 
A Voyage to the Cape. 
A Book for the Hammock. ' 
Mystery of the * Ocean Star.' 
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 
An Ocean Tnxeaj, 
My Shipmate Louise. 
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea. 
The Phantom Death. 
The Good Ship 'Mohock.' 
Is He the Man? 
Heart of Oak. 
The Convict Ship. 
The Tale of the Ten. 
The Last Entry. 

BY ALAN ST. AUBYN. 
A Fellow of Trinity. 
The Junior Dean. 
The Master of St Benedict's. 
To His Own Master. 
Orchard Damerel. 
In the Face of the World. 
The Tremlett Diamonds. 

BY QEORQE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

BY QEORQE R. SIMS. 
The Ring o' Bells. 
Mary lane's Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Tales of To-day. 
Dramas of Life. 
Tinkletop's Crime. 
Zeph : a Circus Story. 
My Two Wives. 
Memoirs of a Landlady. 
Scenes from the Show. 
The Ten Commandments. 
Dagonet Abroad. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 
A Match in the Dark 

BY HAWLEY SMART. 
Without Love or Licence. 
The Plunger. 
Beatrice and Benedick. 
Long Odds. _ ,, 

The Master of RathkeUy. 
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TWO-SHILUNG POPULAR NOVELS. 



BY T. W. 8PEIQHT. 
The Myiteriet of Heron Dyke. 
The Golden Hoop. 
Ejr Deiioos Ways, 
rioodwinked. 
BacktoUfe. 

The Londwater Tfmfi:edy. 
Burro's Romance. 
QniUance in FnlL 
A HnstMud from the Sea. 

BY R. A. 8TERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY R, LOUIS 8TEVENS0H. 
New Arabian Nights. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
The Violin-player. 
Cressida. 

BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. 
Old Stories Re-told. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way We Live Now. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Golden Lion oi Granp^re. 
The American Senator. 
Frau Frohmann. 
Marion Fay. 
Kept in the Dark. 
The Land-Leaguers. 
John Caldigate. 

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPE. 
AnneFumess. 
Mabel's Progress. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 

BY r. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY I T TROWBRIDGE, 
FameU's Folly. 

BY IVAN TURQENIEFF, etc. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

BY MARK TWAIN. 
Tcmi Sawyer. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
The Stolen White Elephant 
Pleasure Trip on the Continent 



BY MARK TWAIN—contimud. 
The Gilded ^gt. 
Huckleberry Finn. 
Life on the MissiMippL 
The Prince and the Pauper. 
Mark Twain's Sketches. 
Yankee at Court of K. Arthur. 
The ;£x»ooo,ooo Bank-note. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
NoUesse OMige 
Citoyenne Jacqueline. 
The Huguenot Family. 
What Sht Came Through 
Beauty and the Beast 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 

Buned Diamonds. 
The BladdiaU Ghosts. 

BY C. C. FRASER'TYTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY ALLEN UPWARD. 
The Queen against Owen. 
The ranee of BaUdstan. 

BY ARTEMUS WARD. 
Artemus Ward Complete. 

BY AARON WATSON AND LILLIAS 

WA88ERMANN. 
The Marquis of Carabas. 

BY WILLIAM WESTALL 
Trust-Money. 

BY MRS. F. H. WILLIAMSON. 
AChUdWidow. 

BY J. S. WINTER. 
Cavaky Life. 
Regimental Legends. 

BY H. F. WOOD. 
Passenger from Scotland Yard. 
Englishman of the Rue Cain. 

BY DELIA PARKER WOOLLEY. 
Rachel Armstrong. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. 
The Foriom Hope. 
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Adams (W. Davenport), Works by. 

A Diotlonary of the Drama x beine a comprehenslre Guide to the Flays. Playwrights, Players. 
and Playhouses of the United Kingdom and America, from the Earliest Thnes to the Present 
Day, Crown 8vo, haif-bound. xax. 6d. [Prt^rinsr. 

Oaip« and QalddUie«« Selected byW. Da\^n1»OR|^APA1IS. Post aro, cloth Mmp. m. 6rf. 

Agony Column (The) of * The "Times,' from 1800 to 1870. Edited^ 

with an Introduction, by AUCE CLAY. Post 8to, doth Ihnp, gj. 6rf. 

Aiden (W. L.).— Drewltt's Dream. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 
Alexander (Mrs.), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

Maid. WIf«. or Wldovr t Bl ind Fata. 

Crown 8ro, cloth, %r. 6d, each; post Svo, picture boards, er.each. 
Taleria'a Vate. I A Life Pntfe»t . \ Mona^a Ch oice. | By Woman's Wit. 

Crown Svo. cloth u. 6d. each. 
Vhe Cost off hev Pride. I Barbara. I«ady'e Maid and PetvMS. I ML FUht vlth Fate. 
ML Golden Autumn. | Mrs* Griohton's Creditor. | The Step-mother. 



A Mieeing Hero. 



Al len (F. M.).— Oreen as Grass. Crown Svo. cloth, 35. 6d, 
Allen (Grant), Works by. Crown Svo, cloth, 65. each. 

The flvolutionlat at Lartfe. j Moorland I dylle. 

Post-Prandlal Phlloeophy. Crown Svo. art Hnen. y . &<. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ms. eadi. 



Babylon. la illustrations. 
Btrantfe Storlea. 
The Beckoning Hand. 
ForMaimle*er ' 
PhiUstisu 
InaUr 



ich; posts 
i*a Die. 



The Devir 
This Mortal CoU. 
The Tenta of Bhem. 
The Great Taboo. 
Dumareaq*a Daughter. 
Under Sealed Ordere. 



The Dnoheaa of PowrsHuid. 
Blood Royal. 
Ivan Greet*s MastMPplMa. 
Tho Seallywag. m luusta. 
At Market YaOae. 



Dr. Palllaer'a Patfent. Fcap. Svo. cloth boards, u. 6d, 

The Tenta off Bhem. Popular Edition, medium Svo, <rf. {Sher tfy. 

Anderson (Mary).— Othello's Occupation. Crown Svo. cloth. 3s. 6<<. 
Antrobus (C. L.), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top. 6s. each. 

Qu ality Corner! A S tu dy of Rem ors e. | Wllderamoor. | The Wine off Flnva rwu 

Appleton (O. Webb).~Rash Conclusions. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6i. 
Arnold (Edwin Lester), Stories by. 

The Wonderful Adventures off Phra the Phmnlelaa. Cnnm tvok dodi aattn. wUi ta 

Illustrations by H. M. PACRT. y6d.i post Svo, illustrated boards, af. 
The Conatable off Bt. MlOholaa. 'max Frontispiece l^ S. L. WOOD. Crown Svo. doth, gr. M. % 

picture cloth, flat back, ar . 

Artemus Ward's Works. With Portrait and Facsimile. Crown Svo, 

doth extra, y. 6d,—A.\ao a POPULAR Edition post Sro, picture boards, ax. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6i. each. 

" ~ . WtUi as niustratteps. 

WlUk 115 nhutratloas. 

Boolal Xdtt IB the Belgn o ff Queen Anne. With 85 in ustiatloas. Crowo tro. doth. v. 6A 

Crown Svo, doth, srilt top, 6r. each. 
Boelal Uffle under the Begenoy. With 90 Illustrations. 
Florlaera Folly t The Story of Georgh IV. With Photogravaie Frontispiece and n IBnstfatleBt. 

bacteria. Yeast Fungi, and Allied 5pecies, A Synopsis of. By 

W. B. Crovh, B.A. With Srlilustrationa. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. ^d» 

Baiidon (H. B.).— Robert Louis Stevenson: A Life Study ia 

CfUklsa. With a Foftralti. Crowe Ivo^ bedctam. te. 



Ashton (John), Works by. Crown Svo, cloth < 

Humour. Wit, and Batlre off the Seventeenth Century. 
BngUah Carleature and Batlre on Mi^oleon the Flret. 
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Bardsley (Rev. C. Warehig, M.A,), Works by. 

■atfllflh Bomamea t Their Sources and Significations. Crown 8vo, doth, js. &f. 
Oorloilfcl** of Purlfcan HomenoiatUMuCrowu 8to. cloth, y. 6d. 



Barr (Robert), Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

In a Bt«am«r Chair. With Frontispiece and Vignette by Dbmain Hammond. 
From Whoa* Booraa. &c. with 47 Illustrations by HAL HURST and others. 
Ravango I With la lUustiations by Lancelot Speed and others. 
Jl Woman Intarvanas. With 8 Illustrations by HAL Hurst. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, dr. each. 
Tha Unatoanglntf Bast t Notes on a Visit to the h'arther Edge of the Mediterranean. 
J l Frlnca of Oooa Pall owa . With 1 5 Illustrations by Edmund J. Su llivan. 

Barrett (Frank), Novels by. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, sr. each ; doth, ar. ed. each. 
Tha Bin of Olga Zassoulloh. i John Ford; and Hla Halpmato. 

Batwaan Llfa and Daath. ^ . . ^ r ^ Rscoiling Vengeance. 
Folly Morrison. | Uttla lAdy Linton. Llaut. Bapnabns. | Found GoUly. 
Jl Prodlgal*s Prograsa. I Honaet DaTla . | F or I«oya and Honour. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. each ; post Svo, picture boards. 2^. each ; cloth limp. as. 6d, each. 
Fattarad for Ufa. I Tha Woman of tha Iron Braoalats. | Tha Harding Scandal 
A Mtaaing Wltnaaa. With 8 Illustrarions by W. H. MARC.E TSON. 
Crown Svo, cloth. 3X. 6rf. each. 

Under a Strange Mask. With xg liiusts. by E. F. Brewtnall. | Waa Bha Jnatlflad 7 

Barrett (Joan).— Monte Carlo Stories. Feap. 8vo. cloth, is. 6d, 



Besant (Sir Walter) and James Rice, Novels by. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, v. 6</. each ; post Svo. illustrated boards, as. each ; cloth Umo, is. 6d. each. 
Seady-Monay Mortlboy.t Thla Bon of Ynloan. I The Beamy Bide. 

Tha Ooldan Battarfly. Tha Monks of Thalama. The Case of 2Sr. Lucraft. 



I, jj. < .. . 

Saady-Monay Mortlboy.t This Bon of Ynloan. I The Beamy Bide. 

~lia Ooldan Battarfly. Tha Monks of Thalama. The Case of 2Sr. L 

y Little Ohpl. By Cella's Arbour. 'Twas In Trafal^s. . 

1th Harp and Grown. I The Chaplain of tha Fleet. I Tha Tan Years* Tenant. 



My Little Otel. By Cella's Arbour. 'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 

With Harp and Grown. I The Chaplain of tha Fleet. I Tha Tan Years* Tenant. 

*^ There are also LIBRARY Editions of all excepting the first two. Large crown Svo. cloth, ts. each. 



Besant (Sir Walter), Novels by. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, v. 6a. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each : cloth limp. as. 6cl. e.icb. 
All Borts and Oondlttons of Men. With is Illustrations by PRBO. BarDard.— Also the 

Larcb Type. Fine Paper Edition. i>ott Svo, doth, gilt top. 2*. net ; leather, gilt edges, y, net. 
The Captalne* Boom, &c. With Frontispiece by E. J. WHEELUK. 
All In a Garden Fair. With 6 Illustrations by HARRY FURNISS. 
Dorothy Forstar. With Frohtispiece by Charles Green. 
Unela Jaek, and other Stories. | Children of Oibaon. 

Tha World Went Very Wall Than. With is Illustrations by A. PoRESTiER. 
Herr Paalast His Rise. lOs Greatness, and his Fall. | Tha Bell of St. PaoTi. 
For Faith and Freedom. With Illustrations by A. Forestigr and F. Waudv. 
To Call Her Mine, &c. With 9 Illustrations by A. FORESTIER. 
The Holy Roaa« &c Wkh Frontispiece by F. Barnard. 

Jlrmeael of Lyoneaaa t A Romance of To-day. With X3 Illustrations br P. BARNARD. 
8t. Katherine^s by tha Towar. With 13 lUustrationt by C. Green.— Also in picture cloth, flat 

back. as. 
Verbena Camallia 8taphanotis.&c. With a Frontispiece by Gordon Browne. 
The Ivory Oata. I Tha Babal Quaan. 

Beyond the Dreams of A-varioa. With 13 lUustrationshy W. H. Hyde. 

In Deaeon's Orders* &c. With Frontispiece byA. FoRESTiBR. | Tha Bevolt Of Man. 
Tha Master Craftsman. I The City of Refuge. 
Crown Svo, cloth, xr. M. each. 

A FoiUBiAaIn iMUad. | The Changetlng. I Tha Fourth Generation. 

Crown Svo, cloth, jfilt top, fix. each. 
Tha Orange GlrL With 8 Illustrations by F. Pbgr AM. 
The Lady of Lynn. With 19 lUostrations by G. Dbmain-Hammond. 
Mo Other Way. With xa lUustrati ons by Charles D. War d. 

POPULAR Editions, medium Svo. 6rf. each. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Man. I The Chaplain of tha Flaat. 



The Golden Bntterflv. I The Orange Girl. 

Ready'-Money Mortfboy. | Children t.t Gibeon. [Shortfy, 

The Charm, and other Drawingr-room Ffaqrs. By Sir Walter Besant and WALTAit H. Pollock. 

With So Illustrations by Chris Hamm ond and Julb Goo dman. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6rf. 
Wfty Years J^go. With 144 niustration.s. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6rf. 
The Bulogy of Blohard Jefferles. With Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth. 6f. 
Blr Richard Whlttlngton. With Frontispiece. Crown Svo. art linen, y. 6d. 
Oaspard de Goligny. With a Portrait. Crown Svo, art Unen. y. 64, 
The Art of Fiction. Fcap. Svo, cloth, red top, ix. net. 

As We JU«, and As We Mav Be. Crown 8vo, buckram, grflt top, (,s. [Portly. 

Bssay^ and HiStoriettas. C rown Svo. buckram, gilt top. 6f. iShorily. 

,.,..,- T«, _ ^. Demy Svo, cloth, yx. 6rf. eadu 
London. With xas Illustrations. ' ^ • ' 

Westminster. With an Etched Frontispiece by F. S. WALKER, R.B.,and 130 Illustrations bv 

William Pati en and others. ft to «y 

South London, with an Etched Frontispiece by F. S. WALKER, R.E.. and iiS Illuctmtions. 

Bast London. With an Etched Frontispiece by F. S. Walker, and 55 lUustraf.ons by Phil 

MAY. L. RAVEN Hill, and JOSEPH Pennell. 
Jerusalem S The City of Herod and Saladin. Bv WALTER BHSANT and E. II. PaLMKU. Vowik 
Edition. With a new Chapter, a Map, tnd ix lUustrations. 
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Barlnfi: Qould (Sabine, Author of 'John Herring,' &c.)- Nov«ls by. 

Crown 8to, cloth •xtra, jx* 6<f.*cach ; post 8ro, OltistratAd boards, as. Mch. 
Red gpldftg. I Bve« 

Beaconsfleld, Lord. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 55. 
Bechstein (Ludwig).— As Pretty as Seven, and other German 

Stories. With Additional Tales by the Brothers GRIMM, and 98 Illustrations by RiCHTBR. Squart 
8to, cloth extra, 6r. 6d. ; gilt edges, js. 6d. 

Bellew (Frank).— The Art of Amusing: A Collection of Graceful 

Arts, Games, Tricks, Piuzles, and Charades. With 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 4^. 6cl. 

Bennett (Arnold), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

The flgmd Babylon Hofl t A Fantasia on Modem Themes. | Anna of th» Flw Togma« 

Bennett (W. C, LL. P.). —Songs for Sailors. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 25. 
Bewick (Thomas) and his Pupils. By Austin Dobson. With 95 

Illustrations. Square 8to, doth extra, y. Cd. 

Blerce (Ambrose).— in the Midst of Life: Tales of Soldiers and 

Civilims. Crown 8to, cloth extra. 3X. 6d, ; post Sro. illustrated boards, ax. 

Bill Nye's Comic History of the United States. With 146 Illus. 

trations by F. OPPER. Crown 8ro. cloth extra, y. 6d. 

Bindloss (Harold), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, giit top, 6s. each, 

ML Bowor of Whaat. I Vho Gonoasslon-Huntevo* 

Aln»ll>*« Ju- Jg t A Romance of the Hinterland. Crown Svo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Bodkin (M. McD., K.C.), Books by. 

Dora Hjrlt tha E*ady Dateotlve. Crown 8vo, doth, y,6d,; picture doth, Aal back, as, 
ShUIelagh and Shamgook. Crown 8to, doth, y. txi. 

Bourget (Paul).— A Living Lie. Translated by John de Villiers. 

With special Preface'for the English Edition. Crown Svo, doth, y. 6rf. 

Bourne (H. R. Pox), Books by. 

Bngllsh Marohanta : Memoirs in IQustradon < 

trations. Crown 8to, doth, y. 6d, 
Bngllah Ha'wapapers t Chapters in the History ofToumalism. Two Vols., demy 8vo. doth, sy. 
Ttaa Otbttv Slda of tha Bmln Paaha Rallaf Bzpadition. Crown 8ro. cloth, 6x. 

Boyd.— A Versailles Christmas-tide. By Mary Stuart Boyd, With 

S3 Illustrations by A. S. BOYP. Fcap. 4to. doth gilt and gilt top, 6j. 

Boyle (Frederick), Works by. Post Svo, illustrated bds., 2s. each. 

Chronic!— of No-Man'« I«and« I Camp Motaa. J Ba ya<a I«lf o. 



Bngllsh Marehanta : Memoirs in IQustradon of the Progress of British Commerce. With 3a Illu» 
trations. Crown 8to, doth, y. 6d, 



Brand (John).— Observations on Popular Antiquities; chie6y 

illustratiiig the Ori^n of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With the Additions of Sw 
HENRY ELLIS. Crown 8vo, dotli. y. 6d. 

Brayshaw (J. Dodsworth).— 51um Silhouettes: Stories of London 

LJie. Crown Svo. dottt, y. &/. ^ 

Brewer's (Rev. Dr.) Dictionaries. Crown Svo, cloth, y, 6d. each. 

Tha Raadav*a Handbook of Famona Namea In Fiotion« Allaalona* RafaraneMg 

Provarba* Plota, Storlaa* and Poema* A New Edition, Revised. 
M. Diotlonary of Hiraolaat Imiutive, Realistic, and Dogmatic 

Brewster (Sir David) Works by. Post Svo, cloth, 45. 6d. each. 

Mora Wovlda than Ona : The Creed of the Philosopher and Hope of the Christian. With PlatM. 
A Tha Hartyra of Solanca t Galilbo, Tycho Brauk, and Ksplek. With Portraits. 
Lattara on Matnval Btetfle. With numerous lUostrations. 

Bright (Florence).— A girl Capitalist. Cr. Svo. cloth, gilt top, 6s. 
Brillat-Savarin.— Gastronomy as a Fine Art« ^ Translated by 

R. E. AWDEKSOK. M.A. Pot Svo, half-bound, as. 

Bryden (H. A.)--— An Exiled Scot: A Romance. With a Frontis- 

j piece, by J. S. Chomptok, R.I. Crown 8ve. doth, y. 6d.'. 

Brvdges (Harold).— Uncle Sam at Home. With 91 Illustrationi. 



), UhMtnltd baudi, at. I dotk Krnp, tf , «d; 
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Buchanan (Robert), Poems and Novels by. _ 

Th« Oomptottt Po«tletu Works of Bob«H Baobaium. a vols., ciowb tvo« backrun, witk 

Portnlt FrontteplftM to mch Tolui ne. i«j. 

Crown tro, doth. 6f . each. 
Th« P«vll'a Oa«« t a Bank HoUday Interiude. With 6 lUustratloM. 
Th« BAVlbqiUiko: or. Six Days and a Sabbath. 
TlM WABMVlBtf S%W t a Ch mtmms Carol 

Crown 8ro. doth, y. 6d. aadb 
Th* Oatoastt a Rhyme for the Time. 
Til* Ballad off UUXW tkO M othogt a Christmas Carol. 
8t« Mb% WBtf hla 8«W61I yi TO«« Crown 8to, doth. «x. 6 d. 

Crown Svo, doth, y . 6d. each ; post 8ro. Illustrated boards, v. each. 

-*^ - -* ^ Xiovo Me fo» BwMP. With Frtmtisplece. 



thrown OTW, «iiu«u, j 

The Shadow of the Bwovdi 
A ChUd of Mataro. With Frontispiece. 
Ood and the Man. With zx lUustrations by 
Kiady KllpatHok. rFRBD. Barnard. 
The Hav^F^om of Madeline, with 
Pientlsplece by A. W. COOPER. 



Annan Water. I Foxglove ManoKi 

The Mew Abelard. I Baohel Dene. 
Matt t A Story of a Caravan. With Frontispiece. 
The Macter of the Mine. With Frontispiece. 
The Hetr of JUnne. I Woman and the Maa* 



Crown Sto, dotli, y . 6d, each. 

Bad and Whtta Heather. | Andro meda i An Idytt of the Great Ri»er. 

nie Shadow of tha Bword. popular edition, medium Sro, M. [Shortly, 

The Charlatan. Bjr Robbrt Buchanan and Hbnry Murray. Crown tro, doth. wlUi e 
Frontispiece by T. H. ROBINSON, y. 6rf. ; port Svo, picture boards. «/. ^ 

Burton (Robert).— The Anatomy of Melancholy. With Transla- 
tions of the Quotations. Demy Svo, doth extra, yx. 6d. 
Melancholy Anatomleedt An Abridgment of Burton's Anatomy. Post Bvo, haU-d, ax. 6rf. 

Caine (Hall), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3$. 64. each. ; post 

Sto, Illustrated ooards. m. each ; cloth Ump, ax. td. each. 

The Shadow of a Grime. I A Son of Hatfar. I The Deemster. 

Also LIBRARY EDITIONS of The Deometer and The Shadow of a CMme, set in new type, 
crown Sto, and bound uniform with The Chrletlan. 6j. each; and Cheap Popular Editions of 
The Deemster, The Shadow of a Crime, and A Bon of Hagar, medium Svo. portrait-cover, 
6d. each.— Also the Finb-papbr Bdition of The Deemster, pott Svo, doth. gUt top. ax. net; | 

leather, gilt edges. 3X. net. 

Cameron (Commander V. Lovett).-^The Cruise of the 'Black 

Prince • Privateer. Port Svo. picture boards, ax. 

Canada (Greater) : The Past, Present, and Future of the Canadian 

North-Wert. By E. B. OSBORN, B. A. With a Map. Crown Svo. doth, 3X. 6rf. ^ 

Captain Colgrnet, Soldier of the Empire: An Autobiography. 

Edited by LORBDAN Larchby. Translated by Mrs. CARRY. With 100 lUustrations. Crown Svo. 
doth, 3x. 6d. 

Carlyle (Thomas).— On the Choice of Books. Post Svo. cl.^i5. 6i. 

yle and R. W. Bmer8< 

> Vols., crown Svo, doth, a^x. 



Oorreapondence of Thomas Carlyle and R. W. Emerson. 1834-1871. Edited bf 
C ETNORTON. With Portrahs. Two Vols 



Carruth (Hayden).— The Adventures of Jones. With 17 lilustra- 

tions. Fcap, Sro, doth, ax ____________________^ _^________________« 

Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. 

The Ktn< in Tetlow. Crown SvO. doth. sr. M.; fic^. Svo, doth Ump, sx. 6d. 

In the Qnarter. Fcap. Svo, doth, ax. 6d, 

Chapman's (Qeorge), Works. Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the 

Doubtful Ones.— VoL II.. Poems and Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. SwiNBURNB.— Vol. 
III., Translations of the IHad and Odyssey. Three Vols., c rown Svo, cloth, y. 6d. each. 

Chappie (J. Mitchell). —The Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima 

Dwina. Crown Svo, doth, 3X. 6d. 



Chaucer for Children : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawbis. With 

^Coloured Plates and 90 Woodcuts. Crown ito, doth extra, v. 6d. 
Ohanoer for Schools. With the Storv of his Times and his Work. By Mrs. H. R. HAWBIS 



^Coloured Plates and 90 Woodcuts. Crown ito, doth extra, v. 6d, 
'lanoer for Schools. With the Story of his Times and his Woi . _ 
A New Edition, revised. With a Frontispiece. Demy Svo, doth, y. 6d. 



Chess, The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Open- 
ings. By HOWARD Staunton. Edited by R. B. WORMALD. Crown Svo, doth, sx. 

The Minor Taetles of Chess 1 A Treatise on the Deployment of the Forces hi obedience to Stia- 
t^ic Prindple. By F. K. YOUNG and B. C HOWBLL. Lon^ fcap. Svo, cloth, ax. 6^. 

The Hastings Chess Tournament. Containingr the Authorised Account of the 030 Games 
played Au^.-Sept, xSjs. W\th Annotations by PiLLSBURY, LASKBR, Tarra^H, SteiniT2l 
ScHippBRS. Tbichmann. Bardelbbbn, Blackburnb, Cunsbbrg, Tii«slby, Mason, and 
ALBiN : BiMfimpUcal Sketches of the ChMt Masters, and as Fortraits. Edit9<i by H. F. CUBSHIRS. 
Cheaper BdltloD. Crowe Svo. doth, s^) 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



I 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PiiMl«h«rj, tii St. AUHlii'v Ui^v, L^aaoa. W-C, s 



Clare (Austin), Stories by. 

For the Iiove of a I«asfl. I'ost 3td, Uiu^trated bouds, 3^. t eUfth, w. m. 
_ By the Rlae of the Rlvtar i TialBs ajod Sb eiches In South Tj-nftdate. Crown 6to tlotii, y. fi^ 

Ciive (Mrs. Archer) » (NoveU by, 

Pa ul Fe groll. j W hy Paul F arroU HI] la d hl»_Wl!*-___ 

Clodd (E dward, F.R.A.S.).— Myths and Dreams. Cr, Svo, y. &i 

Coates (Anne).--RIe's Diary, Crowu Svo, jlotb, y. 6i. 

Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 

The Care of Sonle* Post i^fo, Hiusiraied boards, $t. 

The Red Sultan. Crown Sv^, nk'i: c^fEirn, ^j.^^. ; post Sro, llliutnted bosnU, ir. 

The Burden of leabel* <^ ro .M:t Svo, dot]] cactrj^ ^j- •S'^- 



I 



Coleridge (M. E.).— The Seven Sleepers of Ephesns, Fcap. SvtJ, 

l eatherette, ix. ; cloth, if. 6rf. ^^^ ^^ 

Colli ns (C. Allston), — The Par Siniste r, Post Bv q> boards , gj. 

Collins (John Churton, M. A.), Books by, Cr. Svo, cL. y. 6d* each, 

Illustrations of Tennyson. 

Jonathan Swift* A Bic^raplii-cal and Criti cal gtudy ^ ^^ ^ 

Collins (Mortimer and Frances), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth rkEt:^ jj, £rf, b«>c1i t post £vd, iliustT-ated baarrlE, it. each^ 
From Midnltfht to MldnlflhC \ BliMJiraimitn and ^aholavi 

You Play me False* [ The Vuinje Comedy, 

Foitfivo, lUustraled boiircls ". «ach. 
Transmigration. I Bwaec Anna Fa^a< I FrauoMk 
A Fi ght with Fortun e. ] Siweat and Twenty. \ - 



Collins (Wilkie), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, maay IUu5ir3te<l„ ^. fid. tach ; post &vo, pkEut« boArd^ k. Hdll 
clotli i^mp, xf. fi^ «ach. 



•Antonlna* 

»Basil. 

«Hida and Seek. 

«The Woman In Whtt«. 

«The Moonstone. 

»Man and Wife. 

*The Dead Secret. 

After Dark. 

The Queen of Hearts* 

" ^Mai 



lioliam«* 



Ally r/T1 seel tames, 

Arjiia.da.lfi. 

Poor MIsu Flnalu 

JKlfiQ OF Mrs.? 

Tha N^w Ma.ffdalen, 

Th« Law and fclie L^dy* 

The JHEiimCe?! JJ^^ttsl. 



Jezebel's Daoghter< 
Tha Blasilc Aal^a^ 
Heart and Selena*, 
* I Bay No.' 
A Bojua'd titre. 
The BvlJ Clanlus. 
Mitle novels. 
The l#GgaQy of GmlJU 
Blind I^ovh 



*«* Marked * havu been rc^et ]ii jicw lyjj^ In tmiJbitii ftylai 



PdPVLAit EUiTJONS, cafldJLiia Bn. (J. «aclb 
The Moonstone. I Antonlna, I The tiead Becreti 

The Woman in White, i The Maw Ma^fdaJan. | Mati a nd wife. | Armadata, [Sharefy 

The Woman In White. J^Rca Typb, Fans. FAyzjt Edition, Pott Svo, doth, glk cop, u. 
net ; leathe r, gilt edges, y . n^t^ ^___ 

Colman's (George) Humorous Works: * Broad Grins,' "My Night-i 

g own and Slippe rs, ' &c. with U fc an d Ff Mt Uspie ce^ Cro wn ^o, d<iiai eitra. y. 6rf. ^ 

Colquhoun (M. J.).— 'Every inch a Soldien Crown 8vo^ cloib^ 

y. 6rf. ; post Svo, illustratea boar ds, a£. ^^ 

Colt^breaking, Hints on * By W. M. Hutchison, Cr. Svo, d., 35. 6d. 
Compton (Herbert).— The fnlmltable Mr«. Massingham: a 

Romance of Botany Bay. Crcyn Eva^ tjgth, 3J, a^.. 

Convalescent Cookery By C athe r e n b R yan. Cr. Svo, ii .;cl.,is,6 d. 
Cooper (Edward H.),— Qeoffory Hamilton, Cr. Svo^ cloth, ^s. 6.1 
Cornish (J, F.).—Sour Grapes : A Novel. Cr. Svo^ cloth, gilt top. 6 j, 
Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West of England ; or, The 

DroUs, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall Collected bv Robrrt Hunt. P.R.S w 
two Ste^ Plates by Ghorgh CruikSHANK. Crown Svo. doth. 7 



Cotes (V. Cecil).— Two Girls on a Barge. With 44 lUustrations by 

F. H. TOWWSEND. Crown Svo, doth extra, y. 6d. ; post Bvo, doth, «j. 6rf. 

Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by. 

The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mouatafaai Otswa Iveb deCh, la U, ; pott ivs, 

illustrated boards, ax. 
Hta YRBlihtA Btw. Crows tret doth. y. Ml 
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6 C HATTO A WINDUS, Pabl to her^ iii S^ iH«rtte»i tmnm, Loirtoa, WX,_ 
Cram (Ralph Adams).— Black SplrlU and White, Fcap. Svo, 

doth, IS. id, 

Crellin (H. N.), Books by. 



SonuuiOM of ill* Old Bttratf llo. With at IBoiitatloM by S. L. WOOD. Ciowii Svo. cfotb. 3^. 64 

Tmim» of til* Gttllpb. Crown 8to, dotb. v. 

Th* Maauupm— I A Dnunm. Crown Zvo, is. 



Crim (Matt.).— Adventures of a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

wrtra, with a Frtwiritptow by DAW. BEARD, y. 6d. ; post 8vo. Ulnstrated board s, ay. 

Crockett (S. R.) and others.— Tales of Our Coast. By S. R. 

Crockbtt. Gilbert Parker, Harold Frbdbric. ' 0..' and W. Clark Russbll. With s 
lUmtrations by FRANK Br an gwyw. Crown 8to. doth. 31. Zd. 

Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Mch : post 8to. Ulustrmtad boards, or. each ; doth limp, «r. 6d. tach. 



Pratty M IM M«vlll«. 
FroMr Pride. 

JLBlrdof PftL 

PUuafc B»ntntftoB« 



Intorferonee. 
A Family Xak«ii«M* 
A Third ParBOB. 
■r. JttrviB. 



VUiatfa Tales ft Inngle 

Tv&$ttdie«« 
The Heal LmOs HUdxb 
Married or Blntfle 7 



Some One Blse. I Klas Balmaine*e Pact. I Beyond the PalCt 



Crown Svo, doth extra, y.id. each. 

I KluBalmai ^ — - 

In the Kingdom of Keny. i Jason, fto. 
Teranee* With 6 Ilhittfatkms by Sidney Paget. 

■To IfOt.' fto. Post 8to, ptctnre boards, ts.; doth limp, as. 6d. 

The Cat's-paw. With sa Ilhotratlous by FRED. PECRAU. Crown 8to, dotb, eflt top. fix. 

Diana Barringion. Popular Edition, medium Svo. 6d. [SJurtty, 

Cruikshank's Comic Almanack. Complete in Two Series : The 

First, from 1835 to 1843 ; the Second, from 1844 to 1851. A Gatherins: of the Best Humour of < 
Thackeray, hood. NIayhew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett, Robert Brouch, &c. With i 
numerous Steel Enfifravinn «nd Woodcuts by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. HINE, LanobLLS. &c | 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, doth pilt, fs. 6tt. each. 
The Life of George Craikshank. By Blanchabd Jbrrold. With 84 inustrations and a ^ 
Bibliography. Crown Svo, doth extra, y. 6d. | 

Cummins: (C. P. Gordon), Works by. Large cr. 8vo, cloth, 65. each. 1 

In the Hebrides* With an Autotype Frontispiece and n Illustrations. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian Plains, with 43 illustrations. 

Tvo Happy Years in Oeylon. Whh as lUustrations. 

Yla Cornw a ll to Bgypt. With a Photogravure Frontispiece. 

Cussans ^ohn B.). — A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 

for Tracing FetUerees and Decipbetlng Ancient MSS., &c. Fourth Edition. reTised, with 40S Woodcuts 
and a Coloured Plates. Crown 8to, doth extra. 6s. 

Daudet (Alphonse).— The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. Crown i 

Sto, doth extra, y. 6rf. ; post Svo, Illustrated boa rds, ar. j 

Davenant (Francis, M.A.),— liilits for Parents on the Choice^f 

a Profession for thdr Sons when Btartang la Ufa. Crown Svo, doth, ix. 6d. 

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).— Mr. Sadler's Daughters. With a 

Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown Svo. doth extra, y. 6d. | j 

Oavies (Dr. N. E. Yorke-), Works by. Cr. 8vo, u. ea.; cl., is, 6i. ea. 

One Thousand Hedleal Maxima and Burgloal Hints. 

Mnrsenr Hints t A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 

Poods for the Pats Tha Dit etic Cure of Corpulency and of Gout 

Aids to Iiong Llf». Crown 8vo. ar . ; doth limp, as. 6d. | 

Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited. 

with Introduction and Nota^ by Rev. A. B. GrOSART, P.P. Two Vols., crown 8vo, doth, 3/. 6<f. each, 

De Querin (Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. S, Trebutietn. 

with a MeoK^ by SAINTB-Beuvb. Translated from tite aoth French Edition by JESSIE P. FROTH- I 

INGHAM. Fcap. Svo. haff.boupd, as. 6rf. 

De Maistre (Xavier).— A Journey Round my Room. Translated 

by HE?tRY ATTWBLL. Post avo. clo t h Hmp. as. M. \ ' 

Derby (The) : Th^ Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts 

of THB Daks. By Louis Henry CuRZON. Crown Svo. doth Hmp. as. 6d. 

Dewar (T. R.).— A Ramble Round the Globe, with 220 niustra- 

tions. Crown Svo. doth extra. 7s. 6d. ^^ 

De Windt (Harnr), Books by. ' 

Through the Oold-F$eld8,of Alaska to Bering Straits. With Map and 33 fiill-page IBot- 

trations. Cheape* RStie. DieofflvO, doth. 6x. 
True Tales of Travel and Adventure. Crown Svo. doth. 3s. 6d. ^_^_^ 

Dickens (Charles) « About -Bngland with. By Ai^frsd Rimmbr. 

Wttb SI IUu»tratloni bf C, A. VANDBBHOOr andth* AUTHOR. Sqwwt tro, dojJu if, «. 
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CHATTO & WiNDUS, Pahlithirs, lii St. Martffa'g Lane, tcindon, W.C. 7 
Dictionaries. 

The Reader's Handbook of Famous Namos In Fiction, JIllQslons, References, 

Proverbs, Plots. Stories, and Poems. By Rev. E., C. Brbwer. LL.D. A New Edi' 

tion. Revised. Crown 8to. cloth, y. 6d. 
A Dictionary of Miracles : Imitatfre, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the Rev. E. C BRBWBR. 

LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6ti. 
Vamillar Short Baylntfs of Great Hen. With Historical and Explanatory Notes by Samubl 

A. BENT, A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^x. 6d. 
Che Slantf Dictionary t Etymological. Historical, and AneodoCal. Crown 9vo, doth. fix. &A 
Words, FfkCtS, and Phrases t A Dictionary of Curious. Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. By 
ELIEZER Edwards. Crown 8vo. doth extra. 3X. 6d, 

Dllke (Rt. Hon. 5lr Charles, Bart., M.P.)*— The British Empire. 

Crown 8vo. bnckram. y. 6rf . 



Dobson (Austin), Worlcs by. 

Thomas Bewick and his Pupils. With 95 1 
FourFrencI 

JBltfhteenth 

A Paladin of Philanthropy, and other Papers. With 3 Illusts. Cr. &vo, buckram, fix. 



uplls. with 95 Illustradons. Square Svo, doth, 5f, 6d. 

Four Frenchwomen, with Four Portraits. Crown Svo. buckram, ^It top, fix. 
Bltfhteenth Oentnry Vignettes. In Three Series. Crown svo, baeknim, fix. each. 
A Paladin of Philanthropy, and other Papers. With 2 Illusts. Cr. ' 
Side- walk Studies. With 4 illustrations. Crown Svo, buckram, gilt top, fix. 



Dobson (W. T.).— Poetical Ingrenultles and Eccentricities. Post 

8vo. doth amp, ax. 6a. 

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 

Post Svo. illustrated boards, sx. each ; cloth limp, sx. 6ti. each. 
The Man-Honter. I Wanted ! _ I Saspidon Aroased. | Riddles Bead. 

Cantfht at I«ast. 1 Tracked to Doom. A Detective's Triumphs. 

Tracked and Taken. I Link by Link. In the Grip of the Law. 

Who Poisoned Hetty Dnnc»7 \ From I nformation Received. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3X. 6d. each : post Svo, illustrated boards, ax. each ; doth, ax. fitf. each. 
The Man from Manchester. With 23 Illustrations. 
The Mysleiqr of Jamaica Te rrace. I T he Chronicles of Michael Daneviteh. 

Crown Svo, doth, 3X. 6d. each. 
The Reeords of Yineent Trill, of the Detective Service.— Also picture doth, flat back, 2x. 
The Adventures of Tyler Tatlock, Private Detective. 
Deacon Brodle ; or. Behind th e Mask. I Tales of Terror. 
Dark Deeds. Crown Svo. picture cloth, flat back, ax. 

Dowling (Richard). —Old Corcoran^s Money. Crown Svo. cl., 35. 6d. 
Doyle (A, Conan).— The Firm of Girdlestone. Cr. 8vo, cK, 35. 6d. 
Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 3s. 6d. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's Works, with Note.<i, Critical and Explanatory, and a Bloirraphical Memoir by 

William GiffoRU. Edited by Cdonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 
Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol. I. cont.-uns the Plays complete ; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 

Translatitms, with an Essay by A. C. Swinuurne : Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 
Marlowe's Works. ■ Edited, with Notes, by CQlon«l CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 
Masslntfer's Plays. FromGiP F or d's Text. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 

Dublin Castle and Dublin Society, Recollections of. By A 

NatiVH. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt tcp 6x. 

Duncan (Sara Jeannette : Mrs. Everard Cotes), Books by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7-». 6d. each. 
A Boelal Pepartnre. With zn illustrations by F. H. TOWNSKND. 
An JLmerlean Qlrl In Iiondon. With So Illustrations by F. II. TOWNSEND. 
The simple Adventnres of a Memeahlb. With 37 illustrations by F. H. Townsbnd. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, sx. &/. each. 
A Daughte r of T o-Pa y. | Vernon's Aunt. With 47Jttustrations ^ Hal HUKST. 

Dutt (l^omesh C.)«—Eng:iand and India: A Record of Progress 

during One Hu n dred Years. Crown Svo. cloth, gj. 

Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, 

by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Crown Svo. cloth boards, jr. 6rf, per„VoIuine. 

S etcher's lOUes) Complete Poems. One VoL 
ivies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols. 
HerrlelCs (Robert) Complete Collected Poems. Three Vols. 
Sidney's (Blr Philip) Complete Poetical Y/orks. Three Vols. 

Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus; A holiday in Brazil 

atnd on the River Plate. With 41 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cTotli extra, ss. 

Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. 

A Point of Honour. Pest Svo, flhistrated boards, ax. | A Plastev Balnt. Cr. 8ro, d.. 31. 6d, 
Archie Iipyell. Crown 8vo. doth, y- 6d. ; ilhistrated boards, a r . 

Edwards (Ellezer).— Words, Pacts, and Phrases: J^ Dictionary 

of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo, doth, y. 6cf . 

ISfferton (Rev. J. C, M.A.). — Sussex Polk and Sussex Ways. 

lyitft Introduction by Rer. Dr. H. WaOI, and Pour Illustrttlons. Crown Svo, doth eirtaa, y. 

fetf (••ton (Edward).— Rosy : A Novel. Pott 8iro, mast, b^eirdt, u. 
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nglishman (An) in Paris. Notes and I 

Ralgo o( Louto PhlHt»p« md th» Empiro. Crown 8vo. cloth, y . 6dL 



Englishman (An) in Piyis._ Notes and Recollections during the 



Bnglisiinian's House, The .* A Practicai Guide for Selecting or Build- 

fay a Home. By C. J. RiCHAitDSOM. Coloored Pto ntls i tocd >nd $34 IBurti. Cr. 8to, cIoth« y. &<. 

E yes, Our : How to Preserve Them. By John Browning Cr. 8vo. i^, 
Familiar Short Sasings of Great Men. By Samubl Arthur BbntJ 

A.M. Fifth Edition. Revteed and HnUfgod. Crown Svo. doth extra, yj. <<<: 

Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 45. 6d. each. 

. Th«Gh«iBteal History of » Candle I Lectures deHrered befora a Jnreoito. Audience. Edited 
by WILLIAM CROOKES. F.CS. With numerous Illustrations. 
On ihe Yarloas Poreos of MatuM, and thalv RttlatloBs to MMh othov. Edfted by 
William CROOKBS. F.CS. With nhistrations. 

Farrer (J. Anson).— War; Three Essays. Crown 8vo. cloth, 15. 6d. 
Fenn (O. Manville), Novels by. 

Crown tro, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; poet SvoJOnatrated boards, as. each. 
Th« M«w HUrtMM. I Witn o»« to the D— d. | Tho TItfag LUy. | Tb« Wblt« Ylvtfliu 

Crown 8vo, cloth y. 6^ each. 



K Woman Wcaeth Wlnnbif • 
CarMd by a Foptone. 
Tbo Caso of ailsa Orayt 
Commodoro Junk. 
Blaek Blood. 



Doablo Canning. i Tho Story of Antony Ovaoa 

A Flattorod Dovaoot*. The Man with a ShadowT 



Klntf of the Castlo. One Maid's MlMhlaf, 

The Maatev of tha Cava- This Man*e WlST 
monlee. ' In Je<^pavdy* 

Crown 8yo, doth, gUt top, 6x. each. 
The Bad of Diamonds* and Three Bits of Pasta. 
Banning Amok t a Story of Adventure. 

The Oankervorm s being Episod es of a Woman's Life. | Blaek Shadowa* 
A Crimson Crime. Crown 8to. cloth, gilt top, 6s. ; picture doth, flat back, as. 

Fiction, A Catalogue of, with Descriptive Notices and Reviews of 

over NIMH Hundred Novhls. will be amt flreeby Messra. CHATTO Sc Wmpus upon appl ication. 

Fin-Bee— The Cupboard Papers; Observations on the Art of Living 

and Dinfaig. Post 8yo, cloth Ifanp. 9S. 6d, 

Firework-Making, The Complete Art of ; or, The Pyrotechnist's 

Treasury. By THOMAS KBNTISH. With t&j Illustrations. Crown Bto, doth, y. 6d. 

First Book, My. By Walter Besant, Tames Payn, W. Clark Rus- 
sell, GRANT ALLEN. HALL CAINB. GEORGE R. SiMS, RUDYARD KiPLING, A. CONAN DOYLE, 
M. E. BRADDON, F. W. ROBINSON, H. RiDER HAGGARD. R. M. BALLANTYNE, I. ZANGWIoT 
MORLEY ROBERTS, D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, MARY CORELLL J. K. jEROaiH, JOHN STRANGE 

Winter, Bret Hartb. • Q.,* Robert Buchanan, and R. L. Stevenson. With a Piefatoty Story 
by Jerome K. Jerome, and 185 illustrations. A New Edition. Small demy 8to, art lineo, y. 6rf. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by. 

Idttle Bssays t Passages from the Letters of CHARLES Lamb. Post 8to, doth, a/. 60, 
Fatal Zero. Crown Sro, doth e xtra, y. 6rf. ; post 8vo. illustra ted boards, w. 

Post 8to, illustrated boards, as. each. 
Bella Boniuu I The Lady of Brantome. | The Beeond Mrs. TUlotson. 

Polly. I Never Forgotten^ I Beventy-flve Brooke Street. 

Blr Henry Irvlnft Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait. Crown 8to, doth, is. 6d. 

Flammarion (Camille), Works by. 

Popalar Astronomy t A General Description of the Heavens. Translated by J. «tT Altf> GOKB. 

T.R.A.S. With Three Plates and a88- Illustrations. Medium 8to, doth. lox. 6A 
Urania t 4 ^^ ymance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. doth extra, $s. 

Fletcher'M^fliiles, B.b.) Complete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 

Heaven, Cl|Hfi^k^ictorle on Earth, Christ's Triumph tfrer Death, and Mfaior Poems. With Notes by 
Rer. A. B. s^ROSART. P.P. Crown 8yO, doth boards, y. <A 

Forbes (Archibald).— The Life of Napoleon III. With Photo- 

gravure Frontispiece and ThIrty-sIx full-page Illustrations. Cheaper Issue. Demy 8to, doth, 6f . 

Forbes (Hon. Mrs. Walter R. P.).— Dumb. Crown 8vo, cl., 35. 6d! 



Franclllon (R. B.), Novels by. 

Crown tv«>, doth extra, y. 6d. each 
One by One. I ABealQae en. | ADt 

Post 8vo. illustral 

Qnaan Oophatna. I Olym pla. I i 

lack Doyle*S Daaghter. Crown 8to. doth.y. M. 

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3*. 6d. each; 

illustrated boards, as. each. 

■atli'B Brother's BTlfe. i Viia K.awtaB ttlvL 
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Crown av«>, doth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8to. fflustrated boards, as. each. 
One by One. I ABealQae en. | A Dotf and his Bha dow. | Ropes of Band. Ilfatat. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, as. each. 
Qnaan Oophatna. I Olym pla. I Romances of the Xiaw. | Bintf or Knavar 
lack Doyle*S Daaghter. Crown 8to. doth.y. 60. 

rederic (Harold), Novels by. Pos 

Illustrated boards, as. each. 

BMii'a Brother's Wlte. 1 Thm lAWton mUL 



CHATTO A WINDUS, PublUhers, fii St. Martln'g Lane, London, W.C 9 
French Literature, A History of. By Henry Van Laun. Three 

Vols., demy 8vo, doth boards, ass. 6d. 

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities, 1902-3. 

. Edite d by JOHN LANH. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, xs. 6d, {PrtfariHsr, 

Gardening Books. Post*8vo, 15. each ; cloth limp, is, 6d, each. 

A Year's Work in Cardan and Qreenhousa. By Cborgb Glbnny. 
Household HorttooUttlM. By^ToS^djANB JrrkOI.D. Illustrated. 
^. The Garden tharJMa^ihe Bent. ByToMjHRROLP. 

Gardner (Airs. Alan).— l^ifle and Spear with the Rajpoots : Being 

the Narratire of a Winter's Trarei and Sport hi Northern India. With numerous Illustratioiu by the 
Author and F. H. TOWNgBND. Demy 4to. half-bound, au. 

Gaulot (Paul).— The Red Shirts: A Tale of 'The Terror.' Trans. 

lated by lOHN DB ViLLiBRS. With a Frontispiece by STANLBY WOOD. Crown 8to. doth. y. 6d, ; 
picture doth, flat back, as. 

Gentleman's Magazine, The. is. Monthly. Contains Stories, 

Articles upon Literature. Science, Biography, and Art, and * Table Talk ' by SYLVANUS URBAN. 
*»♦ Bound Volumes for rtuntytars kept in stock, 9s. 6d. tad^. Cases for binding, as. eadt, 

G entleman's Annual, The. Published Annually in November, is. 
German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 

Translated by EOGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction by JOHN RUSIUN, and aa Steel Plates aftac 
Gborgb Cruikshajoc. Square 8yo, doth, dr . 6<<1 ; gilt edges, jsk 6d. 

Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo. cl., 35. 6d. ea.; post 8vo, bds., 25. ea. 

Robin Gray. With Frontispiece. I X«oving a Dream. | The BraOS of Tanrow* 



The Golden Shaft. With Fro ntispiece. | Of High D egree. 
Post 8to, illustrated boards. 9S, each. 



The Flower of the FofMt. 
The Dead Heart. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What Will the World Bay 7 
For the Kin g. 



A Hard Knot. 

?|aeen of the Meadow, 
n Pasturee Green. 
In Iiove and War. 
A Heart's Problem. 



By Mead and StManit 

Fanoy Free. 

In Honoar Booad. 

Heart's Delight. 

Blood-Money. 



Gibney (5omerville). —Sentenced I Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 
Gilbert's (W. S.) Orl^nal Plays. In 3 Series, post 8vo. 25. 6d, each. 

The FIRST SBRIBS contahis : The Wicked Worid—PygmaBon and Galatee— Chaiitr->The Prinosy ■ 

The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury— lolandie. 
The SECOND SBRIBS : Broken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— Gretchen—Danl Dntce— Tom Cobb 

— H.M.S. 'Pinafor6'— The Sorcerer— The Pirates of Penzance. r 

The THIRD SBRIBS i Comedy and Tragedy— Fo^ferty's Fairy— Rotencrantx and GuUdenstem— 

Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Ruddigore— The Yeomen of the Guard— The Gond<^ers— 

The Mountebanks— Utopia. 

■Ight Originai OomiO Operas written by W. S. Gilbbrt. Two Serl«», demy tro, dodi, as. 6d. 

each. The FIRST SBRIBS contains : The Sorcerer— H.M.S. ' Pinafore '—The Piratesof Penance— 

lolanthe— Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Trial by Jury. 
The SECOND Series contains; The Gondoliers— The Grand Duke— The Yeomen of the Guard— 

His Excellency— Utopia. Lfanhed— Ruddigore— The Mountebanks— Haste to the Wedding. 
The Gilbert and Salli-van Birthday Booki Quotations for Every Day in the Year, selected 

from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Mudc by Sir A. SULUVAN. Compiled by ALSX. WAtSON. 
Rojral i6mo, Japanese leather, as. 6d. 

Gilbert (William). — James Dulce, Costermonger. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, as. 

Gissing (Algernon), Novels by. Crown 8vo^ cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 

A Secret of the North Sea. I The Woalth of MaUevstaag. 
Knitters in the Bnn. C5*#rtfj>. 

Glanville (Ernest), Novels by. 

C, Crown 8vo, doth extra, 3*. 6d. each ; post 8to, Illustrated boards, as, each. 
The £ost Heiress t A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With Two Illustrations by H. NtSBBT. 
The Fossloker : A Romance of Mashonaland. With Two lUustrations by HUMB NiSBBT. 
A Fair Colonist. With a Frontis piece by STANLB7 WOOD. 

The Golden Book. With a Frontispiece by Stanlby Wood. Crown Svo. doth extra, 3s. 6d, 
Kloof Yams. Crown 8to cloth, is. 6d. 

Tales from the Yeld. With Twelve lUustrations by M. NiSBBT. Crown Svo, doth, %s. 6d. 
Max Thornton. With 8 lUustrations by J. S. CROMfrON. R.I. Large ctown 8vo. doth, gQt 
edges, ss. ; cloth, gilt top. 6s. 

Glenny (George).— A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 

PracacalAdviceastotiielianagem—tofthe Flower. Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post Svo. ».; doth. is.6d. 

Godwin (W il liam).— Lives of the Negroroancers. Post 8vo, cl., 2s. 
Gulden Treasury of Thought, The : A Dictionary of Qaotations 

ttmmmMmAttktn, By T mwm ui filTLoit. Ciowa tnik doth. f. M> 
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'^_HATT O A WINDU3. PubUOitn, m gt. MmtUm't Uw, Undom W.C. 
aoodmai r"(E. J.),— The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6i. 
Grace (Alfre d A.).— Tale s of a Dying Race, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 
Greeks and Romans, The Uie of the, described from Antiqaa 

Mow i mynn , By ERNST GUHL aad W. KONBK. Editad by Di; F. HUBPPBft. Yith 545 Utautn. 

tioiu. Lm«crown8vo. cloth extra, 7J. 6* 

Greenwood (Jamei: "The Amateur Ca8uar').~The Prisoner 

IB the DMk t My Fon« Tmm* DallF MgyrttnoMl la ili« IioadoB Polloa Coiurta. 
Crown tYo. cloth, y. 6rf. 

Grey (Sir George),->The Romance of a Proconsul: Being the 

PmmmmI Life and Mcmoin of Sir Gborgb Gkby. K.C.B. By jAMBS MILNB. With Portrait SBCONO 
EditioK. Crown Sro, buckram, 61. _^ 

Griffith (Cecil). ^Corinthia Marazion : A Novel. Crown 8vo. cloth 

wtta. y. 6d, 

Gunter (A. Claveriag, Author of 'Mr. Barnes of New York').— 

A Wortda a»ch>ntmiit. (^own 8to. doth, y. 6d. 

Guttenberr (Violet).— Neither Jew nor Greek: A Story of Jewish 

Sodal U fe. Crown tro, cloth, gilt top. 6j. 

Hair, The : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 

toed from tho German of Dr. J. PmCUS. Crown Bvo. is. i doth, ix. 64, 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, ci. ex., 6s. each^ 

■•wSymkolB. | I, ««Bd» ot the Moctow. 1 ni« awpABt Plasr. 
Maldm McnUmj, Sman 4to, doth e»tra. 9s. 

Halifax (C.).— Dr. Rumsey's Patient! By Mrs. L. T. Meade and 

Clifford Halifax. M.D. Crown 9to, doth, v. 6d. 

Hall (Mrs. S. C.).— Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 

lUtutratioQS on Steel and Wood by Macusb, Gilsert, Ha&VBY, and GEORCB CRUIKSUANK. 
Small demy 8ro, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

Hall (Owen). Novels by. 

Til* TnMk of a Bftona. Crown tve. doth, y. Ml ; pickiin doth, flat btck,a«. 

JSlMUB. Crown tvo, doth. y. 6i<; ^^_^ 

Crown tro, doth. gOt top, ^. each. 
anyiifc. I HernBndo. 

Hailiday (Andrew).— Every »day Papers. Post 8vo, bds.. n. {sfu^y, 
Hamilton (Cosmo), 5torles by. Crown Svo, doth gilt, y, 6d. each. 

ThB Olamoav of the Impeeethlo. I Thvontfh a Keyhole. 

*0* The two stofflea may alio be had bound tc^gether In one voluaie, crown 8to, cloth, y. 6rf. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over loo Facsimiles and 

ExplanatoiT Text. By DOW FELIX DB SALAMANCA. Post 8to. half-cloth. 9s.6d. 

Hanlnr-Panky : Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 

Han^ Ac E<Mted by W. H. (Trbmbr. With aoo mnstratlona. Crown tvo. doth exttra, 4J. 6d. 

Hardy (Rev. E. J.. Author of * How to be Happy though Married ').— 

^ye. CkmFfhIp. m d MMfrfage. Crown >ro> cloth, y. <i<L 

Hardy (Iza Duffus), Novels by. 

_ _ Crown 8to, doth, gflt toi 



Hardy (Thomas).— Under the Greenwood Tree. Post 8vo, cloth 

extra, y. 6d, ; llhistrated boardk. as. : doth limp. ax. ^— Abo the FiNB PaPBB Edition, pott Svo. 
doth, gilt top, er. net ; leather, gflt edges, y. net. 

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 

The Ari of Beaaty* With Coloured Frontupiece and 91 IHnstratlons. Square Svo, doth bds., 4r. 
The Art of Deoonmoflu With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations. Sq. Svo, cloth bds.. 6s* 
The Art of Dveae. Whh y lUustraaona. Post Svo, is. ; doth, u. 6tt. 
Obaaeev tov Behoola. With the Story of his Times and bis WcHrk. A New Edition, revised. 

With a Frontispiece. De my Svo, doth, as. 6d. 
Chaueeg fO> Ohtldren* YfWbt 38 nhistrations <8 Coloured). Crown 4to. cloth extra, ^.6d. ^_ 

Haweis (Rev. H. R., M. A.) .—American Humorists: Washington 

IRVING, OlIVBR WBNDBU. HOLMB8, jAMBS RUSSBLL LOWBLL, AKTBMUS WARO. MARK 
TWAIN, and BRBT Hartb. Crown »vo, doth, 6r. ^ 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, y. 6A eadi } peat Svo. Oustrated boards, af. *«ch. 
earth. I auioe QaenUn. I Beatrix Randolph. With Feur lUust«. 

iehaBtlaa Sttome. I D&vld Poindex^er'B OisappearanoBi 

fortime'e Fool. | OttSt. Poiur iBosts. \ Th e Speotge of the GBmera* 
foit Svo. ttlnstrated boards, ax. each. 
I OMotfMb 1 Xiovt-or a ■*»«! 
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CHA TTO A WiNDUS. PiibHther<, in St, Martin'i Lane, London, W.C. ii 
Harte's (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author. LIBRARY 

EDITION, in Ten Volumes, crown 8vo. cloth extr*. 6s. each. 
Vol. I. COMPLBTE POETICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS. With Stecl-plate Portrait. 
M II. The Luck of roaring Camp— Bohemian Papers— American Legend, 
.. III. Tales of the arconaui-s— Eastern Sketches. 
M IV. Gabriel Conroy. | Vol. V. stories— Condensed Novels, &c. 
•• VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope. 

,. VII. Tales of the Pacific Slope— II. With Portrait by John pbttib, R.A. 
H VIII. Tales of the Pine and the cypress. 
N IX. Buckeye and chapparel. 
.. X. Tales of Trail an d Town, &e. 

Brat Harto** Ghoioo Works, in Prose and Verse. With Portrait of the Author and 40 IHm- 

trationa. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d 
Brot Earta's Poatioai Works* Printed on hand-made paper. Crown Sro, buckram, 4s. 6d. 
Boma Later Yarsaa. Crown 8to, linen s:ilt. sx. 
la a KoUow Ot ttaa Hllla. Crown 8to. picture cloth. <!at back, a*. 

_ Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6tt. each ; pott 8to. picture boards, ar. aadu 

Oabrlal Gonroy. 

A Waif of the Platna. With 60 Illustrations by STANLEY L. Wood. 

A Ward of tha Ooldan Oat a. Wit h 59 illustrat ions by Stanley L. Wood. 

Crown 8tOh (JotVi ertTa, y. if. each. 

A E^pttho of Oraait Hpvingii. Ac vrnh Twn niwritirtn-i by Hume Nisbet. 

Co i A no 1 StoJFbDtlrl fi't C [ien i , £Lnd S omfl Ot her I'aop 1 a . With a Frontisipieca 

fc u * y J A N m, eL W 1 1 Li I-tt^ni i: \ ■ l^cc ii;:d ^'i^iuiittD Liy J . A. L i I K I I5TIB. 

Bal rx 10a ^4, *c. With 47 1 llu->tratiutia by W^ D. ALKOrfn heiiI others. 

A F^'atvifae of Jack U^iictllii'tf Ac. Witii aft JElusioiJortqbvW. SMALL and others. 

ThQ £:4U' IT lugger of An^srft *tc. Witii 35 iJiL4.s,t4*[iosti hy l")UDLEY Hardy and othcn 

CJiirtncfl : A a Lory pf tht Amencin Ww, Wi^li EtgUt 1 UuiiltHldc .ns by A. J U LB GOODMAN. 

^S.r>.CT'a Lack, *rc. WlUt JV l]]uatHlJoil§ ly A. FojiE-TtEK. PAUL HARDY, &C. 

tt/U'B Ford^ A-c. \\\ih n t-rontiiptect try w. K. Ovukf:Mi]. 

J^ie Gr.isafia of iha ^^Bxnalilar/' With a I-rtrntisiPlcceb^ J. Bernard Partridge. 

Tfired pRi^tnen 1 cif. The Ei+.^ Snikv on 1 Icavy Troa HilL W Ith 8 lUustratlons by J. GULICH. 

JaloH of TfaU and Toiwn, \Viai Fioj^ili-picca by t^ P. Jacomb-Hood. 

Condfinaad. Noveisi Wbth Buriogqaee^ ( An aaLifgly n eT.ir series.) 

Crd^rn tvo, tlorh^ jr. frif. c^tch ; picture cEotK, ftat l}acks, as. each. 

A Sappko of Grean Bprlins. 1 Colonal Btarbottla's Cllant* 

A Protagaa of J ack Hamlln'a. With num erous Illustrations. 

Post gvo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
An HelMM ot Bt4 Dog. I Tha Lnek of Bo aring Camp. | OallfoniUui Btovloa. 
_ Post Sro, nUttstrated boards, ax. each ; clotli, ox. 6d. each. 
_ Flip. I Maruja. | A Phyllia mt tha Blarraa. 

Heckethorn (C. W.)» Books by. 

London Sogyanlra. | Iiondon Mamortea t Social, HItorloaL And Topo<r»phte>l. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Books by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. (xi, each. 

Animals and thalr Mastars^ I Socia l Prassnra. 

_ 1 Ya n da Biron t A NoveL Crown Bvo, cloth extra, y. 6d. ; post Svo. illustrated boards, ax. 

Henderson (Isaac).-- Agatha Pajge; A Novel Cr. Svo.cl., 35. 6d. 
Henty (Q. A.), Novels by. 

B uj ub, tha JuM lar. With Eisrht Illustratloas by STANLEY L. WOOD. Small demy Svo, ckith, gilt 

ed^es.sx.; post 8To,fflustrated boards, sx. 
Colonal Thorndjka'B Baelrat. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood. Small demy Svo, 

cloth, gilt edges, sx. 

_. ^ . ^ Crown Svo, doth. 3X. 6d, each. 

Tha Quaan's Cnp. \ '^ Dorothy's Donbl«» 

Herman (Henry).--A Leading Lady. Post 8vo. cloth, 25. 6d. 
Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides, Noble Numbers, and Complete 

Collactad Poams. Wkh Memorial-Introducdon and Notes by the Rev. A. B. Grosart. D.D., 
Steel Portrait. &c. Three Vols., crown Bvo. cloth boards, y. 6rf. each. 

Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).— Preeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans- 
lated by Arthur ransom. Crown Svo. doth extra, ftx. 

Hesse- Wartegg (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis : The I-and and 

the People. With aa Illustrations. Crown Svo. doth extra. 3X. &<. 

Hill (Headon).— Zambra the Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, y, 6d.; 

post Svo, picture boards, as. 



Hill (John), Works b; 



boai 



Treason -Falony. Post Svo, boards. «x. | Tha Common Ancssto*. Cr.tvo, doth, 5f.6<<. 

Hinkson (H. A.), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s, each. 

Fan Fttz<arald. | gUk and Steal. 

Holiday, ~Where to go for a. By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell, 

Bart.. M.F:; JOHN WATSQN, JAHB BA]UX>W, MARY LOVBTT CAMBRONJUSTIN H. MCCARTHY, 

r« PAUL Langb. J. W. Graham, J. H. bALTBtt, PttontB allbn, s. J. BatKkrr, L. riybm - vuw, 
■ad C. F. GORDON CuuiilNC. Crown Svo, doth, >x. M. 
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Hoey (Mrs. Cashe i) .— Th e Lover's Creed. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 

TbeAal6b»&toftb*BMMtX(ast-TAblft. Illustrated t 
Ump, as. 6a. AaotMt EdiUoiuppst Svo, cloth, t. 



hf J. GORDON THOMSON. Post 8vo. doth 
oi'Vii BrMkiAMt-Tiau«ttid'Th« PMf«MOV at Mi* Breaktaat-TaUa. 



limp, as. 6A Aaothar EdiUoiuppst Svo, cloth, 
i JUtoavat of tha Braainat-r ' ' 
In One Vol Port tyo. half-bound. «/. 



Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 

A» AudwrPortralt, ana aoo Uhittratioiii. Crown 8to. doth. %t. 6d. 
HoodlWhimaaadOddlUaa. WithSslUmtrations. Post Svo. hah-bound. «f. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works ; including his Ludi- 

aota AdirmtUNS. Bona Mota. Puns, and Hoaxes. With a Life. A New Edition, with a Frontispiece. 
Cfown tre, dotiu y. 6d. 

Hooper (Mrs. Oeo.).— The House of Raby. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Hopldiis (Tighe), Novels by. 

Worn ffgaadlanii Crown 8yo. dot h. 6s. 

Crown 8to, doth, jr. 6d. each. 
Twlzt Iiara and Outw, with a Frontispiece. | 7ha Inoomplate AAventnrev. 

Tha MogaaU of CaFrtoenna« | Well Haffenden. With 8 niustrations by c. Gregory. 

Horne (R. Henglst). — Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 

Portrait by SUMMHRS. Tenth Edition. Crown 8to, doth extra, 7s. 

Hornun^ (H. W.).— The Shadow of the Itope. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

gilt top. 6s. 

Hugo (Victor).— The Outlaw of Iceland (Han d'lslande). Trans- 

lated ly Sir GiLBHRT CAMPBBLL. Crown t^o, doth, y. 6d. 

Hume (Fergus), Novels by. ~~~ 

Tha Itadjr from Mowhara. Crewn 8to» doA. y. 6d. ; ptctura dodi. flat bade, u, 

Tha MUIlonalya Myatary. Crown 8yo. doth, y. 6rf. 

Hungerford (Mrs., Author of • Molly Bawn 'i, Novels by. 

Post tvot ISuatntad boards, ar. each : doth limp, ax. 6d. each. 

IB Dnvanoa YUa. | A n Ua»atl«factoyy XiOTar. 

CiovnitTO. dochnstfa,y. MlMdi; po«t 8to, Olnstrated boards, sr. each ; doth hmp. sx. 6<l. each. 
Jl MaUMn Au Fovlani. I Patap*a Vlfa. I The ppofa8soi>« Bxpavimaat. 

MawaL I Xiady Patty. . | The Three Graces. 



A Modem OtNtt I Lady Yerner's Flltfht. I Mora Crelna. 

April's Xiady. I Th e Red-Hoqse Mystery. 1 A Mental Btrutftfla. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, jr. 6d, each. 
An Mjvtimm Momaat. I Tha Coming of Chloe. I A Point of Oonselence. I Iioytca. 

Hunt's (Leigh) Essays: A Tale for a Chimney Comer, &c. Edited 

by EDMUND Oluer. Post 8to. hfJf-boond, 9S. ___^ 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred). Novels by. 

Crown Svo. doth extra, y. 6d. each ; post Sro, Dlnstrated boards, ts. each. 
Th« Iiaadan Caakat. | Self-Condemned. 1 That Other Paraon. 

Mge.Jnll^ Crown Sto, doth extra, y . arf. 

Hutchison (W. M.).— Hints on Colt-breaking. With 25 Illustra- 

tkms. Crown 8to, doth extra, y. drf. 

Hydrophobia : An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; The Technique of 

his Mediod, and Statistics. By RBNAUD SUZOR, M.B. Crrnn 8vo. doth extra, fa. 

Impressions (The) of Aureole. Post Svo, cloth, 25. 6i. 
indoor Paupers. By One of Them. Crown Svo, i$. ; cloth, is. 6d. 
inman (Herbert) and Hartley Aspden.-— The Tear of Kalee. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. __— 

in Memoriam: Verses for every Day in the Year. Selected and 

arranged by lAJX^ RiDLBY. Small &q««re 8to« dotii. as. 6d. net ; leather, y. 6d, net 

innkeeper's Handbook (Thg) and Licensed Victualler's Manual. 

By J. TRHVOR-PaVihS. a New Edidon. Crown Svo. doth, ar. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A. 

raacttVA^. CRAVES. Post Sro. cloth Ump, as. 6d. 

Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 

By'PHRCy Frr^CBRAtD. WMt Portrait. Crown 8to. doth, u. 6d. 

James (C. T. C.). — A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. P^ 

tn>, doth Mmp> u. 6d, _«________«_ 

Jameson nVilliam).~My Dead Self. Post Svo, doth, as. 6i. i 
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Jap p (Alex. H., LL. P.). —Dr a matic Pictures, &c. Cr. 8vo. cloth, y. 
Jefferies (Richard), Books by. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each ; post 

Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Matar* n«av Iiondon. I Tho Opon Alv, 

TtaO Xilto of tho Fields. Crown 8ro, buckram, 6t. ; pott 8ro, doth, gilt top, as, net ; leather, eflt 
edges, 3*. net. 

The Balotfy of Rletaard Jefferies. By Sir Walter Bbsant. With a Photograph Portrait. 
Crown 8to. cloth extra. 6s. 

Jennines (Henry J.), Works by. 

Gaploaltlee of Cvltlolsm. Toii Svo. cEoth Ump. u. ^d. 

I«ord TennyeoB t A Biographical aVfctch. With rurtrait. Fcn^ irOt tJoth. ir. 64. 



Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by. 

Stageland. With 64 Illustrations by j, BRiiNAitD Partridge, Fcap. 410, picture tsumr, u. 

John Ingerfleld, &C. With 9 mLi-Jts. by a. S. BOVl^a H dJOH S GULlCH . Fc ap.Svo.Fic c <iv. u.td, 

Jerrold (Douglas).— The Barber's Chair; and the Hedgehog 

IiOtteye. Post Svo , in-mC Ed on lacd pap«f alh! hilf-bouad. 3J. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post avo, u, ea. ; cloth limp, i^, 6i. each. 

The Garden that Paid th^ R^nu 

HousahOld H&rtiguitlll'g : A S; T.5si;t abmit Flowara. Illustrated^ 

Jesse (£d ward).— Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 

Post 8to. cloth limp, a*. 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Work¥ by- Cr. Svo, cl extra, 35. 6d. each. 

Flngev-Rintf I«ore t Historical, \ .ff^enditf. aad Anecdotal. With Hundmd^ ai tUustrvckmL 
Crowns and Coronatlone ; A 1 librar y of R ggaL la. W ith gi tltustnicEa ni. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works.' With Notes Cnticafand Explanatory, and 

a Biographical Memoir by William Cvfford. Editbd hy Cotonel CUNHIHCHAII. Thi^ VoU, 
crown 8to . doth extra, y. 6d, each. 



Josephus, The Completis Works of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining 'tii^ AntiquiLieE uf the Jewi' twl 'TiiiP W^rs of th« Jew*.' Wiih Ja lilUfEratlam ajid Ma[>*. 
Two Vob. . dcmv i va. hajf^doth, iz t, fr.^. 

Kempt (Robert),— Pencil and Palette; Chapters on Art and Artists. 

Post 8to, dptii limp, u. 6d. 

f Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions i Hnmorous 

Sketches. Post 8to, illustrated boards, ar. ; clollt. aj. 6ii. 

King (R. Ashe), Novels by. Post Svq, illustrated boards, 25, each, 
• The Wearing of the Green>^ | Pajsion^s SlaT e* I Bsll B^trwn 
A Dyawn Oame. crown 8vo, clo t h, y. 6si. ', p os t ftvo, illu strated boatdSi, »f. 

Kipling Primer (A). Incltiding Biographical and Critical Chapters, 

an Index to Mr. Kipliiu^'s principal Writings, tnd UibUo^rdphles. Ry F. L. 1040 WLkS;, Editor ul 
' The Golden Treasury of Americafi J-y^^-^'^'^^^^ rTvo Tprtrnits^ Crown 8vp^ cloth. 3J> iij. 

Knight (William, M.k,C,S.» and Hdward, L.RX.P,)- — The 

Patlent'e Vade Iffecam t How to Get Matt Benefit froin Medial Advice. Cr, &¥», cloth. ll.6fL 



Knights (The) of the Lion : a Romanc« of the Thirteenth Century. 

Hdited, with an Introduction, by the MaBQUBSS OP LOrke^ K.T. Crown Bto, cloth eitra. ftj. 

Lambert (George).— The President of Boravla. Crown bvo.cl,^5.6d . 
Lamb's (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including 

•Poetry for Children 'and 'Prince iJonis.' Edited, with Notcf and Intrnductioii, by R. H. SHEP- 
HERD. With Two Portrkits and f^ac^iinile of the ■■ Essay on Roasr Piff.' Crown dvo. dolh. jr. fiJ. 

Tl>e Essays of Ella* Post 8vo, printed en Uid paper aniJ haJf-bound. ^. 

Little Essays: Sketches and Characters by CKAi^Le^ I^MB, Eelected Irom hh Letten by FHltCY 
FITZGERALD. Post 8vo, doth IJmn, «, ^i. 

The Dramatic Essays of CbariAs Liainb^ With latroductinD ^n^l rf oiei by BBAirDEit Mat* 
THEWS, and Steel-plate Portrait, Fcap. 9vq^ half .boiind, gj, 6d. 

Landor (Walter Savage)*— Citation and Examination of William 

Shakspeare, &c. betore Sir Thonus Lnqr. lonchjnjr Deer.^tNlin^, ijth Sept^mlMr, tj^t To whkh 
is added, A Conferenee of HastAP EdTnnnd Bpsniflr wuh the Ere! oJ Euck. touclilnf the 



Lane (Edward William),— The Thousand and One Nights, com- 
monly called fai England The Avablan Might*' Entertaltim suits. Translated izQtu ihe Amtric, 

with Notes, illustrated with many hundied L:nf nvtnifB, from UG^iinL& by llARVli Y. lidLled by EtyWAAD 
STANLEY POOLE. With Preface by STAWLteY LANH-FQQLII, Tlirea Vols.^ demy SvQ, dot£ . 7';-_^^;^^ 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by. 

Anecdotee of the Clergy. Post 8ro. told p a per, half-boun d, sf. 
Post 8to. cloth Ump. 91. 6A each. 

Voveneio Anecdotee. 1 Theatvicai Aneedotee. 
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Lehmann {R.3 £.)» Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, is, 6d. each, 

Umrtpy Flady«v •* Okmbrldtf*. 

C on verm>t tonal Hints for Yo uag Shoof w t A Guide to Po Bf Talk. ^ 

Leigh (Henry S.).— CaroU of Cockayne. iVinted on hand-made 

paper, bound fci btkntw, y. 

Leiand (C. Qodfrey),— -A Manual of Mending and Repairing. 

With Dtagrama. ^rown 8to. cloth, y. 

Lepel letier (Edmond). — Madame Sans-Q^ne. Translated from 

the Ffnch by JOHW DB VlLLiBKS. Pott 8vo. cloth, y. 6rf. ; ptctuw *;»>rd«. m. 

Leva (Jolin K.), Novels by. 

Th» landaayB. ppit Sro. picture bd»., ts. | A Soy TinptfcttOB. Cr, tro, doth, tft top. U, 

Lllbum (Adam) .—A Tragedy in Marble. Crown 8vo, cloth, y.6i. 
Undaay (Harry, Author of 'Methodist Idylls ')« Novels by. 

Crown tvo. doth, y. 6d. each. 
atao«ft XtfteHs. I Th» Jacoblf ! A Roman ce of the CoMpliMy of ' The Forty. 

Crown 8ro, doth, gilt top. ts. eech. 
Jodfcb Pynott, Porttan. | Th» Btoiy of h—M, 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by. 

JUl Octavtt of Pviondfl. Cro wn 8to. doth, y. 6d. 

Crown Sro. doth extra, y. 6d. each ; pott 8to. JBuHieleJ betdt, «f. — ch. 

VAtrtote KombaU. J lono. f Undor vhlota Xiovd ? With rs TliustraHoat. 

TIM Atonomont of Lmub Dvndao. | * Hjr I.ov6t * i Sowing the Wind. 



; post 8TO.il 

I Undtti 

*MjrI 

Pasto 

I DuloU 



Th« World W«U Iiost. With la Ittustt. I Paston Caraw. MOlionaire and Miser. 
Tha Ona Too Many. _^ _ | Dulole Bvarton. i VUh a Siik«n Thraad. 
Tha Babal of the Fami ly. 
_ Post 8vo. doth limp, ax. 6d. each. 
Wtteh BtOVUa.. | OarsalTaas Emjrt on Women. 
FraaahooilBgt EHmcteftwn the Works of Mrs. Lykn Linton. 

Lowe (Charles, M.A.).— Our Greatest Living 5oldiers. With 

8 Portraits. Crown tw>» cloth, y. 6d. 

Lucy (Henry W.).— Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown 8vo. cloth 

extra, y. 6d. ; post 8tq, yhXrated boards, as. 

MacaSpine (Avery), Novels by. 

Tarasa Itaaaa* Crown 8re, doth extra, u. 

Brokan WlBgM. l^h Sht IBustrarions by W. J. HewwhsSY. Crown gyp, doth artm. <i. 

MacColl (Hugh), Novels by. 

Mr. Straiigav's Baalad Paokat. Post 8to. niustnted boards, ar. 
BdnoF Wmtlock* Crown 8to, doth Vxtra. 6s. 

Macd onell (Agnes).— Quaker Cousins. Post Bvo, boards, 2^. 
MacGregor (Robert).— Pastimes and Players: Notes on Popular 

Games. Post 8yo, doth Hmp, «r. 6d. 

Mackay (Charles, LL.D.). — interludes and Undertones; or. 

Music at Twilight Crown 8vo. doth extra 6t. 

Mackenna (Stephen J.) and J. Augustus O'Shea.— Brave Men 

In Aotlon S ThrUUnff Stories of the British Flag. With 8 DlusUations by Stanley L. WOOD. 
Small demy 8yo, doth, gilt edges, y. 

McCarthy (Justin), Works by. 

A Hlatorv of Our Own Timet, from the Accession of Qneea Victoria to the General Electloa of 
x88o. Library Edition. Four Vols., demy 8vo, doth extra. i7s. each.- Also a Popular 
Edition, in Four Vols., crown 8To.dotk extra, 6s. each.— And the JUBILCB EDITION, with an 
Appendix of Erents to the end of 1886. in Two Vols., large crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. each. 

A Huitovy of Ouv Own Tlmaa. from z88o to the Diamond Jubilee. Demy Sro. doth extra, 
zsx. ; or crown 8to. doth, 6s. 

A Bhovt Hlatopy of Our Own Tlmaa. One VoL, crown Sro, doth extra, 6x.~Also a CHBAP 
POPULAR EDITION, post 8to. doth limp. ar. 6d. 

A History of tha Fonv Oaorgee and of William tba FoaHb. By Justin McCarthy 

and JUSTIN HUNTLY MCCARTHY. Four Vols., demy 8to, doth extra, las. each. 
Tha Reign of Qnaan Anne, a vols., demv 8vo, cloth, z«x each. 
Bamlnlaeameaa. With a Portr ait Two Vols., demy 8vo. do th, a^r. 

Crown 8vo. doth extra,'y. &/. each ; post 8ro. illustrated boards, as. each ; doth Nmp. er. 6d. each, 
Tha JiratapdaLa Betthbonn, "^ ~ ....... K\. 



■y Bnamy« Daiigtatep. 
A Fair Bazon. I Linlay BoehfoM. 

Dear Lady Disdain. I Tha Dictator. 
Miss Misanthrope. With ra l Uustrations. 



Donna Quixote. With la Illustrations. 

The Comet of a Season. 

Hald of Athens. With za Illustrations. 

Camlolat A Girl with a Fortune. 

Red Dia monds, i Tha Riddle Ring. 



Crown 8to. doth, y. 6*1. each. 
The ThraaDlsgraeas«and other st ories. | Mon onlai A Love Story of • Forty-eight.' 
'The B ight Hononrabla.' ByjusTiN McCarthy and Mrs. Caupbhllprabd. Crown tvo. 
CMtaenfs, or. 
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McCarthy (Justin Huntly), Works by. 

VhoFrenohRovolatlOB. (Coasdtueat Assembly, 1789^1). Four Vols., ilemy 8vo. doth, iw. Mch. 

An Outline of the Hlatorj of Ijpoland. Crown 8vo. xs. : cloth, xs. 6d. 

Ireland Binoe tho Union 1 Sk etches of Irish History, 1798-1 886. Crown Svo. doth, 6s, 

Hafls in Iiondoil s Poems. Sm all 8to. gold cloth, y . 6d. 

Our BenMition Novel. Crown 8to. pictiue cover, js. ; cloth Uinp, it, 6A 

Doom I An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8to, picture cover, xs, 

Doll jr : A Sketch. Crown 8ro. picture cover, xs. ; cloth limp, x^ . 6d. 

Idtf Lase t A Romance. Crown Svo, picture cover, ix. ; cloth limp, u, 6d, 



Iilly I<ase t A Romance. Crown Svo, picture cover, ix. | 
A Condon Ii«^end« Crown Svo, doth. 3X. 6J. 
The Royal Cnristopheg. Crown 6vo, doth. 3J. 6d. 



MacDonald (Qeorjfe, LL.D.), Books by. 

Works of Fanoy ancllmatfinatlon. Ten Vols.. x6mo, doth, gilt edges, In doth case, sxx. ; ur 

the Volumes may be had separately, in Grolier doth, at ax. 6d. each. 
Vol. I. WITHIN AND Without.— The Hiddbn Life. 

„ 11. Thb disciple.— The Gospel Women.— book of Sonnets.— organ Songs. 

M III. Violin Songs.— songs of thb Days and Nights.— A Book op drbams.— Roadsiub 

POEMS.— POBMS FOR CHILDREN. 
u IV. PARABLBS.—BAIXADS.— SCOTCH SONGS. 

„ V. & VI. PHANTASTES : A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII. THB PORTBNT. 

„ VIII. THE Light Princbss.— The Giant's Heart.— SHADO^vs. 
„ IX, Cross purposes.— the golden key.- Thb Carasoyn.— Little Daylight. 
,« X. THB cruel Painter.— The wow o' Riwbn.-.Thb Castlb.— Tub Brokbn swords. 

— THR Gray wolf. — Uncle Cornelius. 
Foeiloal Works cf George MaoDonald. Collected and Arranged by the Author. Two Vds. 

Cfown 8vo, backram, tax. 
A Threefold Cord. Edited by George MACE>ONALb. Pos t Svo, cloth, st. 
Phantastes t A Faerie Romance. With as Illustrations by J. BELL. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d, 
Heather and Snow i A NovcL Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3X. 6d. ; post Svo. illustrated boards, sx. 
Iiillth X A R^nance. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6x. 

Machray (Robert).— A Blow over the Heart. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

gflt top. 6*. 

Maclise Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac- 
ters I 85 Portraits by Daniel Maclise ; with Memoirs— Biographical. Critical. Bibliographioal, 
and Anecdotal— illustrative of the Literature of the former half of the Present Century, by William 
Bates. B.A. Crown Svo, doth extra, y. 6d. 

Macquold (Mrs.), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. each. 

In the Ardennes. With 50 Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 

Plotures and Zjegends from Normandy and Brittany. 34 lUusts. by T. R. Macquoio. 

Throntfh Normandy. Withos Illustrations by T. R. MacquoiD, and a VLvp. 

Aboat Yorkshire. With 67 Itlustrations by T. R. Macquoid. 

Magician's Own Book, The: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c 

Edited by W. H. CRBMHR. With aoo Illustrations. Crown Svo, doth extra, 4J- ^ 

Magic Lantern, The, and its Management : Including full Practical 

Ehrections. By T. C HepwoRTH. With to inustrations. Crown Svo. u. ; doth, u. 6d. 

Magna Charta : An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 

Museum. 3 feet Yxy * feet, with Arms and Seals emMagoned in Gold and Colours, Sf. 

Mallory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d'Arthur: The Stories of King 

Arthur and Of the Knights of the Round Tabia (A Selectioa.) Edited by B. MONTGOMBJUB Ram< 
KING. Post Svo, doth limp, as. 

Mallocic (W. H.), Works by. 

The New Repabllo. Post Svo, doth, rr. 6d.i picture boards, v. 

The New Panl and Ytygtnt a t Positivbm on an Island. P ost Svo, doth, %t. 64, 

Poems. Sman 4to, parchment. 8/. j Is Life Worth Uving? Crown Svo. cloth extra . 6j. 

Margueritte (Paul and Victor).— The Disaster. Translated by 

Frederic Lees> Crown Svo, doth, y. 6d. 

Marlowe's Works. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes 

and Introductions, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Crown Svo. doth extra, y. 6rf. 

Mason (Finch).— Annals of the Horse-Shoe Club. Withs Illus- 

tratlons by the AUTHOR. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top. 6s. 

Massinger's Plays. From the Text of William Gifford. Edited 

by Col. ^NNINC H AM. Crown Svo, doth extra, y. 6rf . 

Matthews (Brander).— A Secret of the Sea, &c. Post 8vo, illus- 

trated board s, 2s . ', doth limp, as. 6d. 

Max O'Rell, Books by. Crown Svo. cloth, 35. td, each. 

Her Royal Highnes s Wo man. I Between Ourselves. , 

Merrick (F^onard), Novels by. ^^ 

The Kan who was Good* Post Svo. pict ure boards. »x. 

'•jown Sto, doth, y. 6rf. each. .^ ^.v. 

SbU MtM* of Voolt. I Cynthia; A Daughest of ths PhBistiBM. 
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Meade (L. T.J, Novels by 

A Boldlov of VoHVBO* Crown 81 



8vo. doth« y. 6rf.; post 8yo, Mmtiafd twidi, as. 
Crown Sro^cloth, xt. 6d, ••du 
Ttao Voloo Of tho OhAtmor. WiA S Dlusuadons. I JLn Jldvontoreoo* 

In an Iron Ortp. I Ob tho Brink of a Chasm* I Tbo Blaa Diamond* 

Ttao Blvon. Ttao Way of a Woman. I A Btwnblo bjr Uio Way. 

Dp. Rnmaoys Patlont. | A Bon of lohma ol. | 

Thlo T>oablo«omo World. Crown 8to. doth. gUt top. 6s . 

Merlvale (Herman).— Bar, Stage, and Platform: Autobiographic 

M «morie«. W ith a Portrait Crown 8»o, doth, gilt top. 6s. [ 

Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 

A. E. SWBHT and J. ARMOY KNOX. With 965 lUastratlons. Crown 8ro. cloth extra, jt. 6d. 

Miller (Mrs. F. Fen wick).— Physiology for tlie Young; or, The 

Hon— of Ufa. With nuroeroui Illustrations. Post 8vo. cloth lirop. «J. 6d. 

Milton (J. L.), Worlcs by. Post 8vo, is. each ; cloth, is. 6i. each. 

Tho Hyglono of tho Bftln. With DiiMtloas for Dtec, Soapa. Baths. Win«s, &c 

Ttao Batta In DIsoasoo of ttao Bkln. 

Ttao Law of Iitlo. and ttaolr Relation to Pi«ea«e« of tho Btain. 

MInto (Wm.).— Was She Good or Bad? Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 
Mitchell (Edmund), Novels by. f\ 

Tho I.OBO Bta* Soah. With 8 illustrations by NORMAN H . HAKDY. Crown tvo. doth, v,6d, l\ 

Crown 8to, doth, ffilt top, 6s. each. 

Only a MlSgaii 1 ThoBelf orU of Oolbaa. 

Crown 8to. picture doth, flat backs, ax. each. 
PlottogaofParta. I Tho Temple of Peatta. | Towardo tho Btomal Bno w . 

MItford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. 

Tho Onn-Sonnovi A Romance of Zululand. With a Frontbpicce by STANLBY L. WOOD. 

Ronshaw PannlnjTs Qaest. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood. 
Tho Txlunph of Hilary Blaohland. 

Crown 8to, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; picture cloth, flat backs, af . each. 
Tho Xiook of Ooravd Rldtfeley. 
Tho KlnCO AooetfaL With Six fuli-page Illustrations by STANI.HY L. WOOD. 

Molesworth (Mrs.).— Hathercourt Rectory* Crown 8vo, doth, 

y. td. ; post 8to, Illustrated boards, «j. 

Moncrleff (W. D. Scott-).— The Abdication: An Historical Drama. 

With Seren Etchi^s by JOHN PBTTiB, W. Q. Orchardson, J. MacWhirtbr. CoLiN Hunter, 
R. Macbhth and ToM GRAHAM. Imperial 4 to. buckra m, atf. 

Montagu (Irving).— Things i Have 5een in War. With i6 full- 

page Illustrations. Crown 8to. cloth, 6s. 



Moore (Thomas) , Works by. 

The Bplonrean { and Alolptaron. Post 8vo, half-bound, ax. 

Prooo and Venot indudine Suppressed Passages from the Memoirs OP LORD BYRON. Edited 

by R. H . SHEPHERD. WiUi Portrait Crown 8to, cloth extra, 7X. 6d. 

Morrow (W. C.).— Bohemian Paris of To- Day. With io6 lUustra* 

tlons by EDOUARD CUCUHL. Small demy 8to, doth, gilt top. 6x. 

Muddock (J. B.), Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. (4. each. 

Baallo tho Jestop. WlthFrontisptocebySTANLBYWooD. 

Tonng XtoohlnvaVi | The Oo ldon Idol. 

Poat8ro» tllustratod boards, 3x.~each. 
Tho Doad Man'o Boorot. _ . . I From the "Bosom of tho Doop* 

Btovloe Weird and Wonderful. Post 8vo. iUustrated boards, ax. ; cloth, ax. 6d. 
Maid Harlan and Robin Hood. With za Illustrations by S. L. WOOD. Crown Sre, doUi extra, 
St. 64. ; picture d oth, flat back, gx. 

Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jx. 6d, each ; post 8to, lUusttated boards, sx. each. 
A Model Father. '— 



A Xilfe's Atonement. 

Joseph's Goat. 13 lUusts. 

Coals of Flro. s lUuats. 

Val Strange. 

Hearts. 

Tho Way of tho World. 



Bob Martin's Llttlo Olcb 
Time's Revenges. 
A Wasted Crime. 
In Direst Peril. 



Mount Despair. 
A Capfnl o' NaUs. 



Old Blaxer's Hero. 
Gynlo Fortune. Fronttsp. 
By the Gate of the Bea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
F irst Person S ingular. 
Tho Making of a Novelist t An Experiment in Autobiography. With s Collotype Portrait. Cr. 
Sto. buckram. 3X. 6d. 

K Contemporaries In Flotlon. Crown 8to, buckram, jx. 6d. 
Own Obost. Crown 8yo.. doth, sx. 6d. ; picture dotli, fl at back. sx. 
Clbwn 8to, doth, 3X. 6rf. each. 

This ItltUe World. | A Raee for MUUons. I The Chnroh of Humanity. 

Tales In Prose and Vorso. With Frontl^iece by Arthur HOPKINS. 
Despair's Last Joomoy. C rown 8vo, cloth, gilt top. 6s. 

Joa«ph*a Oeatt popvlak edition, medium Sro. id, iSkmf^, 
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Murray {D. Cliristie) and Henry Herman, NoveJs by, 

Crawn &vn, cloth Bxtfji, jr. 64, uch j pfi*t EvUh JUiibtnitod boards, -^^ eacb, 
P«JU] ifoDGS^s ATlsAt&c WiEli IJlii-itTgdiona by A. FOKasTIfiR aad G. NiCOLHT, 



Murray (Henry), Novels by 

FOst &v( 
_* tlfciM Of BIpC, ^ ^ ____^^_^ 

Ne wb o^t (H>),— Ta ken froni the Enemy, Post 8vo, leatherette, i^. 



Lvo. dotlw ts. id. 9acK 



Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 

' B^mll up/ Crown Swo, clrjcli cjErii ^h firf. ; post ^vo, fltuSLratcd bouds^ M, 

Iieftaona In Art*_W''Uh£i ILlLi^trri^toHA. Crown Bvo, clot^^ijt^fa^ «■ 6Ji 



Norris.(W. B.), Novels by 

Ml*a Wfint worth'! Idaa»_Cfow[i 3vo^ dutli, jj. fi-f. 



Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. td. each ; post Bvo, 

Witl i a Fjontispliecft by F. H. TOw>'se*nu, 



Ohnct (Georsies)* Novels by, 

Docto^r R&ma£u* 
A Weird Gltt. 



Cjown EvQ, cloth, 3J. 6(;h ! post Svo, picLlitC ^^>ariJ5, 3J. 



Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
£, Last i4V4. 



Criaw n Bvo, clotLi. 3X. 6A 

Ollpbant (frlrs.), Novels by. Post 8to, illustrated boards, us. each. 

Th» Prtmppge Path, I Whttnla diM, \ TIi« Orfiaiaet Helrsss in £utflan(ti 
^'ho Eapceress, CrQwn gvo, cloii], ^j. 6J. 

6'Sliauj^hnessy (Arthur), Poems by: 

„ , ^ _ l-caph avoj cloiJi eiEira^ ^j, firf, flach. 

aiQalfl and moonllgbt* J Bon^a of a Wnrb^F, 

Ijaysjpf Franc*. Crown a^o, etutl iMtra^Kif. fa^. 

Ouida, Novels by. Cr, Svo, cl., 3^ 6d. ea.; past 3vo, iilust. bds., a?, ea. 



Htild In BoniiAtfe, 
TrJcoe^ln. 
Strntbnte>re« | Cbandox. 
Cecil CastJemalne'a aaflv 
UndflB 1?i^o FisiSa. 
Puck* I IdiHa, 
FoUe-FOiine, 



A Dog or Flanders. 
Pd^car«I. t Sigaa, 
Twg Wooden Bim**, 
In a V71ntar City* 
Airladne. I FjcleindHtilp, 
A VlElage Commune. 
J)3otba. 1 Plpl6ir«Uo. 



In Marerasia* J Wa.nda« 
Bimbl, I SwJtn. 

Ounderoy. t Rumno, 
l*iflro orrendei'i, 
B«nta Barbara* 



Uftdeg Ivso Flaja. f Motha. j_HaJd in B ondage. I Puok. | flttathmort. [SA^tiy 
'Th6 Wateri O* EaePa, Crown tivu, ^jknli, 3;. 6rf. ; pktare cXoth, ftlt back, 5J, 

WlEdum, Wit, and Fatbo3,ii«[£c^eii frui^tiic ^V'oik:. ^t Ouica by F. Syunev Morris. Post 

_&vo. cLoCh extra ^ ^j.—C H fiA H HlJj 'i.- 1 rj.N . jl] Liatrattd boardi, 3J. 



Palmer (W, T,).- Lake Country Rambled. 

_Crowil 3vo, lineti, piit tOJ5, ' 



With a Front isplece. 



Pandtirang Had; or. Memoirs of a HiDdoo, 

B A^TLS Frkre, P<KSt SltoJJIu strated boards aj. 



With Preface by Sir 



Paris Salon, The Illustrated Catalogue of tlie, for igoa* (Twenty- 

fourth Ye^ir.) With Dh ^ci ;?ck> ILIu^t'-i.tions. Demy fivo, ^, 

Payo (James), Nov'els~b3% 

L.ro^Ta Rvo, clijith vstra, «„ «i4 neb 
ItOKt Sir Ma^ft^rigberd. 
A Caunt:y FamUy. 
IiftSB ajaDb Iban We^re Falntfrd. 
By PpQTiy. I Fav Cash Only, 

Hl^b Spii'ltA. 

A Confldentlal Agent. Wi^h t? lHu^n. 
A Orapa tram & trhorUi ^viLb is lElu^iii. 



post Evo, llUjsiniied boards, aj. tA^K 
The Family 9capfigracfi, 
Halldny TasHi, 

The Talk of tiie ^own. \VUb j. 
The Wlystcry of Mlrbrldjf«, 
The Word ana the Will, 



The Burnt Million. 
Hunny StoFlflS, I 
Post Svo illuatrated boards, ar. eacb. 



A Trylni Fktiant, 



Faund E^ead. f G^endoltinft'ii fiaF^eat^ 

BflliK Abbey, | A Harina BaaldanQat 

The Canon^fi Ward. 

Hoe WoLred. But Won. 

Two Hundred Poundii Bflvard, 

The B&«t of tfuEbanda^ 



HumoiFQUM Stortea. [ From BaU«# 
Tha Foster Broths rA^ 
Married Beneath Ulut. 
Bantlnck'c Tutov. i Wmltet*m Wafd* 

A Perfect Traaftura. 

Like Fa.lhet<, LI He Son, 

A Wam&n^« vengeance- 

Gar I yen's Year. I Cecll'A Try it, 

Mtitphy'a ffiaster. I At Her Jfl«r«y, 

^Ke CJvfTarda at Ciyita. 

Borne Privatfl Vlovj-s. 

A Modern Dlok WhUtlngtoi, ; or, A tatran of LeitflriT WHh 1 Portrait of the AuUioc. Crewft 

0VG, cloth, ji. 0:1. ; |->Li,ULrc C\olh, fiat back, 2:r, 
In Peril and PrLvatlOhn, Hiih 1? Illuiitraiir^RS. Ctown twv, tlath, si.ei^ 
H Qtft> f rom tha * N 6 w *,' C r pwn Et o. cIqUt, t j. 6d^ ____^„.^ 

Payne (Will). —Jerry the Dreamer. 'Crown 8 yo, doth, 3^, 6rf, 



^ 



HaK«B. 

Fall£.n FortUDeH. 

Under One Boof* 



A JPrisoe of (taa Blood. 



What nia Cost flaih 
Itft: A Mfjmory, 
Ciow*woriu Tales. 



Digitized 



by Google 



IB CHATTO A WINDUS, PmhUahWB, m St* Utortfg Uw, LoMd<ii, W.a 
Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical 

Introduction and Note« by T. M'CRIB. P.P. Po st «vo. lulf- doth. m. _„^ 

Paul (Margaret .i.)«— Qentle and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 

Frontbpioc« by Hrlhw Pathrsow. y. 6d. ; pot 8to. Ulustrmfd boards, ar. 

Penneil-Elmhirst (Captain E. : •• Brooksby '*).— The Best of the 

Wun, WUh Coloured and Plain lUustrattons by JOHN SturgHSS. Royal 8to, ctoth. {Shortly, 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, a*. ^ ea. 

Puek OB P«tfasas. With illustrations. 

P«tfasas Rtt-8addl«d. With Ten (uUpage Illustrations I>t G. DU Mauubk. 

The Mu«e« of MajrC»ljp x Vers de Socifet.5. Selected by H. C PEWNELL. _»_ 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by. Post 8vo. cloth, is, 6d, each. 

Mm Old M«ld'« PwnidlM. | Bar clay la PavadlM. 

BojroB4 tho Qatoo. Post Sro. picturo cover, ii. ; cloth, u. 6d. 

Jacfc tho FU horman, I llustrated by C. W. Rhkd. Crown Sto. doth, ti. <A 

Phli May's Sketch-Book. Containing 54 Humorous Cartoons. Crown 

foUo.clotC.ai.<rf. " . 

Phipson (Dr.T. L.), Books by. Crown Svo, canvas, gilt top. 55. each. 

Famous Ylollalate and rino VloUaa. | Tho Confoulona of a VloUnlst. 
_ Yoloo and YlollBt Sketches. Anecdotes, and Reminiscences. 

Planche (J. R.), Works by. 

TtaO Povsalvant of Anna. With Six Plates and 209 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. doth, js. 64. 
Bonga and Fooma, t8i9-r87» Whh Introduction by Mrs. MACKARNHSS. Crown 8vo. doth. 6s. 

Plutarch's Lives of illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of 

Phitarch by JOHN and WM.LANGHORNa. and Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8yo. half-doth lor. 6rf. 

Poe's (Edgar Allan) Choice Works: Poems, Stories, Essays. 

with an Introduction by CHARLBS Baudhlairb. Ciown 8yo. doth, y. 6d. 

Pollock (W. H.).--The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. By 

Sir WALTER BESAMT and Walthr H. pollock. With 50 Illustrations. Crown 8to. cloth gilt. 6:. 

Pond (Major J. B.).— Eccentricities of Genius: Memories of 

Faaous Men and Women of fte Platform and the Stage. With 91 Portrrits. Demy Svo, doth, las. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 25. 

Porter (John).— Kingsclere. Edited by Byron Webber. With 19 

ftill-page and many smaller Illustrations. Cheaper Editloa. Demy Bro. doth, js. 6d. 

Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo, iilu.st. bds., 2s, each. 

Vlia ^iymai*tt of a Station^ | Tho Soul of Coanteaa Adrian* 



Crown 8to. doth, y. 6d. each ; post 8ro. boards, m. each. 
Outlaw and Iiawmakav. l ChHstlna Chavd. With FrontUpiec* by W Facbt. 

— rti TttntHlMti With 8 IBnstr atlons by Robbrt S auee bu 
Crown 8to, doth, «r. id. each. 
Wulma. I Madama laan. I »Aa a Watoh In tha Htfht.' 

Price (E. C.)*— Valentina. Crown 8vo. cloth, zs. td, ' 

Princess Olga.— Radna : A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 
Pryce (Richard). —Miss Maxwell's Affections. Crown Svo, cloth, 

with Frontispiece by HAI. LUDLOW, y. id,\ post 8to» iBuHtalied boards. «r. 

Proctor (Richard A.), Works by. 

nowoPB of (ho Bky. With 55 Illustrations. Small crown tro, doth extra, y. 6d. 

Basy Star Iiaaaono* With Star Maps for erery Night in the Year. Crown 8vo, doth, 6s, 

Familiar Selenea Stndlaa* Crown 8vo. cloth extra. &r. 

Batom and Its Bjrstam. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy tro. doth extra, vu. 6d. 

MyatMrtaa of Tlma and Bpaeo. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8to. doth extrsw 6$, 

Thtt unlvttPSO of SlUiS. Sec. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8ro. doth extra, 6s. 

Wag>« and Wanta of Bcloneo Worliora. Crown 8to. xs. 6d. 

Rambosson (J.).— Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B. Pitman. 

With 10 Coloured Plates and 63 Woodcut Illustrations. Crown 8vo. doth, y. 6</. 

Randol ph (Col. Q.).— Aunt Abigail Dykes. Crown 8v o. cloth. 7^6g. 
Read (General Meredith).— Historic 5tudies in Vaud, Berne, 

and Saroy. With 31 full-page Ilhistratlons. Two Vols., demy Svo, doth, sSx. ^ _, . 

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by. 

A Rleh Man's Dantfhtav* Crown 8to. doth. 31. 6d. 

Walvd BtCMFlaa. Crawn tvo, do th extra. 3J. 6d. ; post Sro, Illu strated boudt, m. 

Post 8to. Illustrated boards, ar. each. 
The Unlnhftbltad Honaa. I Fairy Watsr. 

Tha Pvlnoe of Wales's Garden Party. I Har Mother's OavIlBtf* ^ 
Vba Mjftanr in Palaat Oardana. 1 Tha Moa's Gone. Ildla Xa!aat 
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CHATTO a. WINDU8, PublUherg, it i St. Mftte'g Uuf, Loadoa, W.C ■» 
Reade's (Charles) Novels. 

TJir New Cw1lrcr*'1 LiBRAHV ECHTION, campltts la SertatMfi Vf^lumu;, Ml In W* lofli 

^y[M, ij-fIj \t6 ca Liiri I'aper, in.l BrV^niuly bntindtn cloth, pHcE jj. twrf. c-nch. 

L Bn€ WomnetQm and CtirUlte Jobn-' 7. Lrova Stfi LIUi4,K»ov« ma IttmM* 

i Tb e Doublu Si ar rJ &tf^ 



Vre. n cc l>y .Sif W A I-T R R P T-L-^ ^ f iT- 
4» ♦It ti l!lev«r Too Lutd to Mtind.* 
^ The Couna ol Tpua li^^ve Mavaj" Dt($ 



ff. Grimtb Oiiunt. 

10. Fcfui i^lay. 

11. Put VantBiiitr ta Bit PlAB«i 
la. A I'flPFlblQ T«niptatloD' 

, , 13 A Sliiapleton* 

itun 8111 oath; aiid SinEloliaarE Rhd 14 A Womart-Mawr, 

L rh4 AuGobiatfpftptav of a Tlilat: JaoM. I storiaaof mibnAndatTiAr AnlmaU* 

sf SlU Tra.(ie(i; A Hqfd and a iHaJT- ■&, A.F«TJioui Beorct- 

cyr; and Tba WKndarJnfl Helr,^ I 17^ Hfta^.iaaM; unl t3Miia Cb^riLiitef b 

««# WofBugton, I ChTl&cla JDbnatDaa. Hard cash, [ Grtmtb OaunB. 

•It [a Hftver Too £,MO to JHand/ , i^oul Piay, I Put Yaiii-salElD HU PlaW. 

" -— - - u, Tarrjble Toiiigitfl.tlnn. ^ ,, . 

A Warns n-liatar^ 
aineletaa&xt-aiid Doub1eiR0«t 
ClDodBtorliUDrilan andQtbeEAnlmBJj. 

A. P aril am Sftcrnt^ ( RaiKllanA, 

LADLC^Fi: TVi-J^K FiNU FAPBR HniTroHS* Poll &YD, cVj cilt tup, a J, not ci. ; ImtfaAr^fUc GfijjftSi Vy nettik 

Tho CLoIatar &11A tha ITeiLrtb. 1 *J*J» MivotToo E*fttflT;o lilflnd/ 

PoPVLAR Editions, medlam 8to, 6d, each. 
•It Is NavM Too Iiato to Mend.' I Tho CloLiter and tho Hoartb. I Fool Plasf. 
Petf WofllntftOB I and Chila tle Johnotono, \ Har d Oolu | Orlfflth Gftont. iShortfy. 
Chvlatit JohnstOBO. WithFrondspioce. Choicelyprinted in Elzevir style. Fcap. 8vo,half-Roxb.a/.6</. 
Peg WofflnSton* Choicely printed in ElzieTir style. Fcap. 8to, half-Koxburgfae, sx. 6d. 
Xtaa Cloister and the Hearth. New IllustrAtbd Edition. withz6FhotosrraTureand84 
half-tone lUustratioBs by MATT B.|HBWfiRDiNB. Small 4to, cloth gilt and ^Ut top, lox. 6d. net- 
Also fai Four Vols., post 8to, irith an Introduction by Sir WALTER BbSANT, and a Ftontispiece to 
each VoL, backram, rilt top. 6t. the set. 
Bible Chantoters* Fcap. 8to, leatherette, ms, 



Tha GoEtifaaaf TruaJLoveNav^rDId Run 

Sm<>oth. 
Tit A AatabloriF^phy o! A Tblef ^ J ash of 

I<ava filo Ltttlu. Lavs Hie Lotiff. 

Tha Double h3ai-]?iB^«. 

The CSoletar and tba He&rthi 



BeleetlOBS from the iffovks of Charles Reads* With an Introduction hr Mrs. ALBX. 

IRBLAWD. Post Svo. doth limp, af.6rf. " 

Richardson (Prank), Novels by. 

The King's Counsel. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top. 61. 
. The Man who Lost his Past. With 50 lU usta. by Tom Browns. R.I. Cr. Syo. doth, y. 6d. 

kimmer (Alfred) » Works by. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each. 

Sambles Bound Bton and Harrow. With 53 Illustrations by the Author. 

About England with Diokens. With 58 lUustrations by C. A. Vanderho op and A. Rimmhr. 

Rlve^~(Anielie), Stories by. Crown 8vo doth, 3$. 6d, each. 

Barbara Pering. | Merielt A Lore Story. 

l^obinson Crusoe. By Danibl Defoe. With 37 Illustrations by 

G EO RCB CRUIKSH ANK. Post 8to, hah<loth, as. 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by. 

Women are Btraage. Post tvo, niostrated boards, sf. 

The Hands of Justlee. Crown 8to, doth extra, y. 6d, ; post 8ro Illustrated boards, w. '- 

The Woman In the Park. Crown 8to. doth, y. 6rf. ; post Svo. illustrated boards, ar. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 65. each. 

The Poeto' JBlrds. | The Poe t s' Beasts. I The Poets' Beptiles. Fishes, and InseetSt 

Roil of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 

came from Normandy with WiUiam the Conqueror. 1066. Printed in Gold and Colouis. $t. 

Rosengarten (A.).— A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans. 

lated by W. COLLBTT-SAKDARS. With 630 Illustrations CrowaSTO. cloth extra, ^s, 6d. 

Ross (Albert). — A Sugar Princess. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by.^v Post 8vo, cloth, 21. 6rf. each. 

Punlanat or, Thoaghts Wise and Other- wise : a Collection of the Best Riddles. Conundrums, Joke^ 

sells. &c, with namerout ninstrations by the Author. 
More Pwntana l A Second Collection of Riddles. Jokes, Ac WiUi numerous IllostratloDS. 

Runciman (James), Stories by. 

Bohools and Scholars. Post 8to. doth. a/. 6A 
S kippers and Bhellbacks. Crown tro. cloth, y. 6rf. lllIl.__^.««.«_-_ 

Russell (Dora), Novels by. 

A Country Sweetheart. Post 8vo. picture boards, a^. ; picture doth, flat beck. si. 

The Prift of Fate. Crown 8to, doth, y. td.x pictura doth, flat back, ax. 

Russell (Herbert).— True Blue; or, 'The Lass that Loved a Sailor.* 

Crown 8to. cloth, y. U. 
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•• CItATTO a WINPUS, PuhlUHMtB, iii St , iVUrtta's Lane, LoBtfoa, W.C* 
Russell (Rev. John) and his Out- of^oor uie7~By~E.wri 

Davies. a New Bditlen. with IPuttrariont coloured by hand. Royal 8vo. dotb. rff. net 

teussell (W. Clark), Novels, &c., by. 

Crown 8TO,dodi«rtni.«r.6<I.Mcli; post 8to. lOostnted boards, v. eadi > doth Hmp, w. 6A M^ 
In the MMdltt Watoh. ----- -• # 



Db ihtt Fo*k*«ltt HMd. 
VoyftO to thtt 0«p«. 
~ook for f*"- "" 



My Shlpmattt 
llo — 



AloBtt OB a Wldo Wldtt ■••• 

?htt Good Ship • Molioek.* 
tatt Phantom Doath. 
Is Hatha Man? I Tha doBTldl Ship. 
^HaartofOak. I Tha Iiagt BBtvy* 
tha ToB. 



A Bookffov tha Hammoak. 

Tha Hyitary of tha *OoaaB Star/ 

Tha SoBuuioa of Jaaay Harlowa. 

Tha Yala of 

Crown 8to. cloth, 3^. 6ti. each, 
A Tal« of Two Tiuuitla. I Tha Daa th Ship. 

ThaShtoiHerStprr. With ttHJastradons by H. C. SEPPINGS Wright. Small 4to. doth. er. 
Tha *Fratty Polly 't a Voyacre of Inddent. With xs lUuatratioM by G. E. ROBBKTSON. 
Larfe crown Sro. cloth, gilt edcres. 54. 



Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 

Crown Sto. doth extra, v. id. each ; poitlfo, Wiatiated boards, sf. Mch. 

-- - - ,^ With a Note by OU^ — ~ • "^ ' 

^ - I ThaMaatevof , 

Orohard Damaral. I Ib tha Faoa of tha Wogld. | Tha TvanUatt Diamond!. 



Crown Sto. doth extra, v. < 
A Pallow of Trinity, with a Note by OUVBR Wbndbix HolMRS and a Frontlsplec*. 
Mw^ . — .«- .* . qpjj^ MMter of St. Banadlot*a. I To His OwnHastav. 



Tha Junior Daaa. 



Fcan. 8to. doth boards^. 6d. 



Tha Old Hald^ Sw— thaa ri. ' | 

_^ . ^ , Crown Svo. doth. %t. 6d. each. 

Tha WoolBd of May. I A Tratflo Honaymoon. I APvoatofaWaolBtf. 
Portiiaa*sOata.__ _ I Oallaatry Bowav. | Poiuta Hatftfla Ziaudav. 

Mary UbwIb. Whh » Bhistrationt by Percy Tarrawt. | Mra. Dunbar's Sacrat. 



Saint John (Bayle).— A Levantine Pamlly. A New Edition. 

Crown Byp, doth, y. td. „«__-„^ 

Sala (Oeorge A.).— Oaslight and Daylight. Post Svo, boards, 2^. 
Scotland Yard, Past and Present : Experiences of Thirty-seven Years. 

By Ex.Chief.Inspector CAVAMACH. Post Sro. Illusteatad boards, v. ; doth, ax. 6d. 

Secret Out, The : One Thousand Tricks with Cards ; with Entertain- 

tog Experiments hi Drawla g- ffouMi or 'White' Magic ByW.ILCRBMBK. With 900 nhistratlons. Crown 
8vo. doth extra. 4*. 64. 



Segttin (L- Q.). Worlcs ^v. " 

Tha Country of tha Passion Play ( 



J (OharammaviPV) and tbm HIgWands of Bavaria. Wkh 

Map and n IDustrati<»s. Crown 8to. doth extra, jr. Sd, 
Walks In Al<lera. With Two Maps and 16 Illustrations. Crown tro. cloth extra, St. 

S enior (Wm.).--By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth, as. 6d. 
Sergeant (Adeline), Novels by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. 6d. each. 

Pndar Palsa Pratanoaa. j Dr. Bndlcott's Bgparlmant. 

Shakespeare for Children: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. 

With Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. Moyr SMITH. Crown 4te. doth gUt. y. 6rf. 

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Life, 

the Games and Sports, the Manneit, Customs, and Folk-lore of the Thne. By WilXiAM J. Rolfb, 
Litt.D. A New Edition, with 4m lUttstratloos, and an INDEX OF PLAYS AND PASSAGES RB* 
FHRRBD TO. Crown Svo, doth fflt. y. 6rf. 

Sharp (William).— Children of To«morrow. Crown Svo, cloth. 6 s, 
Shelley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Verse and Prose. 

Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R. HBRNB SHBPHBRD. Bto Vols., crown Svo. dodi, y. 6(L each. 
Poatloal Works, in Three Vols.: 

Vol. I. Introduction by the Editor ; Poattnmons Fragments of Margaret MIdiobea; Shdiey's Corrs* 
spondence with Stockdale j The Wandering Jew ; Queen Mab, with the Notes ; AUstor, 
and other Poems ; Rosalind and Hden ; Prometheus Unbound ; Ad<Hiais, Sec 
, II. Laon and Cytbna: The Cend; JuBan and Maddalo; SweUfoot the Tyrant; Tha Witch of 

Atlas; Epipsychidlon; Hellas. 
•• III. Posthumous Poems ; The Masque of Aaaiehy ; and other Pieces. 
Prosa Works, fai Two V6ls. : 
Vol I. The Two Romances orZasttooi and St. Irvyae ; the DubBa and Mailow Pamphlela; A Refu- 
tation of Deism ; Letters to Leigh Hunt, and some litinor Writings and Fragments. 
II. The Essays ; Letters from Abroad ; Translations and Fiasnnents, edited by Mrs. SHBLZ.BY. 
With a Biography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prow Works. 

Sherard (R. H.). —Rogues: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth, 15. 6d. 
Sheridan's (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and 

Anecdotes. Induding his Dramatic Writings, his Works In Proae and Poetry, Translations. Speeches, 

and Jokes. Crown Svo, doth. y. 6d. 
Tha Rivals* Tha Sohool for Soaadalt and other Fhyt. Post fro. half-bound, ms. 
Shsrldan's Comadiast Tha Rivals and Tha Bahooi for Soandal. Edited, widi an Intro* 

duction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographkal Sketch, by BRANDBB MatthbWS. With 

Illustrations. Demy Svo. half-parchment, rar. 64. 
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Shiet (Al. P.).— The Purple Cloud. Crown 8vq, cloth, y. 6d, 
Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all 

those in ' Arcadia.' With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rer. A. B. GROSART, 
D. D. Three Vols., c r own 8vo. cloth boards. 3*. td. each. 

Signboards : Ineir History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and 

Remarkable Characters. By J ACOB LARWOOD and J OHN Caudbk HOTTBN. With Coloured Frontis- 
pi ece and 94 Illdstrat io ns. Crown 8to. cloth extra . y.6tU 

Sims (Oeor^e R.), Works hy, 

P«iil Utx^'. --■-■- :-'^.' '■■ -""^^ "JT' eacli ', cloth IJinp, ti.6iL«icK 
■^ Xh* Ring o* BaJlm. 1 EajrTtf o Wlvai. 1 Memoir» at b, Laddijidv, 
TlciileiDD*! CHm«> T^ai ot To-dHky. Scianai irom the t^Jiaw- 
S^aphi A OrcLiii Siory. ic. Tna Tau Cammandmen&Bt Sti]«1«L 

I^FamiM 01 i#jre. With 6u inuattatloiu^ J 

CrD*D Ato. p3ctijrn:"cover> tj, each! duU^ tr. &rf. each+ 
Tha D&tfaziB( RaalEu nod Hoatieri i^i^i^^i^ K^iiyie>i and RecitPttlons En Fr»» vul V«i«» 
selcclciJ [rL-m his uivn Work^by l^tJjrit+i£ K. ^lUii. 

ThA Cai44 0f 0(iarj:« CajidinmaB. ] Dago net UIUIbs. (Ptv^a. T/if Jii/irf/.; 

How tha Poor LJvh^ vid HDrrltiLa Lonclori. iiVith & F[cntii[!'ii;c«j by F, nA.ioiAJUk, 

Cruwn Svok Iciithorcf cSh if, ■ \ Pag oiiBt Dr aica^ of t]i« Day< Crown Eivo, tr, 

L'mwnSvQ, cldLhr^.fisA^ rlth; past Hvo, fUL-turc Lis-nrdb,. u. each 1 cloUi Ihnii, ar. D^, cfidu 

Dfiea nAon & ChrlatmBA Time, With s iQusiEAticiu by Charles O^hp.Nh E^t. 
In L-e^nson 'ft Heart: A Siury »< Tn^ay.^Akom piciunt tlulh, f.M bac^T^ t JL Blind KluHaC** 
without th« LJmallfht j Th^atHc^ Ufa as It b. j Thfl Bmall-paTt l4dr* A«. 
^^fitpgrH'p^' * Ol JClnbJ'Jpii 1 i-Jl'fi Ficturtj of ] .qfiddn'* Ma?!!!!; Scenei^^ 



Sister Dora; A Bkjgraphy. By MARGARjix Lomsualb. With Fow 

iLlLiitraHnnrii. ticmy Evo^ jilctutD cuver^ 4^1. J dothn fii^. 

S kf^tc h 1 ey (Art h ii r) , —A M a tc h in th e D a rk . Post 8vq, boards, 2s , 
Slang Dictionary (The) : EtymQlogicalj Historical, and Anecdotal* 

Smart (Haw ley )\ Novell by. 

Without LovD oe lilfi-^tioa. | Tht* rJ aeta» of R&tblHUjri 

CiDim B;Tpi clcth, ^. 4<i, pach. 

TH* OuUJdar _J 4 K&oIb^ fiubb^ii 

T&a Pinoita f* Fwigw , pictun boajdsi, or. " 



Smttli (J* Moyr)/Wbrics by. 

Tha PrJnoe of Argollfl. With i3ol:i'jit; 



raHoHS. Post tvo, cloth iBxtn, «r, &C 
fost 



The Wonlnrf of tbfc Watar Wttch, Wltli nuiiierous lliu«inJion&. Post fi^o, cloth* tr. 



SnazetleparHIa* Dtcamed by G. S* Edwards. With Portrait of 

Societyln London , CrQ\An avo, i^. : ctoth, u. 6i. 

So merset (L ord Henry ).— S otigrs of Adieu, ^mal! 4to Jap. ve]>,6j. 
Spalding (T. A.^ LL^.B.)"— Biizabethan IJemonology = ^ E^say 

ijn jh g ligjigf m the Fawltncfi of l>v>!s. Cruwii Svo, c ti JtJi ogTa, s*. _____„^ 

Speight (T. W-), Novels by. 

^4i^t 9tf«, liku^riiied baudi» m. e»ch. 
ThA MrttBrl«B of earon Or^v. 1 '^li^ £>QUftwatnt IfrMfidri 

By Pvinoii* W&r*, «^c. llur^o^«i Rcjiianciei. 

UDodwJnkM: a- HAnAynvott i^ytt^FW* DuU tanas In tuM. 

7 ha Oo^dati ifoott. I Baofc to tjifa* 1 A Hitj itoaBd from iba Mm^ 

A &dj-T«n Tltlfc j W lfa Of Ho HTlfa? 

CrchHU BvOr ^3oth extra, «■. f.-^, chlIj. 
A aaent of t,h% aait 1 Tba Qr«y inonk. I Thd Master of l!FaiiBii<»i 
A Mlnkon dF tha IiloonT A i^omaiiiic oi xhti KLik:;'§ fitf^hw^y 

Tha Saarat of Vfy v^rti TowavK^ I Th« Doom of Qfva. | Ths Walj at FM«. 
T£ia QbJi^aaaa Bx^arioticea of Mf. Vagggh dyia. > J |a H woa WrlLtiga* 
Hbt La dyabtp (bcti^g tha <}[LNTi,HMAN'?i 'ANN'.i.^L f^r i5r;iiij, Dctiiy ivr},_tt. tAW+ 

Spenser fir CtilW?etir~JJy~M. H, Towry." with Coloured lUuBtrations 

_ by WALTER J._MOI t™i. Crown 4 to, dcth eiLra, y. 6J. ^ 

Sprigge (S- ^Squire),— An industrious Chevalier, Crown »vO| 

^ e ititrr, gi]i tap, &f. _^ .^ 

Spettigue (H. H,).— The H erita ge of Eve . Crown Bvo, cloth, 6j. 
Stafford (John), Novell by 
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— CHATTO a W1NDU8, PnMUhwj, m St. Mftin'g Umt, LoBdoa, W.C 
Starry Heavenn (The) : A Pobtical Birthday Book. Royal i6mo, 

doth extra, ax. 6d. ^ 

Stag- Hunting with the * Devon and Somerset.' An Account of 

the CbaM of the Wild Red Deer oa Esmoor, iSSj-tpox. By PHILIP EVBRSO. With 70 IDustntiou 
by H. M. L^MAS. Crown 4to . cloth gflt t6 s. net. 

Stedman (E. C«)>— Victorian Poets. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 95. 
Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).— The Cruciform Marie: The Strange 

Story of RICHARD TrHCEKWA. Bachelor of Medicine (Unlr. Edinb.) Cron-n 8ro. doth, y. 6d. 

Stephens {Robert Neilson).— Philip Winwood : A Sketch of the 

Domestic Wetory ei an American Captain In the War of Independence. Crown 8vo. doth, y. 6d. 

Sterndale (R. Armitas:e).— The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Post 

8ro. doth, y. id. ; iUuatrated boardt. «r. .__«__^ 

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by. ' 



Tvavttis Willi ft DOBkttT* With a Fronttsptecel>y V/aLTER CRANS. 
JUi Inland Yovntf*. with a Frontispiece by Walter Cranr. 
FamllUup BtQ<Utta of Hen and BookR. 



Thtt BIlTttrado Sqaattars. With Frontispiece by J. D. Strong. 

The Merry Men. | Underwoods i Poems. | MenoFlea and Portraits. 

Vlrglnibaa PaerlMva. and other Papers. | Ballade. | Prinoe OUo. 

Aerose the Plains* with other Memories and Essays. 

Weir of Hevmtaton. | In the Be nth Seas. 

A Lowden Babhath Mom. With tj inustrations by A. S. BOYIX Fcap. 8vo, dcth. 6s. 

Bontf s of Travel* Crown Svo, buckram, ks. 

Mew Arabian Mlfhta. Crown 8to, buckram, gilt top, 6x. ; post 8vo, Illustrated boards, v, 

—Popular EornoN. medium 8vo. 6d. 
The Snlelde Clnbt and The Kajath'a Diamond* (From Nrw Arabian Nights.) With 

Eight IBustratlons by W. J. HBNNESSY. Crown 8to, doth, y. M. 
The Stevenson Reader t Selections from the Writinfrs of Robkrt Louis STEVENSON. Edited 

by LXOYD OSBOURNB. Post 8ro, doth. ax. 6d. ; buckram, gilt top. y. 6d. 
The Pocket S.Xi.B. t Farourite Paatagca from the Works of Stevenson. Small z6mo. doth, 

a/, net; leather, y. net. 

ARGE Type, Fine Paper editions. Pott 8ro, d.. gilt tm>, sr. net each ; leather. eUt edges, y. net each. 
Familiar Studies of Men a nd Books. I M ew Arabian Nights. 
Robert Iiools Stevenson t A Life Study in Criticism. By H. Br.Li.YSE Baildon. With 
2 PortnJts. SECOND EDITION, REVISED. Crow n 8vo , buckram , gilt top^x. 

Stoclcton (Frahic R.).— TheYoung Master of Hyson Hail. With 

numerous Illustrations by VIRGINIA II. DavissoN and C. H. STEPHENS. Crown 8vo. cloth, y.6d. 

Storey (0. A., A.R.A.).— SIcetches from Memory. With 93 

inuGtratkms by the Author. Demy 8vo, doth, gilt top. lax . 6d. 

Stories from Foreign^ Novelists. With Notices by Helen and 

Alice Zimmbrn. Crown 8vo, doth e«tra y. 6J. 

Stransre Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder. Crown 

8to. cloth extra, with 19 Illustrations by GILBERT GAUL, y. 6rf. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards. 2.1. 

Strange Secrets. Told by Percy Fitzgerald, Conan Doyle. Flor- 

KNCE MARRYAT. &c. Post 8to, Olustrated boards, ax. 

Strutt (Joseph). — The Sports and Pastimes of the People of 

Enflandl faidudingthe Rural and Domestic Recre.-)tions, May Games, Mummeries, Shows. &c., froia 
the Eariiest Period. Edited by William Hone. With 140 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. doth extra, y. 6^ 

Sundowner, Stories by. 

Told by t h e Taffrall. Cr. 8to. d^ y. 6<I. | TheTaleotthe Beryat. Cr. Byo, d , flat back, »g 

Surtees (Robert).— Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorroclcs's Hunt. 

w ith n TnurtTflttanR hy JOTTX I.V-:RCliK ^ New Editio n. Post 8vo, cloth, ai. 

Swln burners (AtgernoiT Charles) Worlcs. 

SslacitlooH trom |ha Peotlaa.1 Works ol — -- - 

A. C- Swlnburna. Fcajv. Bvj Si. 
Atal3.nt;& Xti Calyd^n, Cruwn SvO, 6t, 
Oh&BtelaLtd ! A Traifcdyj Crown Eyci. yj^ 
Foam 9 and Bail Mi- FliUST SSKIES, Crowfl 

Stu, Of leap. ■Pvo, *r. 
pDemaandBalladia^ SECOtmSRR^ Cf^Vva,^, 
Po^iEna A Belinda, I'Hmn^&iim^H, Cr8i»>, ?j. 
Boiiffa bafoTfl Simriae- Crr.wn Ato, i*j. *^. 

Both wall t A Tr-ifjt'ly. Oown Bi-o, nx, 6rf. 

Banfi of Two ft ntlons. Crnwn Sva, 6s, 
Oaortfa Cha.pmaii. tStf VoU u, of g. Chap- 
man's IVarksJ Cr.jwjl Svo, yrfr/. 
Baaa^s amd Btudlaa. Crcwn Hvo, i*x. 
Rr«ebti^at]at A Tnisrftdy. Cwvwit pw, *x. 
A Not* OD Chaplatta Bfonta. Cr. Hrd, &ir 
A Btadjr of flhaJ<Gipa&r9i Crown Ivo, V^s. 
tonfa at tha Bprlngtildaaii Crchwn tto, 6t. 



Btndles In Bong. Crown 8to, fx. 
Mary Btnartt A Tragedy. Crown 
Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown 8vo, 9X. 



A Gantnry of Roundels. Small 4to, 8x. 
A Mldsammer Holiday. Crown 8to, 7X. 
Marino Fallero t A Tragedy. Crown 8vo. fta 
A ^cndy of Vlotor Hugo. Crown 8to. 6s. 
r^tftcellanles. Crown 8to. tax. 
Locrlne t A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
A Sttidy of Ben Jonson. Crown 8vo, js. 
The Bisters : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6x. 
Aatrophel, &c. Crdwn 8to, 7s. 
Studies In Prose and Poetry. Cr. Sto, 99, 
The Tale of Balen* Crown 8\'o, 7x. 
Rosamand, Queen of the Iiombards: A 
Tragedy. Crown 8to, 6s, 

A New Voiame of Poem. Cr. t»b. [SM^nff. 
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CHATTO ^ WINDU8, PmhUMhtrs, m St. Martto'g Lane, London, W.C aj 
Swift's (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 

Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in 'Gulliver's Travels.' Crown 8to. doth, 3/. 6<^ ^ 
4loliiyev*s TvaTOla, and A Talo of a Tub. Post 8vo, half-bouud. a/. ^ 
Jonathan Bwltt : A Study. By J. Churtqn Collins. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, a*. 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours: In Search of the Piciuresque. in Search 

of consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With ROWLANDSON'S Coloured Illustrations, and Life of the 
Author by J. C. HOTTHN. Crown 8yo. cloth extra. 7s. 6d, - 

Taine's History of English Literature.. Translated by Henry Van 

Laun. Four Vols., man dtnqr 8to. cloth boards. 301.— POPULAR Edition, Two Vols., large crown 
8to. cloth extra, 15*. 

Taylor (Bayard). ~ Diversions of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 

Modem Writers. Post 8to. doth limp, is. 

Taylor (Tom).— Historical Dramas: 'Jeanns Darc.' "Twixt Axe 

AND Crown.' 'Thb Fool's rbvbncb," AJUcwRiGurs wifh,* 'Annb Bolbynb.' 'Plot and 
Passion.' Crown 8yo. u. each . 

Temple (Sir Richard, Q.C.5.i.).— A Bird's-eye View of Pictur- 
esque India. With 3a Illustrations by the Author. Crown 8vo. cloth , gilt top. 6s. 

Thackerayana : Notes and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and 

H undreds cif S|tetches by WILLIAM MakepbacH Th ACKER a y. Crown 8to. cloth extra, y. 6d. 

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. Kraussb. 

With 340 Illustrations. Post Svo. cloth, u. id. 

Thomas (Annie), Novels by. 

The Slvttn'O Wob t A Romance of London Society. Ciown 8ro. doth. 3f. 6d. 
ComradM True, Crown 8yo. doth, pit top, 6s. 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6rf. each, 
Th« Vlolin-Playov. \ In » Cathe dgal City. 

Crown 8to. doth, gilt top, 6j'. each. 
The Hon— on the Bcari a Tale of South Devon. | The Bop of the Hou— . 

Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro- 

duction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 Illustrations. Post Svo. half-bound, ax. 

thoreau : His Life and Aims. By H. A. Page. With a Portrait 

_ a nd View. PostSvo buckram, y. 6<<. ^ 

Thornbury (Walter), Books by. 

The Life and OomeepOBdenee of J. m, W. Taniev. With Etebt Utustratioat In Cdonrt and 

Two Woodcuts. New and Rerised Edition. Crown 8vo, doth, y. 6a. 
— ^alaa fog the Marinee. Post Bro, illustrated boards, ax. 

Timbs (John), Works by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Clubs and Clab Ufe la Xtondom Anecdotes of its Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelrics. and 



Taverns. With 41 Illustrations. 
Jitfllsh Boeentvloe and Mem . 

Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk. &c With 48 Illustrations. 



■nglish Boeentvloe and Beeentvloltleat Stoiies of Dehidons, Impostures, Spoitiog Scenes^ 



Twain's (Mark) Books. 

The Author** E^tlon de Luxe of the WoPhe of Mark Tvain, in n Volumes (limited 
to 600 Numbered Copies for sale in Great Britain and its Dependendes). price £13 tv. net the 
Set i or, Tu. &f. n« p*jr VdIuiq«, Is nuw cEiiiiplt>ie^ ajid ■ de tailed Pri>spei:ruf mar b* mA Th* 
FlfSt Volume of ths .Set J* ^[C.NPn liY THE- AqlTHOR. (^old nJciEy [f^ Svis) 

U:-;]FOBM LIBRARY EIHTION l>F MARK TWAIN 51 WLlkKS. 

Twain m Llhcary at tliimoas, W[tli i^ T lluf ;hUL£^rii by r?, w. k^r^jilr. 



Houghlug it ; iinJ Ttia H^nooems A% Elomi^. With &di? IihiSt radons b^ F. A. FKASSi^ 
37ha Amapleaii Claimant. wiiL.ti Ji^uim^on^br Hal ilURBTaikdouiuK. 
*Xhe Adventaran d1 H'om 3av^:y«r. WithmlUtistraLiani 



Tom Snuffer Abroad. WiUt u^ i:::Li-Eodc^Eu by uah Ukaru. 

Torn SaWraP* DateaElva^ A"c WiUi Phtcioirravurfl Poitiait of its AutJbEjr. 

Fadd'nhBad Wllmin. WiHi r.jrttait ami sli Ullu^tJratfQM by Lours Lqbs. 

*A Tramp Abroad. Wktt 314 lltciitMtiKin^. 

*The InnaqAHLs Al*r4»ad; or I'Lto Nc* I'LiitTlnis Hrtsffrtas, lAiiums^ttlnstTatlnai. (The Two ShOi 

Uuff 1- diticm t:: ciiciticMJ Wts^rk Twain's I^laaMBuro Trip.! 
«Tlia trllcted A^e. liy Mkih: twain ai^lC D. WARKEJt Wtih us iQaEtndQaa 
*Th4 Princa and th4 F4Up«f* vH^LLIl od iLlu^irJtktMtS. 

^Llr<a oil (ha UL^aiuiippJr Wiai joo I[t<ji,iraiipTi&. 

*Tha AdvBntur<5a at Huahinbetrtf ^nn, Vfiih 174 niusLr<irhuii3 by !£. W. KEk(iiL.B, 
'A Tatikaa at tha Court ot Kinrf Avtbuv. ^VitJt a™ niuMtfltintis by Dan Hrard. 
*^h* Stolkn W^;i« Biaphant, |, 'The «i.ooo*Oqo B^mH-Note. 

A Doable- bar rAl iad !>« tti ot E ir 4 ij t opy. wUh 7 inuitTzis itjiys by L u t, i u s n irci .cock. 

Vhe Otaolaa Warhs of Marii Twra.JJi. liteTT?*rf and Cr.rriect«4 EtJrtnalirtk'Hitbrtl'c Autbni With 
l4fe, fortra^tn an. J uujTiordtu mustritioiii. 

%• Th* boakt raarkod " giF iyJjE J^^aJ alM to jyat gra, p lctui^ bouds, at ar, wchn 
Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 
Peraohal ReeoUeotlone of Joan of Aro. With Twelve lUiistratloos by P. V. DU Monxx. 
More Trampa Abroad. 

The iBan that Corrupted Hadleybarg, and other Stories and Sketchoa With a Frontfspltce. 
K ark Twaln*i SketOhMi Fost 8to, iUustrated boards, w. 
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Thtt Wltah-Wite. I RaolMl Lanjton. J Jiapphlra. | A Hoaaymoon'a BollpMi 

~ lO ^^ 

Cltoy«nntt JaeousllBtt. Crown 8vo, picture cluth, flat back, zs. 



a4 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publtohcrs, in St. Martin' t Lane, London, W.C> 
Troiiope (Anthony), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth •xtra, 3r. 6d. Mch ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2S. each. 
Tlia W»y Wo Uto Mow. | Hr. Boarboroutfh's Famllyt 

Vvaa JgQhmann, | Mort on Fay. j Th a Land-Leaguogp. 

Post 8ro, illustrated boardn, os. each. 
Kept la tho Dagte. I Tho Americ an Sanatof. | Tho Golden I«ton of OranpTO. 

Trellope (Frances EOt Novels by. 

Crown Sto, doth eztta, it. 6d. each ; post 8ro. lUuatntad boards, as. each. 
Lt Mo Shlpa gpoB tho Sea. I 'Mabal'a PrograM. I Anne Farnooa. 

TroU ope (T, A.). —Diamond Cut Diamond. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).— Mistress Juditli : A Novel. Crown 8vo, 

dodi axtra, y . 6d . ; post 8to. illustrated boards, a/. 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. ^ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, as, each. 
Bovlod Diamonds | Tho Blackball Ohoaf. | What Sho Camo Thxootfh, 

PostSvo. illucirated boards, as. each. 
Tho Brldo'a Paoo. I Tho Huguenot Family. I Moblease Oblige. I Dlaappoavodt 

Balnt Montfo'o City. I Lady Boll. | Beauty and tho Boast. 

Crown 8vo, doth, 3x. 6rf. each. 
Tho Haedonald Xiaos. With Frontispiece. I Mrs. Carmlohaol's OoddaBsea. 
. .._^ .-_ . — - - i,|uigton. j Bapph^ " " 

A Youn^ Dragon. 

a 8vo, picture cluth, r 

I of Hark. Crown Svo. doth, gilt top. 6s. 

Upward (Allen), Nove ls by. —A Crown o f Straw. Or. 8vo, cl, 6j. 

The Qaoon Atfalnst Owen. Crown 8vo, cloth, .v. 6J. ; post 8to, lecture boards, a*. 

Th e Prlnoo of Balklatan. Post 8vo, picture boards. 2j. 

Vandam (All>ert D.).— A Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations by 

J. B ARNARD DAVIS. Crown tro. doth, y. 6d. 

Vashti and Esther. By 'Belle' of The World. Or. 8vo. cloth, 35. 6d. 
Vizetelly (Ernest A.), Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 

The Boorpion: A Romaaca of Spain. With a Frontispiece. | Tho IiOTOV'a ProgrOM. 
With ZoU In Bnglandi A St ory of ExUe. With 4 Fortral ti. 

A Path of Thovno. Crown 8t o, doth, gilt top. 6s. 

Blnoboardl An Account of Comorre the Cursed and Ciller de Rala; with a Summary of vaiious 
Tales and Traditions. With 9 lUnstrarions. Demy 8vo, doth, 9s. net. ^ 

Wagner (l..eopold).~How to Qet on the 5tage, and how to 

Baco ood WlOgO. Crown 8to. doth, ns. 6d. 

Walford's County Families of the United Kingdom (1903)* 

ContaininffNotices of the Descent. Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than Z3,ooo Distinguished 

Heads of FamiHea, their Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the Offices they hold or have held, their Town 

an d Country Addresies. Qubs, &c Royal 8to, cloth gilt, sof . [Prefarinfr, 

Waiier(5.E.).--Sebastiani's Secret. With 9 Illusts. Or. 8vo, CI..65. 
Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler. With Memoirs and Notes 

by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS, and 6i Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth antique, 7/. 6d. 

Wait Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by William 

M. ROSSHTTI. ynth Portrait. Crown Sto. hand^nade paper and buckram, 6r. 

Warden (Florence), Novels by. 

Joan, tho Curate. Crown 8to, doth, 3^. Id. ; picture dotti. flat back* w . 

A Fl^t to a Flnlah. Crown 8to, cloth, y. 6A ,^^ , 

ThoHoart of a OirL Crown 8to. doth, gilt top, 6s. jShortly^ 

Warman (Cy).~The Express. Messenger. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d: 
Warner (Chas. Dudley) .—A Roundabout Journey. Cr. 8vo, cl. . 65. 
Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 

and Seals. Printed on paper aa in. by z4 in. ax. 
Warrant to Bzeoate Mary Qaoon of Boots. A FacsfanDa. Including Quean Eiixabetfa's Signa. 



ture and theGreat Seal, as. 



Wass ermann (Liilias).— The Daffodils. Crown 8vo, cloth, u. 6d. 
Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 

By F. W. CORY. With Ten Hlustrations. Crown 8vo, x s. \ cloth, is. 6d. 



We bber (Byron ) .--Sport an d Spangles. Crown 8vo, cloth, 25. 
Werner (A.).— C hape nga's White Man. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6<i. 
Westbury (Atha).— the 5hadow of Hilton Fembro^lc: A Ro- 

aaoca of Maofflaad. Cnma tro. doth, f. «A 
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CHATTO A WINPUS, Pabllsh^ff, tii St. Martln'g Uiiife, Londoii, W.C . ag 
Westall (WiUiam), Novels by. 

Tract Money. Crowa 8vo, do th, y. 6d. ; post 8to, fflustrate d boards, as. 
t. Crown 8to, cloth. &r. each. 

Aa a Han Bows. I As Lack woold havo it. i Th« BMMd Cr«M«nU« 

I Hor Ladyship's Baoret* I The Old Bank. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d, each. 
Hltfel Fortesoue. 
Ben Cloutfh. | Birch Den«. 
The Old Factory (also *t 6d.) 
Sons of Belial. 
Strange Crimes. 



A Woman Tempted Him. 
For Honour and Life. 
Her Two Millions. 
Two Pinches of Snuff. 
With the Red Batfla. 
A Red Bridal. 



The Phantom Cltj. 
Ralph Norbreok's Tratt. 
A Queer Race. 
Red Ryvlngton. 
Boy of Boy's Court. 



Wheelwright (E. Pray).— A Slow Awakening. Crown 8vo, 65. 
Whishaw <f red.)f Novels by. 

A Forbidden Name t A Story of the Court of Catiierine the Great. Crown Sro, doth, gr. 6d, 
Maseppa. Crown 8yo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

White (gilbert). —Natural History of Selborne. Post 8vo. 25. 
Wilde (Lady). —The Ancient Legends, Mystic Charms, and 

Superstitions of Ireland ; with Sketches of the Irish Past. Crown 8yo, cloth, y. 6d, 

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by 

Science In Short Chapters. Crown Svo, cloth extra, js. tcL 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. With Illustrations. Crown 8to. doOi, as. 6A 

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

A Ylndlcatton of Phrenology. With Portrait and 43 Illusts. Demy Svo, cloth extra, Mtr. 6rf. 

Will iamson (Mrs. F. H.).— A Child Widow. Post Svo. bds., zs. 
Wills (C. J.), Novels by. 

An Easy-going Fellow. Crown Svo, doth, y. 6d. | His Dead Past. Crown Svo, doth, 6s. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. 

Chapters on B volution. With 359 IUust;rations. Crown Svo. cloth extra, js. 6d, 

Xjeisure-Tlme Studies. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6j-. 

Studies in Life and Sense. With 36 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth, jx. 6d. 

Common Accidents : How to Treat Them. With Illustrations. Crown Bvo.if. ; doth. u.6d. 

Glimpses of Mature. With 35 Illustrations. Crown Svo, doth extra. 3^. 6rf. 

Winter (John Strange), Stories by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 

9S. each ; cloth limp, ax. 6d. each. 

Cavalry Life. \ Regiment al Legends. 

Cavalry Life and Regimental Legends. Library Edition. Crown tvo, doth. >r. <A 
A Soldier's Children. With 34 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth. 3f. td. 

Wissmann (Hermann von). — My Second Journey through 

Equatorial Africa. With 92 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, i6j. 

Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post Svo, boards, 25. each. 

The Passenger from Scotland Yard. ' I The Hngllshman of the Rue Cain, 

Woolley (Celia Parker).— Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The- 

ology. Post Svo. cloth, ax. 6d, 

Wright (Thomas, F.S.A.), Works by, 

Caricature History of the Georges ; or. Annals c 

Squit>s, Broadsides, Window Pictures, Lampoons, and 

over 300 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, jjx, 6rf. 
History of Caricature and of the Orotesqae In Art. Literature. BmUptiivet and 



Caricature History of the Georges ; or. Annals of the House of Hanover. Compiled from 
Squit>s, Broadsides, Window Pictures, Lampoons, and Pictorial Caricatures of the Time. With 



over 300 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, jjx, 6rf. 

Istory of Caricature and of the Orotesone 1 

Painting. Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown Svo. doth, yx. 6rf. 



Wynman (Margaret). — My Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by 

J . Bernard Partridgh. Post Svo, doth limp, ax. 

Zola's (Emile) Novels. Uniform Edition. Translated or Edited, with 

Introductions, by ERNHST A. VIZKTBLZ.Y. Crown Svo, doth, y. 6d. each. 



Bis Masterpiece. 
The Joy of Xilfe. 
Germinal i blaster and Man. 
The Honour of the Army. 
Abbe Houret*s TransgresslOB. 
The Fortune of the Rougons. 
The Conquest of Plassana. 
The Dram-Shop. 



The Tat and th^ TUB. I Mobcf* 

His Excellency. 

The Dream. 

TheDownfaiL 

Doctor PaMal. 

Iiourdes. J VpattfaiiitM. 

Rome. I Work. 

Parts. I Truth. ISktrHy, 



FoFtJLAR Editions, medium Svo, id. eech. 
The Dnun-Shop. [Shortly, | The DownfaU. 

With Zola in Bngland. By Erwhst A. Vizbthlly. With Four Portraits. Crown Svo. dotfc.y.&l. 

*ZZ' (L. Zangwill).— A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr. Svo.as.&i. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



a6 CHATT O 4k WiN PUS. P« Mljlifg> m St. Martla'g tjm e, ten don, W X. 
c SOME BOOK S CLASSIFIE D IN SERIES. 

The St. MartinU Library. Pott 8vo, «loib, as. net each ; leather, 35. net each. 

Tk«WMUBiaWMto. By wilkib Collns. 

AH Bortt Mid Oondltloiu ttf Xml By Sir Waltbk Bbsant. 

Tk« Olol0tM>»Bd the Hearth. By CHAS.READB. | •ttisHtrtrTooLate to Mead.' ByCH. Rbadb. 

FaalllMr BtadiM of Men and Books. By Robert Louis Stevenson. 

How AraMaa Mfhto. By Robert Louis Stevenson. ] The Deemster. By Hall Caine. 

Uader the Qreoawood ftreo. By Thomas Hardy. | the tife of the Flelde. By Richard Jefferihs. 



«!n 



The Mayfair Library. Post Svo, cloth Ump, as. 6i. per Volume. 
~ Little Eueyi: from LAMB'S Letters. 

Forensic Anecdotes. By Jacob Larwood. 

Theotricsl Aaecdotea. By Jacob LARWOoa 

Ooraelyes. ByT ' "^ 

Witoh Stories. 



aad QalddiUes. By W. D. Adams. 
Afoay Oohuna of_*The limes. 



A JowaoT ao«ad My Room. By X. de Maistrb. 

Footl^bicMinlties. By W^T. Dobson, 



The Ovpboard Fapers. by Fin-Bec 
Ikmgs of Irish Wit and Hamonr. 
Aalmalsud their Masters. By Sir A HELPS. 



By Sir A. Helps. 

Aatocrat of Breakfast-Table. By O. W. Holmes. 
Oarlositiesof Oritieism. By H. j. Jennings. 
Feaeil aad Palette. By R. Kempt. 



By E. LYNN LINTON. 

as. By H. LYNN LINT0K. 

Pastimes aad Flayers. By R.ldACSRBGOR. 
Hew Paul aad Tlrflaia. By W. H. Mallock. 
Pack OB Peeasos. By H. C. Pbnnell. 
Pecasos Be-saddled. By H. C. Pbnnbll. 
By Stream aad Boa. By Wiluam Senior. 



The Qolden Library. Post 

loagafHr Bailors. By w. c. Bennett. I 

Utm of the Hecromancers. By W.Godwin. t 

The Aatoerat of the Breakfast Table. By I 

Oliver Wendell Holmes. | 



8vo, cloth limp, 8s. per Volume. 
Sceaes of Oovalry Life. By Edward Jesse. 
La Mort d' ArOrar t Selections from Mallory. 
The Poetical Works of Aloxaader fope. 
DivendoBsof the Scho dab. Bayard Taylor 



Handy Novels. Foap. 8vo, cloth boards, IS. 64. each. 
Dr.Famser'sFatieat. By Grant Allen i BOToa Bleepers of Bpheias. M. E. Coleridge. 

MOate Oario Stories. By Joan Barrett. | The (Hd Maid's Sweetheart. By A. St. Aubyn. 

Black Spirits aad White. By R. A. Cram. Modest Ltttte Sara. By Alan St. Aubyn. 



My Library. 

The Journal of Maariee de Oaerin. 
The Draauttlc Essays of Charles Lamb. 
CiUttoa of William Shakspeare. W. S. Landor. 



Printed on laid paper, post 8to, half>Rosbarghe, ». 6d. each. 
"-—'- Christie Johastoae. By Charles Reads. 

Peg Wofl&agtoa. By Charles Rbade. 



The Poclcet Library. Post 8vo. printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., 35. each. 
«.« ._« irhe Essays of Ella. By Charles Lamb. 

Anecdotes of the Clergy. By Jacob Larwood. 

The Epicnrean. &c. By Thomas Moore. 



tmy. By Brillat-Savarin. 

K Cfrasoe. Illustrated by G. Cruikshank 
Aatocrat and Professor. By O. W. Holmes. 
Proviadal Letters of Blaise FascaL 
Whiau aad Oddities. By Thomas Hood. 
Leigh Haat's Essays. Edited by E. Ollier. 
The Barber's Chair, By Douglas Jbrrold. 



Fla^ by Richard Brinsley Sheridan. 
OalliTer's Travels, &c. By Dean Swift. 
Thomson's Seasons. IHustrated. 
White's natural History of Beiborne. 



POPULAR SIXPENNY NOVELS. 



Th« Dnuo-Sligp, By HuiLn Zola, (SJ^ rfy. 
The TeEte tyl sLawv C rant Ai.tFN, [Shi' rfy, 
Oliacfl BaanV By CHAHBJS R-RAPIL [SJf- rtly. 
Armadale. l:^y WiLitiE COLLiHS, [iVc,?-.">. 

SUaa BarrinfftoQ, lly B. M. CRUK^IL \SliisyHy. 

~ "I's coat.. Ky P. C, Mtj p, HAV. [SAarUy. 

T ol the Swrd . IL Bu CH a« ^81, [AA^**-^. 
1 g£ aibeoB. WALTma Besa^tt. li{At}tify. 

jage Oirl. Uy Waltfe iik^avt. 

AQ Borti and pAiiditfouj of Men, \vm,t. Bssant. 
Ibfl ChanlaJn at the Plaet HfLSAr^T ,l RscH- 
Rsad* -Maney KarClb^y, AFFIANT &Rjca 
■m* 6aidlaiv ETatt^i'n\'. JinSANT iniJ kiCS. 
ys ■■=■•;. 1- ! -.LL CktSP.. 
The biwuww «rt m wcuae. By Hall CAUfB. 
ABoaofHanr. ByHALLCAiNB. 
Aatoaina. By Wilkie Collins. 



The Moonstone. By Wilkie Collins. 

The Woman ia White. By Wilkie Collins. 

The Dead Secret. By WiLKiB Collins. 

Man and Wife. By Wilkie Collins. 

The New Magdalen. By Wilkie Collins. 

Held in Bondage. By Ouida. 

Moths. By Ouida. i Pnek. By Ouida. 

Under Two Flags. By Ouida. 

Peg Wofflngton J aad Chriatlo Jehqstone. By 

Charles Rbade. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. By Charles 

RSADB. 

Itis Never Too Late to Mend. CRarles Readb. 
Hard Cash. By Charles Reai^e. 

Foul Play. By CHARLES RRADE. 

New AraUaa Nights. By R. L^ Stevenson. 
The Old Factory. By William Westall. 
The Downfall. By E. Zola, 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

LiBRART Bditioms OF NovBLS.many Illustrated, crown Svo, cloth titfaiss. 6d. each. 



By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 



Valerie's Pate. 
A Life Interest 
Mona's Choice. 
By Woman's Wit. 
The Cost of Her Pride. 



Barbara. 

A Fight with FatO. 

A Golden Autumn. 

MrsCrichton'sQreditor. 

The Step-mother. 



A MlMUgHero 
By M. ANDBRSON.-othello-s Occupatio*. 

By a. WEBB APPLETON. 
Bash Conclusions. -*.*»-%. >v 

By EDWIN L. ARNOLD. 



By P. M. ALLBN.^erees as Grass. 
By GRANT ALLEN. 



FhUistla. I 'Babylon. 
Strange Stories. 
For Maimle's Sake, 
In all Sbailes. 
The Beckoning Hand. 
The Deyil's Die. 
This Mortal Coll. 
Tho Tents Of Shorn. 



The Groat Taboo. 
Domar 08011 Daughter. 
Duchess of Powyslaad. 
Blood Royal. 
l. Oceet's Masterpieoe. 
The Scallywag. 
At Market Value. 
Under Sealed OrdoM. 



*. . .. ByROBBRT JBARR« 
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Thb PiccAmtLY (3/6) NowELS—continued. 



By PRANK BARRETT. 

f IroiiBracaleta. I .Under a Btr«ng 

A Miuieg Wlfeneu. 



Woman of ironBracaleta. I .Under a Btrangs Uaik. 
Fettered for Life. A Miuieg Witneu 

Xhe Harding ScaadaL I Was She Jutifled t 

By * BBLLB.*— Vaihtl and EstHer. 

By Sif W. iiCSANT and J. RICE 
Ea;%rr7-Mnii6rMDrtibaT. | By Cella'a Ajrbour. 



Kr Little 0;rL 

WUh Harp a.ni C^ovD^ 

tbs (jn3d*n Butterfly . 

tJl« tlankfic^f ThQlewa. . _ 

by Sir WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts A conaitioait ■ Annorel of Lyontwe. 



Cnaplain of the Fleet. 
Tbe Seamy Side. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft 
In Trafalgar s Bay. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 



AU^a jL Garden ¥v,i)^. 

I>orothy l"(jFittrr 
TJBtla Jinit. I Ro^Tltsit 
World Want ^BlllilKl. 
Children o! GlhttiTL 

For Faith and Freedom. 
To CaU Her Mine. 
The Revolt of Han. 
The Bell of St. PanVs. 



S.Katherlne'f by Tower 
Verbena Camellia, dte. 
The Ivory Gate. 
The Bebel Queen. 
Dreams of Avarice. 
In Deacon's Orders. 
The Master Craftsman. 
The City of Eefnge. 
A Fountain Sealed. 
The OhangsUns. 
The Fourto 6«neratioa 



The Charm. 

By AMBR05E BiBRCB—Xn Midst of Life. 
By HAROLD BINDLOSS.AinsUe's JaJv. 

ByM. McD. BODKIN. 
Dora Myrl. IShillelagh and Bhamrock. 

By PAUL BOURQET.--ALiTln3Ll8. 
By J. D. BRA Y5t1AW.— Slum Silooaettet. 
By H. A. BRYDEN.-An Exiled Scot. 
By ROBERT BUCHANAN, 



Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature* 
Ood and the Man. 
Martyrdom of Madeline 
Love Me for Ever. 
Annan Water. 
Fosglove Manor. 
The Charlatan. 



The New Abelard. 
Matt. I Rachel Dsn« 
Master of the Mine. 
The Eeir of Linne. 
Woman and tho Man. 
Bed and White Heather. 
Lady Kilpatrick. 
Andromeda. 



R. W. CHAMBER5.-The Bllni in YeUow. 
By J. M. CHAPPLE.-The Minor Chord. 

-V .. , ^y "^'-^ CAINE. 

Shadow of a Crime. Deemster. | Eon of Hasar. 
By AUSTIN CLARE.-By ke of Klvfr. 

,,By Mrs ARCHER CLIVE. 
Pan! FerroU. I Why Paul FerroU Killed his Wife. 

By ANNE COATES.— Kle s Diary. 
_ By MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Bed Sultan. i The Burden of IsabeL 

By WILKI^ COLLINS. 
Armadale. I AfterDark. — - - 
No Name. lAntonina 
Basil. imdeandSeek. 



The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
The Woman in Whlto. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Haunted EoteL 
The Moonstono. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. T 



The Now Ma^d&len. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Two Destinies. 
' I Say No.' 
Little Novels. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
The Evil Genius. 
The Legacy of Cain. 
A Rogue's Life. 
Blind Love. 



By MORT. & PRANCES"C0LLINS. 

macksmith« Scholar. | TStf^lay me False. 
The Village Comedy. | Midnight to Midnight. 
M, J- COLQUHOUN.--Eyerylnoh Soldier. 
_ By HERBERT COMPTON. 
Tho Xninutable Ilirs. Masslngham. 

By B.H.COOPER.— Oeoflory Hamilton. 
By V. C. COTES. -Two Glrison a Barga. 
_ By C. E. CRADDOCK. 

The Prophet of the Qreat Smoky Mouataiu. 
His Vanished Star. 



By H. 

•f ttit 



N. CRELLiN. 
OM BtrafUo. - 



By MATT CRIM. 

The Adyontures of a Fair Rebel. 

By S. R. CROCKETT and others. 
Talea of Onr Coast. 

By B. M. CROKER. 



DUua Birringtoili 

Proper Frii3«. 

A Family Llkeuen. 

3f rotty Mica ^evinn 

A Elrd flf Fauase. 

Mr, Jcrvi^- 

Viliag-a T^at, 

Pume One EJjfl, I Juctt. 

Inffttmitfcn. 

By ALPHANfSr.^ IV^UDET. 
Ths Zvangellat [ ■■•■ ■ .■ •■/•., 

H . C. U A V J tJ ^ L , . - w.ti "L^ll tr- i ly^nH^Utt. 

By HARRY DE WINDT. 
Tmo Tales of Travel and Adventure. 
By DICK DONOVAN. 



T Hilda. 

in tljflKlngdtxn alKanf 

UtitTitrtiic^i. 

A Third PflrcilR, 

Miis Bv^inEijifi'i Put. 
Ttrencft. 



Tales of Terror. 
Chronicle* of Mlcbael 
Danevitch. IDetective. 
Tyler Tatiock, Private 



Man from Manchester. 
Records of Vincent Trill 
The Mystery of 
Jamaica Ten-ace. 

Deacon Brodie. 
By RICHARD DOWLINQ. 
Old Corcoran's Money. 

By A. CONAN DOYLE. 
The nrm of Glrdlestone. 

By S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN. 

A Daughter of To-day. | Vernon's Aunt. 

By ANNIE EDWARDES. 

Archie Lovell. I A Plaster Saint. 

By O. S. EDWARDS.— enasciJeparUla. 

By 0. MANVILLE FENN 



Cursed by a Fortune. 
The Case of Ailsa Oray. 
Commodore Junk. 
The New Mistress. 
Witness to the Deed. 
The Tiger Lily. 
The White Virgtn. 
Black Blood. 
Double CunniBf . 



A Fluttered DovQCOte. 
King of the Castle 
Master of Ceremonies. 
The Man with a Shadow 
One Maid's Iifilschief. 
Story of Antony Grace. 
This Man's Wife. 
In Jeopardy. [n^ng. 
A Woman Worth Wl&> 



By PERCY FITZGERALD.-FatalZero 
By Hon. Mrs. WALTER FORBES. 

Dumb. 

By R. B. PRANCILLON. 

One by One. | Ropes of Sand. 

A Dog and his Shadow. Jack Doyle's Daughter. 

A Real Queen. | 

By HAROLD FREDERIC. 
Beth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton GirL 

By GILBERT GAUL. 
AStracgeManuscript Fcnnd in a Copper Cylinder. 
By PAUL GAULOT.— The Red Shirts. 
By CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. I The Golden Shaft. 

Loving a Dream. The Braes of Yarrow. 

Of High Degree I 

By E. OLANVILLE. 
The Lost Heiress. I The Golden Rock. 

Fair Colonist | Fosslcker I Tales from the Veld. 

By E. J. GOODMAN. 
The Fate of Herbert Wayne. 

By Rev. S. BARING GOULD. 
Bod Spider. J Eve. 

By ALFRBD A- Of^ACE, 
Talei of a Dyljag Rac^, 

CECIL GRIFFITH. -XJorinthla IffirasioiL 
By A, CLAVERINQ OUNTtiR. 

AFlorfcIa Eivliautrrtnt. 

By BRET HARTE. 

A WAlfciftbflPlalin " ' 



QMo. £Sprtj]Ki, 

A Sp.p[)iio at Gresn 
Col. BtarbotUe » GUtut. 
flnej. j BalJy Horn. 

~ ■ irTtititadtc 



Taltiefl 



oi Ja.itk 



W*m OndtaM IfDTtli. 



A ^rotL gqe 

Htmlla 4. 
Cl»rBrcfl. 
Birker i hnzk. 
DtvUsjcrit i<i^i€icT. 

Tlire*rirEatts, 
G4brie^ C&OToy. 
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By OWEN HALL. 

Th« Track of & Storm. | Jotsam. 

By C05M0 HAMILTON. 
SlMMmrofZmpocsibU. | Tliroaah a Keyholib 

Bv THOMAS HARDY. 
Undor the OrooBwood Tt««. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. | Dost. 1 Beatrix Raodolph. 

Ellice Qnentin. David Poindexter'i IH» 

Bebaittiui Stromr appearance. 

Fortone'i Fool. i Spectre of Camera. 

By Sir A. HELPS.— Ivan deBiron. 
By I. HENDERSON. -Aeatha Pace 
By O. A. HENTY. 
Dorothy'e Doable. | The Qneen'i C«p. 

HEADON HILL.-Zambra the Detective. 
By JOHN HILL.— The OommouAsceetor. 

By TIQHB HOPK1N5. 
Twlzt Love and Daty. | Nvgenti of Oarrlconna. 
The Xneomplete Adventurer. | Nell Haffendea. 
VICTOR HUQO.-The Outlaw of Iceland. 

By FERGUS HUME. 

Lady from Nowhere. I The HiUionaire UTitory 

By Mrs. HUNQERFORD. 



A Point of Oonsdenee. 
A Maiden aU Forlorn. 
The Coming of Ohio*. 
Nora Creina. 
An Anzlotu Momeat. 
April'i Lady. 
Peter '■ Wife. 
LoTlce. 



BlarveL 

A Modem Ciree. 

Ladv Patty. 

A Mental Struwle. 

Lady Vemer's Fl^t. 

The Bed-Home Myitery 

The Three Graces. 

ProfSMor's Snerlmeat. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 
The Leaaen Casket. | Self- Condemned. 
That Other Perion. | Mrt. Juliet. 
By R. ASHE KINa.-A Drawn 1 

By GEORGE LAMBERT. 
The President of Boravla. 

By EDMOND LEPBLLETIER. 
Madaine Saiu-aene. 
By ADAM LILBURN-ATregedylnMarUe 

By HARRY LINDSAY. 
Bhoda Roberts. I The Jacobite. 

By HENRY W. LUCY.-Wdeon Pleyea. 

By E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. The Atonement of Learn 

Under which Lord? 
'My Love t' | Xoaa. 
Paaton Oarew. 
Sowing the Wind. 
With a Silken Thread. 
The World WeU Lost. 

By JUSTIN 
A Fair Saxon. 
I Bochford. 



The One Too Many. 
Dnloie Everton. 
Rebel of the Family. 
Aa Octave of Frlenda. 

MCCARTHY. 

Donna Qnixote. 
Maid of Athens. 
The Comet of a Soaeoa. 
The Dictator. 
Bed Diamonds. 
The Riddle Ring. 
The Three Disgraeei. 
Mononia. 
By J4J5TIN H. McCARTHY. 
A London Legend. | The Royal Christopher 

By GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Heather and Snow. | Phantastes. 
W. H. MALLOCK.-The New RepnbUe. 
P.ft V. MARGUERITTE.-TheDiMurtev. 
By L. T. MEADE. 



UnleyRoc: 

Dear Lady Diadala. 
Oamiola. 
Waterdale Neighbovn. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
Mb* Misanthrope. 



A Soldier of Fortoae. 
In an Iron Orlp. 
Dr. Ramsey's Patient. 
TheVoice of theOharmer 

An Adventaress. 

A Stumble by the Way. 
By LEONARD MERRICK. 
Thla Stage of Fools. | Oyn^ 
By EDMUND MIT 
The I^ne Star Rash. 



On Brink of a Chaoa. 
The Blrea. 

The Way of a Wonuuk 
A Son of IihmaeL 
The Blue Diamoad. 



flTCHBLL 



By BERTRAM MITFORD. 

The Oon-Bunaer. | The King's Assesral. 

LaekofOerardRidgeley.JJUash. Fanninc'sQaesti 
The Triumph of BUiOT Blaehland, 
By Mrs. MOL^SWORTH. 

Dy J. ll MUDDOCK. 
Malct Marlim andfi^blD Ho*^. J Oa^ldsu UdL 
BaelJi^ tb4 J filter. : TsnnE LcKhtcvar. 

By O. criRlSTIB MURRAY. 



BobHart] UP Little dlii 
Tlmft'i BBTiin^fls, 
A Wasted Crliae. 
In Direst ft ril. 
Moimt Deipair 

AO&phll Q'KllilB. 

IaS«t in. pr^so & Tent 
A StafB for MiiUima. 
TtUMttlaWoj^iiL 
HliOwn abesL 



A %.:'•? B AtfiieiL*nt. 

JOKRT'tl'Jl Co-it, 

Ooi-'-. nf Fire 

Old r'v.ir'a Hero. 

V»J .:;riiiii(«= I- Heuti. 

AJililcl Fither. 

By fhf ^'\'tt at tbt Sea. 

A 7JLr Of .' HttmJkD Nttnre 

Flirl P?rspn aittguJifcr. 

Cys,'- TijrEmie. 

Th« Wn.J'O'f Eh'J WtJ'llA. 

By MLiRRAY «nd HEIJMAN. 
Thu BLMMcips' Cit]«. I r&ulJ$aitj.Atla^ 

One TrjiVfllltr H^turjis. | 

By HUMR MlSiili f.-' E^iup r 

By W. E. NORRIS. 

Balai Aaa's. I BiUy Bellow. 

Mist Weatworth's Idea. 

By G. OHNET. 

A Weird eift. I Love's Depths. 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT.-The Sorceresa. 

By OUIDA. 



Held in Bondage. 
Strathmore J Chandoi, 
Under Two Flags. 
Zdalia. taago. 

Cecil Oaatlemaiae'i 
Tricotrin. | Pnek. 
Folle Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pa«cai«l. I Signa. 
Princess Napraxiao. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 



bi a Winter City. 
Friendship. 
Moths. I Rnfflao. 
Pipistrello. I Arladno. 
A village Commune. 
BimbL I Waodik. 
Frescoes. | Othmar. 
In Maremma. 
Byrltn. { Guilderoy. 
Santa Barbara. 
Two OfCenders. 



The Waters of Edera. 
By MARGARET A. PAUL. 

Oeatle aad Simple. 

By JAMES PAYN. 

Lost Sir Massmgberd. The Talkj>f the Towa. 
The Family Scapegrace 



A Cooniy Family. 
Less Black than WeTo 

Palo ted. 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Orape from a Thom. 
In Peril and Privation. 
Mystery of Mlrbridge. 



Holiday Tasks. 
For Cash Only. 
The Burnt Zlllllon. 
The Word and the WilL 
Bunny Stories. 
A Trying Patient. 
A Bfodera Dick Whit- 
tiagtoa. 



Hifh Spirits. iBy Proxy. 
By WILL PAYNE.-Jerry the Dreamer. 
By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRABD. 

Outlaw and Lawmaker. I Mrs. Tre^kiss. 

Christina Chard. I Nulma. | ££adame laaa. 

• As a Watch in the Hight.' 

By E. C. PRICE.-valentina. 

By RICHARD PRYCE. 

MlM Maxwell's Affections. 

By CHARLES RBADE. 
Peg WoflSnffton ; end , Ortath 0%imt. 

Onr!."tfl Jabnitona. ' Love T,ltt35. LovoLcxii^ 
Harit Ca.^ii. Thft LowbU MAn-lag<, 

Oldi^^LT it Lho Hearth. , Fofll Pifl.j\ 
He V i; r Tfld Likto iQ Lleu d Pn E Vn^tr i s Bis PJaia 
The Courns <tt True ATcrnblcTeti 
'L<i\-D ■ ,-ifi.f Single'! A BiruplQ^On, 
heart dt DtsOblBifaflfl, " "* " ' 

Autohjogrnnhy of a 
Thiel^ Ati of iJ] 
TTi;^(i'CJ ', A tisro Kad 
a Maiiyr ; aufi The 
Waiict«rlii^ Heir. 

Hy FRANK RICHARDSON, 
The lil4h^i whci Lait Tilt Post. 

By mrs. 4, H. RlDDt^LL. 
Weird t^tories. | A Bloh Man s DaUcWiftr 



A WaiDKD Hater. 
Tbo JUt, A otiierSSorteij 
it Qood Stories p I Maft, 
A PnIIoiu Eecrst. 
^eadl'Lna ^ and BQd* 
Oh!iJ-acb«:n. 
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Tbs Piccadilly (3/6) Novbls— «Ofi^t»fM<l* 

By AMBLIB RIVB8. 

» Daring. | MarleL 

By P. W. ROBINSON. 

Th* BMidi of Jvctle*. | WoaoMi la tt» Durk. 

By ALBERT ROSS..41 gngftr PriaoMa. 

J. RUNCIMAN.-Bkipp«n and BlMUbaeki. 

By W, CLARK RUSSELL. 



Bwik far Mifl Hmovlc^Il 

JwriPT urlav*. 
An Octut TFft|r»tl/h 

A TaJ* of Two T^nneili 



My Siiip^iita LotiSut. 

Ii Ha this iloLU 7 
GoDd e^lp -lAaheclt.' 

f hi T*l6 of tfiifl rtlL 
rb« L*it EaUT> 



Tbt I^aatiL BMp. 

By DORA RUSSELL.-Drlft of Pit*. 

Ily HBRBRRT RUSSBLL. Tru^j e[u*. 
BAVm ST* JOhxN,-A LoFWiUii* FJUDi;/. 

By ADBLINB SBRQBANT. 

Dr. Endioott'i Experiment, 
Under False Pretence*. 
By M. P. 5H1EU - ma ^cipla CFloud. 
liy ut^OROB R. 51ALS. 



m LoadoQ'a Hurt 

TAatj Juli'i tlmaa'm, 

Tbe fltnaU-iArt Lidf^ 



Pa^onetAbroAd. 
ODCt Qjwa hClulitiDAV 

TllDf. 

Wlttiant the rJmeU(;bt. 
K^gHH ijld V^ab4Dd». 

BiVffrK.pha oi ij*.tiTioa. 
By HAWLI^V SftlART, 

WltheiitLoTfl or LJctnce. [ Tfie OutiJdp-r. 

Tbt Uutar of RadLHtllT. SeAirloia A lieELadlch. 

By J-MOYK SMITH, 

iFh* PritLce of Argollj. 
By T, W. SPEIOrtT. 
A Stent Df the Sal | A Miviaii of tha Md:jt,. 
Tbft Bfay Idcmk. &ecrflt n^^ein Toweri. 

l^aUMft^r of ^renuiQe The Diion af i^Lva. 
Tbfi W«b Df F&td. I Ai It ^aa WiitUn. 

The Strauee EsciieEian^e^ ot Mr V^riitfboyU. 

By ALAN ST. AUUVN. 
A FaUc^w oi Tnnity, | TharrnmieUEHtnondi. 
The JdjuJor l}«Aia. Th» Wualah; df b^y. 

To hla {Jwn Kfutar. A PTQClor I V^DU^Uijr. 

In Fsflfl of ttif Wr>r[d. I PfiQnIi M,\[rEtla liMdw. 

OmhkTd DuQftre]. i ^iti-yy Uavfia.. 

Mr*. Diui1>ar'i secret. 

By JOHN STAFFORD.— Dorte and L 

By R. 5TBPHBNS.— The Omelfonn Mark. 

By_R. NBILSON STBPHBNS. 
PhlUpirinwood. 

R. A. STBRNDALB.— The Algjuai Knlfa. 
R. L. STEVENSON.— The Bulclde dub. 

By FRANK STOCKTON. 
The Tovng If aater of Hyeon EalL 
By SUNDOWNER, fold by the TaffiraU. 
By ANNIE THOMAS.— The Slrena Weh. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 
The Vlolla-Player. | In a Cathedral City. 



By PRANCES B. TROLLOPB 

Like Shipi upon Sea. I Kabel'a Progreaa. 
Anne Pnmaaa. I 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPB. 
The Way we Lire How. I 6carboro«|di'B Family. 
Fran Frobmann. I The Land-Leagnen. 

ICarion Fay. | 

By IVAN TURQENIEPP. Ac. 
Btorlea from Foreign NoreUsta. 

By MARK TWAIN. 
Ciho*ca Worju. 1 Padd'nbaad WUian. 



Th*: JLTitlOL^nti Abroad 
H^lilf Ling It : audi T-ha 

Irboce&tH at fioEaaH 
A Tritinp Abreid. 
^heAiiidrlL&d Gl^liaaQt. 



T^« GUdld A^. 
frlnca aiid tha JP,a.iitier« 
Ufa On tb« ^fluUiJpD]. 
Tb* AdTcntnri^a of 

Hucl(,lBberrv FiLnii+ 
A TaDJE«fi at tbe CoHTt 



AdTentilriiBTuniSawyer flfKlOffArthiir. 
Tom fl*wyHT Aliraad. EWJcu Whit* EJophuL 
Tom Biiwrnr.D«^i;tJvB ' £tJX<i,QQa HaRk-not*. 
A ComWc'tirr ailed DetettLve fttory. 
C. C. F,-TVTLI:R-— >nitr*ia Jaditb. 
By SARAH TYTLKR. 
WbJi-tS^Ua Damarm-onjfb , Aln OftrmiciaMrt a»d^ 
Irurlfi:! iTj^mDiida. daaiei 

Thfi I^liLfkh^]] Qhfaita. R&dhelLansrbin. 
T!£4 M^T:«!nb&id I.ua. A HDi[i(iT]!n(.i9a'i EcUp«t 
Wltch-Wi'p i Bupphlra !■ A Yondj: Dr»gcm. 

By ALLEN upward* 
The Qneen against Owen. 

By ALBERT D. VANDAM. 
A Oonrt Trageoy. 

By B. A. VIZETELLY. 
The Scorpion. | Tbe Lorer'a Progreaa. 

By FLORENCE WARDEN. 
Joan, the Onrate. | A Fight to a Finlab. 

By CY WARMAN.-ExpreasMe88enger, 

By A. WERNER. 
Ohapenca'a White Kan. 

_By WILLIAM WESTALL. 



For Hononr and Life. 
A Woman Tempted Him 
Her Two MUliona. 
Two Pinches of Snuff. 
Nigel Fortesouo. 
Birch Dene. 
The Phantom Olty. 
A Queer Baca. 
Ben (Oouch. 



The Old Factory. 
Bed Byrington. 
Balph Norbreck'B Tnwl 
Trast-money. 
Sons of Belial. 
Boy of Boy's Court. 
With the Red Eagle. 
A Bed Bridal. 
Strange Crimes (Tnw 
Stones). 

By ATHA WESTBURY. 

The Shadow of Hilton Fembrook. 

By FRED WHISHAW. 
A Forbidden Name. 
By C. J. WILLS.— An Easy-going Fellow. 

By JOHN STRANGE WINTER. 
Cavalry Life ; and Begimental Legends. 
A Soldier's GhUdren. 

By B. ZOLA. 
The Joy of Life. | BU Masterpiecs. 

The Fortune of the Bongons. 
Abbe Monret'a Transgression. 
The Conquest of Plassans. I CterminaL 
The Honour of the Army. 
The Downfall. 1 His Excellency. 



Money. 1 The Dram-Shop. 
Lonrdea. I Home. | Paris. | Work. 



The Dream. 

Dr. PascaL . . . . 

The Fat and tbe Thin. | Frultfnlness. | Truth. 
By 'ZZ. '—A Nineteenth Century Miracle. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OP POPULAR NOVELS. 

Post 8vO| illustrated boards, as. each. 
By ARTEMUS WARD. By GRANT ALLEN 



ArtMMB Ward Oompleto. 

By Mrt. ALEXANDER. 
Maid. Wife, or Widow T I A Life Interest. 
Blind Fate. j Mona's Choice. 

Talorlo's Fata. I By Woman's Wit. 

By B. LB8TBR ARNOLD. 
ffhratlMn* 



FhHIstla. I Babylon. 
Strange Stories. 
For Indmle's Sako. 
In all Shades. 
The Beckoning Hand 
The Devil's Die. 
The Tents of ShOM 
ZhoaroatTabotii 



Dumareaq's Daughter. 
Duchess of Powysland. 
Blood BoyaL [piece. 
Ivan Qreet's Master* 
The Scallywag. 
This Mortal ColL 
At Msjrket Value. 
VMor Sealed OrdMMk 
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Two-Shillinq fiovmL9—continu£d, 
BY PRANK BARRETT. 



F«tt«red for Life. 
UU1« La4y Union. 
B«t«M« Life * D«att. 
Sin of Olflia ZfcMOttltoh. 
F0D7 Morriioa. 
U«at. B&rmbM. 
Honeit DaTlo. 
A Prodlgal'i Progrow. 

By Sir W. BBSANT and J. 
KttAjMmn Uorttboy 
Mt littlo a&L 
Wltb Harp and Orova. 
Thli Son of Tnlcaa. 
Tho Goldoa Bnttorfly. 
Bm Monka of Tlwloina. 



Found OuUtT. 

A SoeoUlBff Voayeaaet. 

For loTo andHottonr. 



John Ford. &c. 
Womaaof ZroaBrac«'la 
no HardlA^ BcandaL 
A Mlntag Witness. 

RICE. 

Bt OaUa's Arbour. 
Ohaplain of tha Flsot. 

Tho Boamv Bide. 
Tko Oaao of Mr. Lncraft. 
In TrafaUor's 5-^7. 
Tho Ten Terrs' Tenant. 



By Sir WALTER BESANT. 



The BoU of St. Paul's. 
The HdlT Boss. 
Armorei of Lyoneese. 
8.KaUi«rlne's bv Tower 
▼orbena CamoUIa SU- 

phanotis. 
The iTory Gate. 
Tho Behel Qceea. 
fioTond the Dreanu of 

ATUiee. 
The Revolt of Man. 
In Deacon's Orders. 
TheCltyof Sefnge. 



iioTkM of Men 
n« Gapt^lni naom, 
AM Ig a harden Pair, 
porotij F4nt«r- 

Thm Wurid WiBt very 

Wtti TheB. 
CbUdren or aibwin. 
Herr PaulmL 
Far f lith a^id PrBftilom. 
t*^ OiiU Her ■ ^ ^ - 
The Uattflr l. ■ .-in. 

By AMBROSE BIBRCE. 
latlMUldstof Life. 

By FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Oaap Holes. I Chronicles of Ho-maa's 

•avaf* Life. I Land. 

BY BRET HARTB. 
Oallfomian Storisfc I 'MR-.^ IJ'^^^ 
Gabriel Oonroy. A n^TS*"?' ?*• '^I"^*^ 

Luck of Boarlng Camp. A Waif of the Pi:dns. 
An Heiress of Bed Dof . | Ward of Ctolden Qato. 
By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

"-- ■ The Hartyrdom of lla- 

deline. 
The Nev Abelard. 
The Heir of Linne. 
Woman and the Man. 
BachelDene. I Matt. 
Lady KUpatrtck. 



Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Haturs. 
Ood and the Maa. 
LoTO Me for Ever. 
Foxglove ICaaor. 
~ e Bliuter of the Ifiao. 



The — --- 
Annan Water. 

By BUCHANAN and MURRAY. 
The warlataa. 

By HALL CAINB. 
The Shadow of aOriait. I Tho Oeeaurter. 
A.Son of Hagar. | 

By Commander CAMERON. 
Ths Cruise of the 'Blaeh Frinoe.' 

By HAYDEN CARRUTH. 
The AdTontures of Jones. 

By AUSTIN CLARE. 
For tho Love of a Lass. 

By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVB. 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul FerroU KlUed his Wife. 

By MACLARBN COBBAN. 
Tho Cure of Souls. | The Bed Cultaa. 
By WILKIB COLLINS. 



Armadale. ] AflerDarh. 
No Name. ^ 

Antoniaa. <<^ 

BasU. 

Hide and Seok. 
The Dead Sooret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
Minor Mrs. T 
The New Ma«daloa. 
The Prosen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotol. 
A Boguo's Ufa. 



Mr 

The ■>V.':,l;i3j il^ WMte. 

Tht Mo&Ji^t&oa* 
Ma.It azA Wirt', 
Poor MJuA FLncb. 
Tb« Fn'JBH L?ai-«i, 
Joxi9^DL'i J^i.a^btor* 
Th9 Slfltii Roll 9. 
HeB.rt Rj%d BclenB*p 
•I Bay No I ■ 
The£vi: &QDTitl, 
Littl9K0?5Lt. 
LeAicf at Gmim. 
BUnd Ltftt, 



By C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 



By MORT. it PRANCES COLLINS. 



Sweet and Twenty. 
The Village Comedy. 
Ton Play me False. 
Blacksmith aadScholsf 
Frances. 



Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
FromMldaight to MM- 

Bight. 
A F^t with Fortune. 

By M. J. COLQUHOUN. 
Bvory IncA a Soldier. 

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 
Iba Pr^het of the Croat Smoky Mountains. 

By MATT CRIM. - 
Tho Adventures oi a Fair Rebel. 
By H. N. CRBLLIN. -Tales of the Caliph. 
By B. M. CROKER. 
Kev ■ — " * 



Pretty Miss MevlUe. 
Diana Barringtoo, 

•To Let.' 

A Bird of Passago. 

Proper Pride. 

A Faiaily Likeness, 

A Third Person. 

By ALPHONSB DAUDBT. 
The Evangelist ; or. Port Salvation. 

By DICK DONOVAN. 



VUiage Tales and Junglo 

Tragedies. 
Two Masters. 
Mr. Jervis. 
The Beai Lady Hilda. 
Married or Singlet 
Interference. 



In the Grip of the Law. 
From Information &•• 

eoivod. 
Tracked to Doom. 
Link by Link 
Susplolon ArouseC 
BiddlssBead. 



The Man-Hunter. 
Tracked and Taken. 
Caught at Last i 
Wanted I 
Who Poisoned Hetty 

Duncan? 
Man from Manchester. 
A Detective's Triumphs 
The Msrstery of Jamaica Terraeo. 
The Chronicles of Michael Daaovitch. 

By Mrs. ANNIB EDWARDBr^ 
A Point of Honour. | ArcUo LoveU. 
By EDWARD BOOLBSTON. 

***'' By a. MANVILLB PENN. 
The Hew Mistress. 1 Bie mger Uly. 

Witness to the Deed. | The White Virgia. 

By PERCY PITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. ) Socend Mrs. Tillotaon. 

Never Forgotten. Seventy - Ave Brooka 

Polly. Street. 

Fatal Zero. | The Lady of Braatoma 

By P. PITZ^^BRALD and others. 
Strange Secrets. 
^^^By R. E. FRANCILLON. 



Xing or Knave? 
Romances of tho Law. 



Ropes of Sand. 
ADo( 



ig and his Skadout 



Olympia. 
One by One. 
A Real Queen. 
Quoen Cophetna. 

By HAROLD FREDERIC. 
Beth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton Oirl. 
Prcfaccd_^ Sir BARTLE FRERB, 
Fanduran^^ GILBERT GAUL. 
A Strange Manuscript. 

By CHArLeS GIBBON 



Robin Gray. 
Fancy Free. 
For Lack of Gtold. 
What wiU World Say t 
In Love and War. 
For the Kii^. 
In Pastures Gh'een. 
Queen of the Meadov. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Dead Heart. 



m Honour Bjav^d. 
Flower of the Forost. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Goldea Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 
By Mead and Etroaaa. 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard VxM. 
Heart's Delight. 
Blood-Money. 



Didie. 



WILLIAM GILBERT. ^ 



'*"*'By ERNEST QtANVILLB. 
The Lost Heiress. 1 The Fbssicker. 

A Fair Colonist. I ^ ,„ ^ 

By Rev. 8. BARING GOULD 
Bed UflUt, ' \ i^rt . 
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Two-Shilling Novels— con<t««rd. 

By ANDREW HALLIDAY. 
BT*r7-day Papers. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 
VnAn th« cTreenwood Tr««. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNB. 



awtii. 

SUlce Quratta. 
Fortutto'i FooL 
Mist Oadogiuu 
Sebastian Stroma. 



Beatrix K&mlolpli. 
Love— or a Moae. 
David Poindexter'e DIi* 

appearance. 
TUe Spectre 

Camera. 



Of the 



Dott. 

By Sir ARTHUR HELPS. 
iTAn de Blron. 

By Q. A. HBNTY. 
Bvjub the Jnezler. 

By HBADON HILL. 
Sambra tbe Detective. 

By JOHN HILL. 
Treaioa Felony. 

By Mrs. CASH EL HOEY. 
Tha Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. QBORQB HOOPER* 
Tha House of Baby. 

By Mrs. HUNQBRPORD. 



▲ lEalden all Forlorn. 

In Dnrance Vila. 

ManreL 

A Mental Straggle. 

A Modem Olrce. 

April's Lady. 

Fatar's Wife. 



Lady Vcmer's Flight. 
*he Hed-Hottse Mystery 
The Three Graces. 
Unsatisfactory Lovar« 
Lady Patty. 
Nora Crelna. 
Professor's Exparlmanl 



By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT, 
nat other Person. I The Leaden Casket. 

Belf-Oondemned. | 

By MARK KERSHAW. 
Ooloaial Facta and Fictions. 

By R. ASHE KINQ. 
ADrawa Qama. I Passion's 91ava. 

*Tha Wearing of tha Bell Barry. 

By BDMOND LBPBLLBTIBR 

ICadama Sans-Oena. 

By JOHN LBYS. 
na Undnys. 

By B. LYNN LINTON. 



PatrtaiaSambalL 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which L«rdY 
PastoBOamw. 
'MjLoTal' 



The Atoueuent of Laam 

Dun das. 
Babel of the Family. 
Sowins the Wind. 
The One Too Many. 
DvlcieBverton. 



WithaSnkanXbrasd. 

By HENRY W. LUCY. 
•IdaanFlayca. 

By JUSTIN MCCARTHY. 



Dear Lady Disdain. 
Waterdala Neisiiboiiri. 
My Enemy's Daughter 
A Fair Saxon. 
Unlay Baahford. 
sMisaathropa. 



Donna Qaizote. 
Maid of Athens. 
The Comst of a Saaaon. 
The Dictator. 
Bed Diamonds. 
Tha Blddla Bing. 

By HUOn MACCOLL. 

Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. 

By QEORQB MACDONALD. 
Eaather and Snow. 

Bv AQNBS MACDONBLL. 
r Oirasias. 

By W. H. MALLOCK. 
Aa Haw Bepnblic. 

By BRANDBR MATTHBWS. 
A Baerat of tha Sea. 

By L. T. MBADB. 

AtoMkrtfFartiaa. 



kiy LEONARD MERRICK. 
Tha Man who was Good. 

By Mrs. MOLBSWORTH. 

Hafharconrt Bectory. 

By J. E. MUDDOCK. 
BtoriesWairdand Won- i From tha Boaam of tha 

derfnL Deep. 

Tha Dead Man's Baerat. | 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 

A Model Father. A Bit of Human Katvre. 



First Person SingnUr. 
Bob Martin's LittleOirL 
Time's Bevenges. 
A Wasted Crime. 
In Direst ParlL 
Mount Despair. 
A Oapfnl o' Hails 



Joseph's Coat. 

Coa's of Fire. 

Ve,l Strange. I Hearts. 

Old Blaser's Hero. 

The Way of the World 

Cynic Fortune. 

A Life s Atonement. 

By the Qata of the Saa. 

By MURRAY and HERMAN. 
One TraveUer Kotnms. I The Bishops' Blbla. 
Paul Jones's Alias. | 

By HUME NISBET. 

' Ball Up I ' I Dr.BemardSt. Vincent 

By W. B. N0RRI5. 
Saint Ann's. | BiUy Bellnv. 

By OBORQES OHNET 

Dr. Bameau. I A Weird Qift. 

A Last Love. | 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 

Whitaladies. I The Greatest Heiress in 

The Primrose PattL | England. 
By OUIDA. 



Held in Bmndage. 

Sir&thsaora. 

Ct^auaos. 

Idalla. 

Under Two Flags. 

Cecil Castlemoine'sGage 

Tricotrin. 

Pack. 

Folle Farina. 

A Do.'; of Flanders. 

Paacarel. 

Sinia. 

Princess Napraxina. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 



Two Lit. Wooden Shoes. 
Moths. 
Bimbl. 
PiplstraUo. 
A village Commnna. 
■Wanda. 
Othmar 
Frescoes. 
InMaremm*. 
Gcilderoy. 
Buffitto. 
Byrlin. 

B/icta Barbara. 
Two Offend era. 
Ouldas Wiedom. Wit. 
and Pathos. 



By MARGARET AQNBS PAUL. 

Oantle and Simple. 

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. 

The Romance of a Station. 
The Soul of Oonntase Adrian. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker, j Mrs. XresaskiM 
Christina Obard. | 

By JAMES PAVN. 



AOuuntytadiMy, 
Af Hot Mercy, 

C«v-i h Trjit, 

Tt ■■ c ir^flj-iii a r Oly If*. 
Tie F^iEtr Uro liters. 
Fonr.dl DeaJ.. 
Tht' Best of Huabaadi. 
WiiJt'>rs Word. 

HnEv'U. 

F«.lU"Ti fortuDci. 
HiidKurrons Stories, 

A Mikrlni R<»J 
M i K Abbef 
By I'roiv. 

Ui 1' 1 ijjifl E*of. 

El li HplTlti. 

Osi!:]y-Dnj Tear. 

From £xllfl. 

For Ga»ta Oniy. 

Kit. 

tke Canaa ■ VseC 



Hoildir Twki. 

A PerfBi't Troajuire. 

WLktUtCoctilor, 

A ConfliJeiitJil Agent. 

GJawwortn ^ulaw- 

T^n SurotMlincnL. 

TjOSt; AiT Mouuisberd. 
A WoiRJULi VoD|rii[in< i. 
The FamUy gcj-.praifj i-*, 

Uk* Fritli*r, Lite So^. 
M u 1 lad £«r.*atii Him. 
A'or Wooed, fcui 'Wfti. 

h^sa ai^;k this, W^ IS 

rented. 
Saatm PrlvnU Vlewa. 
A {^if^t troin a Thiorn. 
The Mystery of ^1?. 

Inidgs. 
the Word and the WJJI. 
A Frintie o4 1^* Blo«<. 
AT>TU«ffMiii44 
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Two> Shilli no Novels— coNfiffM«<<. 

By RICHARD PRYCE. 

MlM llazwaU'a Afl«cti«ai. 

By CHARLES RBADB. 

IttoStTwIrooLato to '~ 

Th« Dmild* Karrlag*. 
Put TwMlf in Hit 

PUm 
LoTe lit Utftl*. iMf 

Me Long. 
n« OloliUr aad th* 

HMTtlL 

OovM of Trma Lem. 
Tb« JUt. 

n* AntoUoffnpliy of 
» Thlaf. A Woman-H»tor. 

By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL. 



AT«rrlbl«! 

Foul FUy. 

The WftBderloff Heir. 

Hard Cash. 

glngleheart and Do«Uo- 

Oood Stories of ICaa and 

other Anttaale. 
Pec Wofflng^n. 
OrlJBUh Gaunt. 
A Pertlooa Becrol 
A Simpleton. 



The UnlahaMted Bouo. 
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